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1 2 Wen i affords young n an innocent e a taſts Jo it 
85 under certain limitations, ſhould be indulged. Why ſhould they be forbid- 
den to expatiate, in imagination, over the flowery fields of Arcadia, in Elyhum, 
in the Iſles of the Bleſt, and in the Vale of Tempe? The harmleſs delight which 
they derive from Poetry, is ſurely ſufficient to recommend an attention to it, at 
an age when pleaſure is the chief purſuit, even if the ſweets of, it were not 
blended with * 8 


If indeed pleaſure were the ultimate objea of Wan FR 1 Ferns the | 
rigour of auſtere wiſdom, would maintain that the precious days of youth might - 
be more advantageouſly employed than in cultivating a taſte for it. To obyiate 
their objections, it is neceſlary to remind them, that Poetry has ever claimed the 
power of conveying inſtruction, in the moſt. effectual manner, * he e 
of pleaſure. | | 

There is reaſon to believe that many young perſons of natural genius voull 


have given very little attention to learning of any kind, if they had' been intro« | 


duced to it by books appealing only to their reaſon and judgment, and not: to their 
fancy. Through the pleaſant paths of Poetry they have. been' gradually led to 
the heights of ſcience : they have been allured, on firſt ſetting out, by the 

beauty of the ſcene preſented to them, into a delightful land flowing with milk 
and honey; where, after having been nouriſhed like the infant from the mo- 

ther's breaſt, they have gradually nk Rene: TOR nary, to reliſh and digeſt 

the ſolideſt food of philoſophy. | | 


This opinion ſeems to be confienied by aQual experience ; g for the 8 
| - men, in every liberal and honourable profeſſion, have given their early years to 
the charms of Poetry. Many of the moſt illuſtrious worthies in the church 
and in the ſtate were allured to the land of learning by the ſong of the Muſe; . 
and, they would perhaps have never entered it, if their preceptors had forbidden 
them to lend an ear. Of ſo much conſequence i is "0 hve of "vo" in {cms 
to » the 5 IR advancement of learning. e E 
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And 25 to F « Poetry,” in the words of Sir Philip Sydney, “ doth not 
* only ſhew the way, but giveth ſo ſweet a proſpect of the way, as will entice 
% any matt to enter into it; nay, the Poet doth, as if your johrney ſhould be 
1 through a fait vineyard, at the very firſt give you a clufter of grapes, that, 
« full of that taſte, you may long to paſs ſarther. He beginneth not with ob- 
* ſecure definitiqns, but he cometh to you with words ſet in delightful propor- 
« tion, either accompanies with, or prepared for, the well-enchanting kill of 
* muſic ;—and with a tale ;—he cometh unto you with a tale, which holdeth 
« children from play, and old inen from the chimneyrcorner. Even thoſe hard- 
& hearted evil men, who think virtue a ſchool- name, and deſpiſe the auſtere 
„ admonitious of the philoſopher, and feel not the inward reaſons they ſtand 
& upon, yet will be contented to be delighted ; which is all the good fellow 
Poet ſeems to promiſe; and ſo ſtòͤal to ſee the form of goodneſs; which ſeen 


& they cannot but * ere e be aware, as if they took a medicine f 
« cherries.” 


Thus Poetry, by the gentle yet certain method of allurement, leads both to 
learning and to virtue. I conclude, therefore, that, under a ſew ſelf-evident 


reſtiictions, i it 15 properly addreſſed to all young ns in the courſe of a liberal 
education. 


It muſt be confeſſed; at the ſame time, that many ſenſible men, both in the 
World and in the ſchools of philoſophy, have objected to an early ſtudy of it. I hey 
; have thowght that a taſte for it interfered with an attention to what they call 
the MAIN CHANCE. I bat poet ever fined for ſheriff ? ſays Oldham. qÞT is ſeldom 
feen that any ant Kiſcovers mines of gold and filver in Parnaſſus, ſays Mr. Locke. 
Such ideas have predominated in the exchange and i in the warchouſe ; and, while 

they continue to be confined to thoſe places, may perhaps, i in ſome inſtatices, be 
adantag-ous. But they ought not to operate on the mind of the gentleman, 
or the man of 4 liberal profeſſion ; and indeed there is no good reaſon to be 


given why the mercantile claſſes, at leaſt of the higher order, ſhould not amuſe | 
their 9 7 wa any pleaſures of polite e 


That 1 iet to the ſtudy of Poetry as 4 pirt of Viddedach 1s not to be 
wondered at, when it is conſidered that many, from wantſof natural ſenſibility, 
or from long habits of inattention to every thing but ſordid intereſt, are totally 
unfurniſhed with faculties for the perception of poetical beauty. But ſhall we 
deny that the cowflip and violet poſſeſs a vivid colour and ſweet fragtance, becauſe 
the ox who fattens in the meadow tramples over them without percciving either 
[their apes or their odours ? The taſte of mankind, from China to Peru, 2:50 
| I milisates againſt the oppoſers of Poetry. | 


. 
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Weg minds have commonly a taſte for Verſe: Unſeduced by the love of 
money, and unhacknied in the ways of vice, they are indeed delighted with nay 


dure and fact, though unembelliſhed ; hecauſe all objects with them have the 


grace of novelty : but they are tranſported with the charms of Poetry, where 
the ſunſhine of fancy diffuſes over èvery thing the fine gloſs, the rich colour- 
ing, ef beautiful imagery and language, ©. Nature” (to cite Sir Philip Sydney 
zgain) “ never ſet forth the earth in ſo rich tapeſtry as diverſe poets have done, 
** neither with ſo pleaſant rivers, fraitful trees, ſweet-ſmelling flowers, nor 
* whatſoever may make the earth more lovely.— The world is a brazen world 
* —the poets only deliver a GOLDEN M which whaever dillike, the fault is in their 
* judgment, quite out of taſte, a not in be fave LO ee FLY-UT TERED 
55 KNOWLEDGE, py 5 be 4 27 gp 


Tt will be readily acknowledged, that ideas and precepts of all kinds, whether 
of morality or ſcience, make a deeper impreſſion when inculcared by the viva- 


City, the painting, the melody of poetical language. And what is thus deeply 5 
impreſſed will alſo long remain; for metre and rhyme naturally eatch hold of the 


8 ag the tendrils of the vine cling round the branches of the elm. 


Orpheus and Linus are 1 in fable to have drawn the minds af ſa 
yage men to knowledge, and to have poliſhed human nature, hy Poetry. And 


are not children in the ſtate of nature? And is it not probable that Poetry 


may be the beſt inſtrument to operate on them, as it was found to be on nations 
in the ſavage ſtate? Since, according to the mythological wiſdom of the an- 
cients, Amphion moved ſtones, and Orpheus brutes, by muſie and verſe, is it 


not reaſonable to believe, that minds which are dull, and even brutally inſenſible, 
may be penetrated, ſharpened, loftened, and irradiated, T the warm PEN 


of fine Poetry ? 
But it is really ſuperfluous to expatiate eit:er on the delight or the utility of 


? Poetry. The ſubject has been exhauſted ; and, whatever a few men of little 
taſte and feeling, or of minds entirely ſordid and ſecular, may object, ſuch are 


the charms of the Goddeſs, ſuch her powerful influence aver the heart of man, 
that ſhe will never want voluntary votaries at her ſhrine. | The Author of Na+ 
ture has kindly implanted in man a love of Poetsy, to ſolace him under the 


labours and ſorrows of life. A great part of the Seriptures is poetry and verſe; 


The wiſe fon of Sirach enumerates, among the moſt honourable of mankind, 
SUCH AS FOUND OUT MUSICAL, TUNES, AND. RECITED VERSES. IN WRITING. 


| Wich reſpect ta this ee che e, wbject of this Preface bur 
from which I have been ſcduced into a, digreſſion, by giving my ſuffrage in fa- 
your of the art I lon) 1 ſhould be aſked. what are * pretenſions, I I muſt 


{ 
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freely anſwer, that it profeſſes nothing more than (what is evident at firſt ſight) 


to be a larger Collection of Engliſh Verſe; rox THE vsE or schools, than has 


8 


ever yet been publiſhed Id ons voLUME. The original intenfion was to com- 


priſe in it a great number and variety of ſuch pieces as were already in uſe in 
ſchools, or which ſeemed proper for the uſe of them; ſuch a number and vari- 
ety as might furniſh ſomething ſatisfactory to every taſte, and ſerve as a little 


Poetical Library for ſchool-boys, gs the inconvenience and expence ok 


a 1 of volumes. 


n the deten of the Publication. The Editor can claim no praiſe be- 


_ yond that of the deſign. * The praiſe of ingenuity is all due to the Poets whoſe , 
works have ſupplied the materials. What merit can there be in directing a 


famous and popular paſſage to be inſerted from Shakſpeare, Milton, Pope, 
Gray, and many others of leſs fame, indeed, but in great efteem, and of allowed 
genius? Their own luſtre pointed them out, like ſtars of the firſt magnitude 


in the heavens. There was no occaſion for ſingular acuteneſs of viſion, 


or for optical glaſſes, to diſcover a brightneſs which obtruded itſelf on the eye. 


The beſt pieces are uſually the moſt popular. They are loudly recommended 
by the voice of Fame; and her eulogy, T__ long continued, becomes an 


nn. .- mw 


: 


 Veility had innocent entertainment are th ſole designs of the Editor g 


and if they are accompliſhed, he is fatisfied, and cheerfully falls back into the | 


ſhade of obſcurity. He is confident that the Book cannot but be uſeful and en- 


| tertaining; but he is at the ſame time ſo little inclined to boaſt of his work, 


that he is ready to confeſs, that almoſt any man willing to incur a conſider- 


able expence, and undergo a little HE, might have furniſned as good a 
- collection. | 


As taſte will for ever differ, ſome may wiſh to have ſeen. in it l from 
ſome favourite, yet obſeure poet, and ſome alſo from their own works; but it 
was che buſineſs of the Editor of a ſcbool- boot like this, fiot to inſert ſcarce and 
curious works, ſuch as pleaſe virtuoſo readers, chiefly from their rarity, but to 
collect ſuch as were publicly known and univerſally celebrated. The more known, 
the more celebrated, the better they were adapted to this Collection; which is | 


not deſigned, like the leſſons of ſome dancing- maſters, for g#own gentlemen, but 


for young learners only ; and it will readily occur to every one, that what is old 
to men and women, may be, and for the moſt part muſt be, nsw to boys and girls 
receiving their education. Private judgment, in a work like this, muſt often 
give way to public. Some things are inſerted in this Volume, entirely in ſub- 
miſſive deference 10 publie — ; e when general and long continued, 


„ 
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* the leaſt fallible teſt 57 merit in the fine arts, and particularly in Poetry. 
Whatever was found in previous collections, which experience had pronounced 
proper for ſchools, has been freely taken and admitted: the ſtamp of experience 


gave it currency. The freedom of borrowing, it is hoped, will be pardoned, as 5 


the colleors, with whom it has been uſed, firſt ſet the example of it. 


It is unneceſſary, ad perhaps might be deemed impertinent, to point out the 
mode of uſing the Collection to the beſt advantage. It is evident that it may 
be uſed in ſchools, either in recitation, tranſcription, the exerciſe of the memory, 
or in imitation. It furniſhes an abundance of models, which are the beſt means 
of exciting genius. Such Arti of Poetry as thoſe of Gildon, Bysſhe, Newbery, - 
and their imitators, effect but little in the dry method of technical precept ; and 
the young Poet, like the Sculptor, will improve moſt by working after a model. 
It i is evident that this CoffteQtion may be uſefully read at ExeLisn Scroous; in . 
the claſſes, juſt as the Latin and Greek authors are read at the grammar-ſchools, 
by explaining every thing grammatically, hiſtorically, metrically, and critically ; 
and then giving a portion to be learned by memory. The Bock, it is hoped, will 
be particularly agreeable. and uſeful in the private fudies of the amiable young 
ſtudent, whoſe firſt love is the love of the Mufe, and who courts her in his 


ſummer s walk, and in the ſolitude of his winter retreat, or at the ſocial do- 
meſtic ſire- ſde. | 


In the latter part mar little gk are en mere luſus poetici, chiefly for 
the diverſion of the ſtudent. They are, it muſt be confeſſed, no more than 
flowerets at the bottom of Parnaſſus; but it is hoped, that their admiſſion will be 
approved, as they may gradually lead the ſcholar to aſcend higher up the hill, 
who might have been deterred from approaching it if he had ſeen ney in 

the firſt proſpect, but the ſublime, the ſolemn, and the ſombrous.. 


The reader will have no cauſe to complain, if, inſtead of. Extrafis; 1 0003 
finds whole poems inſerted. This has been done whenever it ſeemed conſiſtent 
with the deſign, and could be done without injuftice. In this matter, the opinion 
of thoſe who muſt be ſuppoſed beſt qualified to give it, was aſked, and followed. 


The wiſh was to take nothing but what ſeemed to lie on the Larne. D 
: or neglected by the lord of the manor. | 's 


Though thd Book is divided into Venn Parts, _ the bee e 2 | 


ſyſtematioal arrangement of the component pieces, has not been ſtrictiy ob- 


ſerved. Such compilations as theſe have not unfrequently been called garlands 
and noſegays: but in a garland or noſegay, who would place the tulips, the lilies, 
the pinks, and the roſes in ſeparate compartments ? In ſo artificial a diſpoſition, . 
their beauty and fragrance would be leſs pleaſing than if they were careleſsly 


ET... | 128 mingled 
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mingled with. | the eaſe and wildneſs of natural variety. Linas tht enelagy 


will hold: if not, I muſt throw myſelf in this, as I do in all other circumſtances 
af this Publication, upon my reader's indulgence I e not . but I 


er in receiving pardon. 
Perhaps the reader will be the more inclined to extend it towards me, if I do 


not weary him with apologies. I will then conclude my Preface-with the ideas 
of Montaigne : ͤ T have here only made a naſegay of culled * and Hove brought 


* * ngthing f * own but the 9 that ties them. 


22321 
. _— we 


-1n big Edition a 8 variety _ long and leaks Poems have been 
ade, and the volume is conſequently much enlarged. — If ſome miflakes have infinuated 
themſelves, in conſequence of the Editor's diflance from the preſs, it is hoped they will 


| be conſidered with candour, as W are nn but trivial, and may. be correfied by 
the EL own ee 


* 


* 


AVS ATIs MEN. 


"Te THE 


SSSENT EDITION. 


F 
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7 the 64 * Prefact the Editor has 10 2 36 51 in this new 7 
Prgſton he has made very conſiderable Improvements and Additions ; 1 ls, | 


| » a new and copious Selectian from Young's Night Thoughts, with apprepriate Titles 


prefixed to cach Extract; by the inſertion of Poems and Extratis from Churchill, Boame 


Fenyns, Langhorne, Alenſide, and ſeveral recent Authors of diſtinguiſked merit; and 
by the intraduttiaom of many ludicrous and ingenious Pieces of the Lyric and Epigram- 
- matic: kind, deſﬀagned to add to the Amuſement ef t the Young Reader, after the TOO 4 


. grover, longer, and more finiſbed Compeſttions. | | 
Tee favourable Reception and long continued Approbation of this Callas cannot he 


| ue SatisfaFtion io the Editor, who, while he fees it placed, as it is, in the bands of i in- 
" genuous Youths of both Sexes, throughout this extended Empire, has the happineſs to r- 


Au iber be has been humbly inſtrumental in ſowing, in the vernal ſeaſon, the Seeds * 
Tae Knowledge and Fi Wine, ESTA. rites Language is cultivated, ©: 


5 He hopes alb that be has contributed to mingle Roſes with the Thorns of Life, 2 
. 1 the Bitterneſs UL the Cup, by inf Y 5 into i the Capects of. Fes . : 
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SACRED AND MORAL. 


N Addreſs to the Deity hemp 1 
Adam and Eve, in a Morning Hymn, call 
upon all the Parts of the Creation to join with 
them in extolling their common Maker, Milton 1 
On the Deity — — Mrs. Barbauld 1 
Wa on Gratitude — '— Addiſon 2 
Hymn on Providence — K „ 
Hymn, from the beginning of the 19th Pſalm. ib. 2 
Another Hymn — — Mrs. Reue 3 
Hymn % — 1 
Hyma from plalm 14h 25 Ogilvie 3 
alm 4th — — Merrick 4 
Pſalm 5th — — Wc i. 
Palm 6th _— _ ib. 8 
Pſalm 23d _ ow: ihe © 
Pſalm 122d iS. 4 
Hymn 10 Cheerfulaeſs—The Author being fick *| 
Dr. Akenſide 6 
The Sch Pſalm tranſlated Chrijtopher Pitt 7 
Pſalm the 24th paraphraſed _ „ 7 
Pſalm 29th — _ „„ 
Pſalm 46th paraphraſed _ . - 
Pfalm.goth — — 1b. 9 
Pſalm 144th paraphraſed — is. 9 
The 3d Chapter of Job 16. 10 
The 25th Chapter of Joh Nhl „ 
The Song of Moſes ia the 1 5th Chapter of Exodus 
.  paraphraſed — 8 
The 13 2 Pſalm paraphraſed — 6. 42 
An Hymn to the Supreme Being. An Imitation 
of the 104th 1 | — Blacklock 13 
Hymn 55 Anon. 15 
Hymn — ib. 15 
A Hymn on the übe — Thomſon 15 
Hyma to Humanity — Langhorne 16 
The Enlargement of the Mind: Epiſtle I. to Ge- | 
neral Craufurd, * II. Io William 
Langhorne, M. A. V 
The Univerſal Prayer — Pape 20 
Meſſiah, a Sacred Eclogue 00" 6. 21 
he Prize of Virtue - - ib. 21 
An Llegy, w written in a Country Church-Yard 
= Gr ay 22 
Dek — Porteus 23 
he Grave © © — Blair 25 
Happineſs to be found in in Virwe alone Pope 31 
On the Eternity of the Supreme Being Fart 32 
On the Immenſity of the Supreme Being . 33 
On the Omniſcience of the Supreme Being 76, 34 
On the Power of the Supreme Being 73 i 4s 
Ou the Goodneſs of the. . 1 ib. 37 
Ode to Wiſdom Miſs Carter 38 
On Human Life Ogitvie 39 


Wiſhes obtained often make Men miſerable _,) 
| f Ogitvie 
Deity — HSoyſe 
The Day of Jadgmept: : a Seaugian Prize-Poem 
Dr. Glynn © 
Hymns — Mrs. Barbauld 
An Addreſs to the Deity — ib, 
A Summer Evening's Meditation is, 
Hyma to Content — 15. 
To Wiſdom „ 156. 
Deſpondency. An Ode — Bun 
The Frailty and Folly of Man — Prior 
A Paraphraſe on the latter Part of the Sixth 
Chapter of St. Matthew — * 
Songs of Praiſe — Watts 
The Excellency of the Bible demonſtrated ib, 
The All-ſeeing God Ib. 
Solemn Thoughts concerning God and Death 36. 
Heaven and Hell — — . 
The Advantages of early Religion Rs 
The Danger of Delay — ib, 
Examples of early F — — 6. 
Againſt lying — 16. 
Agzintt Quarreiling and Fighting | — 6. 
Love between Brothers and Siſters — 35. 
Againſt Scoffing and calling Names ib. 
Againſt Swearing and 3 and my God's 
Name in vain ib. 
Againtt Idleneſs and Miſchief — . 
Againſt Evil Compan — — 8. 
Againſt Pride in Clothes — is, 
Obedience to Parents — — 3. 

1 The Child's Complaint— — ' 3b. 
A Morning and Evening Song — 15. 
For the Lord's Day Morning — . 
For the Lord's Day W — ib, 
The Sluggard _ 15. 

Innocent Play = — 
The Roſe — — — 16. 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 


SACRED AND MORAL © 


& 1. An Addreſs to the Deity. THOMSON. ti 


FATHER of light and life! Thou GooD 
SUPREME |! | , 
O teach me what is good. Teach me THYSELF! 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From every low purſuit! and feed my ſoul 
With knowledge, conſcious peace, and virtue 
Sacred, ſubſtantial, never-fading blifs ! _ [pure; 


$ 2: Adam and Eve, in a Morning Hymn, call upon 
all the Parts of the Creation to join with them in 
extolling their common Maker. M1LTON. . 


| FPHESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univerſal frame, 

Thus wondrous fair; thy ſelf how wondrous then 
Unſpeakable, who ſitt'ſt above theſe Heavens: 
To us inviſible, or dimly ſen 
In theſe thy loweſt works; yet theſe declare 
Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 
Speak ye who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
Angels; for ye behold him, and with ſongs 
And choral ſymphonies, day without night, 
Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in Heaven, 
On Earth, join all ye creatures to extol | 
Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end. 
Faireſt of ſtars, laſt in the train of night, 
If better thou belong; not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown'ſt the ſmiling. morn 
With thy bright circle, praiſe him in thy ſphere, 
While day ariſes, that {weet hour of prime. 

Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and foul, 
Acknowledge him thy greater, ſound his praile 
In thy eternal courſe, both when thou climb'ſt, 
And when high noon haſt gain d, and when thou 

fall'ſt. | 
Moon, that now meet'ſ{ the orient ſun, now fly'lt 
Wich the fix d ſtars, fix d in their orb that flies, 


ne Tn 


| Breathe ſo 
| With every plant in ſign of worſhip wave. 


” 
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And ye five other wand ring fires that move / 
In myſtic dance, not without ſong, reſound 
His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up lght.” 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeſt birth 2 
Of Nature's womb, that in quaternion run 10 
Perpetual circle, multiform; and mix 
And nourith all things; let your ceaſeleſs change 
Vary to our great Maker ſtill new praiſe. 
Ye Miſts and Exhalations that now riſe 
From hill or ſtreaming lake, duſky or grey, 
Till the ſun paint your fleecy ſkirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great Author rite! _ 
Whether to deck with clouds th uncolour'd ſky, 
Or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhowers, 
Rifing or falling ſtill advance his praiſe, AS . 
His rims Winds, that from four quarters blow, 
or loud; and wave your tops, ye Pines, 


Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow _ 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praiſe. 
Join voices, all ye living Souls; ye Birds, | 
That ſinging up to Heaven's gate aſcend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe, 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 


| The earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep ; 


Witneſs if I be ſilent, morn or even, 

To hill or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade 
Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe, - 
Hail univerſal-Lord! be bounteous ſill - 
To gixe us only good; and if the night 
Have gather'd aught of evil, or conceal'd, * 
Diſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark. 


£ 


8 3, On the Detly. | Mrs. BAR BAULD. . 
I READ God's awful name'emblazow@high 
With golden letters on th” illamin'd ſky; | 
Nor leſs the myſtic characters I ſee 4 
| Wrought in each flower, infcrib'd on ey'ry * 5 
B | Ia 
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£ ev*ry leaf that trembles to the breeze 
I hear the voice of God among the trees. 
Wich thee in ſhady ſolitudes I walk, 
With thee in buſy crowded cities talk ; 

In every creature own thy forwing power, 


In each event thy providence adore. 

Thy hopes ſhall animate my drooping fon, 
Thy 8 guide me, and thy fear controul : 
Thus ſhall I reſt, unmov'd by all alarms, 
Secure within the temple of thine arms, 

From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 
And feel myſelf omnipotent in « wary 


Then when the laſt, the cloſing hour draws 


\ 


nigh, 


And earth recedes before m 1 I 


When trembling on the doubrful edge o 

I ftand, and ſtretch my view to either fiate ; 
Teach me to quit this tranſitory ſcene 
Wich decent triumph and a look ſerene; 
Teach me to fix my ardent on high, 
And, having liv'd tothee, in to dic. 


"$ 4 Hymn on Gratitude. . ADD180N. 


WIEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
| My riſing ſoul ſurveys ; 
Tranſported with the view, I m loſt 
In wonder, love, and praiſe. | 
O how ſhall words with equal warmth 
The gratitude declare 1 
That glows within my raviſh'd heart? 
| But thou canſt read it there, 
Th idence my life ſuſtain'd, 
Nd my wants redreſo d, 
When in the filent womb ] lay. 
And hung upon the breaſt. 
Toall my weak complaints and cries 
Thy merey lent an ear, 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learm 
= To form themſelves in pray r. 
VUnnumber' d comforts to my ſoul 
| Thy tender care beſtow'd, 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 
From whom thoſe comforts flow d. 
When in the ſlipp ry paths of youth 
Wich heed hs Reps I ran, 
Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me upto man. bs 
Tironh hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 
| It gently clear'd my way, | 
Aud through the 33 of vier, 
More to be fear d than they. 
When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
Wich health renew'd my face, 
- And when in ſins and forrows funk, 
Reid my foul with grace. 
Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliſs 
| Has made my cup run oer, 
Aud in a kind and Faichful friend 
Ua doubledall my tore. 


, 


EXTRACTS, 


| Ti unweaned ſun, 


| Ten thouſand thouſand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ, | 

Nor is the leaſt a cheerful heart, 
That taſtes thoſe gifts with joy. 


Through every period of my life 
y neſs I'll purſue; 

And after death in diſtant worlds 

The glorious theme renew. 


When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. 
Through all et, to Thee 
A joyful ſong I'll raiſe, 
For O! eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


$ 5. Hymn on Providence. ADD1tS0%, 


THE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care: 

His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 

And guard me with a watchful eye; 

My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 


-| Apd all my midnight hours defend. 
} Whenin the ſultry glebe I faint, 


Or on the thirfty mountains pant ; 

To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 

My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip low. 


Tho' ir the paths of Death I tread, 

With gloomy horrors-overſpread, 

My ſtedtaſt ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful ſhade. 
Tho' in a bare and ru ways 

Through devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile : 

The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, f 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd ; 
And fireams thall murmur all around. 


191h Pſalm. ADDISON. 
| TH ſpacious firmament on high, 

Fr __ — the blue ethereal ſky, 

nd ſpangled Heavens, a ſhining frame, 
Their great original 8 : 

day to day, 

Does his Creator's pow'r diſplay, 
And publiſhes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand: 


Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, 

The moon takys up the wondrous tale, 

And nightly to the liſt'ning carth 

J — the ſtory of her birth: i 
Vhilſt all the ſtars that round her burn, 


Confirm 


v 


_ 


| And all the planets in ther turn, 


Book I. | 


$6. Another Hymn, from the beginning of the | 
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| Book I. 


Confirm the tidings as they roll, 


And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though in ſolemn ſilence all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball ! 
What tho' nor real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant. orbs be found 
In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice; 

For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 

„The hand that made us is Divine.” 


| $ 7. Another Hymn. Mrs. Row E. 
THE glorious armies of the ſky 
| To thee, Almighty King, 
Triumphant anthems conſecrate, 
And hallelujahs ſing. 


But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhorr of thee : 

How diſtant then muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfections be 

Yet how, my God, ſhall I refrain, 
When to my raviſh'd ſenſe 


Each creature every where around 


Diſplays thy excellence ! 


The active lights that ſhine above, 
In their eternal dance, 

Reveal their ſkilful Maker's praiſe 
With filent elegante. 


The bluſhes of the morn confeſs 
That thou art ſtill more fair, 

When in the Eaſt its beams revive; 
To gild the fields of air. 


The fragrant, the refreſhing breeze 
Of ev'ry flow'ry bloom 
In balmy whiſpers own, from Thee 
| Their pleaſing odours come. 
The ſinging birds, the warbling winds; 
And water's murm'ring fall, 
To praiſe the firſt Almighty Cauſe 
With diff rent voices call. 
Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus; 
And ſhall I filent be? 
No; rather let me ceaſe tb breathe, 
Than ceaſe from praiſing thee |! 


1 1 1 


$ 8. Another Hymn. Mrs. Row EL 


'PHOU aida, o mighty God | exiſt 


Ere time began its race; 

Before the ample elements 

Fill'd up the void of ſpace : 
Before the pond'rous earthly globe 

In fluld air was ay'd * | 
Before the ocean's mighty ſprings 

Their liquid ſtores ailplay d: 
Ere through the gloom of ancient night 

The ſtreaks of light appear'd; 
Before the bigh celeſtial arch, 

Or ſtarry poles were rear'd : 


* 
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Before the loud melodious ſpheres 

| Their tuneful round begun; 

Before the ſhining roads of keav'n 
Were meaſur'd by the ſun : 


Ere through the empyrean courts . 


One hallelujah rung; | 

Or to their harps the ſons of light 
Ecſtatic anthems ſung: 

Ere men ador'd, or angels knew, 

Or prais'd thy wondrous name; 


| Thy bliſs, O ſacred Spring of life ! 


Thy glory, was the ſame. 
And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden ruin break, 
And all this vaſt and goodly frame 

| Sinks in the mighty wreck ; 


When from her orb the moon ſhall ſtarts 
1 Th' aſtoniſh'd ſun roll 2 

d all the trembling ſt amps 

Their ancient * $:. 
For ever permanent and fix'd, 
From agitation free, 
Unchang'd in everlaſting years, 

Shall thy exiſtence be; 


$ 9. Anather Hymn, from Pſalm 148th. OGILViE; 
BEGIN, my ſoul, th' exalted lay 
Let each enraptur'd thought obey, 
And praiſe th' Almighty's name: 
Lo! heaven and earth, and ſeas and ſkies, 
In one melodious concert riſe, 
To ſell th' inſpiring theme. 


Ye fields of light, celeſtial plains, 
| Where gay tra 


nſporting beauty reigns, 
Ye ſcenes Sivinely me» 
Your Maker's wondrous power proclaing 


Tell how he form'd your ſhining frame, 


And breath'd the fluid air. | 
Ye angels, catch the thrilling ſound ! _ 


|] While all th' adoring thrones around 


His boundleſs mercy fing: 
Let ev'ry liſt'ning ſaint above _ 
Wake all the tuneful ſoul of love, 
And touch the ſweeteſt firing. + 


Join, ye loud ſpheres, the vocal choir; 
Thou dazzling orb of liquid fire, : 
The mighty chorus aid : 
Soon as grey ev'ning gilds the plain, 
Thou, moon, protract the melting ftraing. 
And priiſe him in the ſhade. 
Thou heav'n of heav'ns, his vaſt abode, 
Ye cloudsf proclaim your forming God, 
Who call'd yon worlds from night: 
« Ye ſhades, diſpel !” —th' Eternal ſaid; 
At once th' involving darkneſs fled, 
And nature ſprung to light. | .N 
Whate er a blooming world contains, 
That wings the air, that ſkims the plains, 
United praiſe beſtow : | 
Ba | Ye 
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7] 


Til huſh'd to peace the tumult lie, 


Ye dragons, found Hits awfol name 
To hen hu; and roar acclaim, 
Ye ſex ng deeps below. | 
Le element rezoice *: 
Ye — burſt with awful voice 
Ta hin whe bids you roll ; 
His prazic in After notes declare, 
Exch whiſpering breeze of yi air, 
And breathe it to the foul. | 
To bim, ye graceful cedars, bow; 
Sheng abiding: binding flour, 
| Your Creator own ; | 
Tell, when affnghted nature hook, 
How Sinai kindled at his look, 
And trembled at his frown. 


Ye flocks that haunt the humble vale, 
Ye inſets flutt ring on the gale, | 
In mutual concourſe rife : 
the roſe's vermeil bloom, 
- Andwaft its ſpoils, a ſweet perfume, 
In incenſe to the Kkies. 
Wake, all ye mounting tribes, and fing; 
_ Ye plumy warblers of the ſpring, LEED 
Harmonious anthems raiſc 
To him who ſhap'd your &ncr mould, 
Who upp d your glitrering wings with gold, 
1 Azdtun'd your voice to praiſe. 

Let man, by nobicr paſhons ſway d, 
The feeling heart, the judging head, 
In hear'nly praiſe employ ; 

ad is tremendous name zround, 
ill heav'n's broad arch rings back the found, 
The gen' ral burſt of joy. 


Ye whom the charms of grandeur pleaſe, 
Nurs'd on the downy lap of caſe, 
Fall proftrate at his throne : 
Ye princes, rulers, all adore ; 
Praiſe him, ye kings, who makes your pow'r 
An image of his own. 
Ye fair, by nature form'd to move, 
O praiſe ch eternal Source of love, 
Wich youth's enlivening fire: 
Let age take up the tuneful lay, 
Sigh his bleſs'd name—then ſoar away, 
And aſk an angel's lyre. 


& 10. Pſalm 4th. MErRiCk. 
D of my rightful cauſe, 
T While anguiſh from my boſom draws 
The deep-felt gh, the ceaſcleſs pray r, 
O make thy ſervant till thy care. 
That aid, which oft my griefs has hcal'd, 
To aid acl, eld. | 


* 


yield. 
How long, ye ſons of pride, tow long 
Shall falichood arm your impious tongue, 


And erring your breaſt inflame, 
My pow'r to thwart, my acts defame ? 
To my heart ſhall vent its woe, 


Who, prompt his bleſſings to beſtorv 
On each whoſe breaſt has learn'd his fear, 
dos 0 my plaint the willing car. 


* 
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* 


8 


And 


** 


Do thou, juſt 
And guard me from each hoſtile ſnare ; 


Book H. 
Him wouldft thou pleaſe? With rev tend awe 
Ouſcrve the diftates of his Law: D 


In ſecret on thy couch reclin'd 
Search w irs depth thy reſtleſs mind, 


And wrath and ſtrife within thee die. 
With pureſt gifts approach his ſhrine, 

fe to Him thy care reſign. 

I hear a hopeleſs tram demand. | 
Where's now the with'd Deliv'rer's hand?” 
Do 'Thou, my God, do Thou reply, 

And let thy preſence from on high 

In full effuſon o'er our head 

[ts ail-enlivening influence ſhed. 

What joy my conſcious heart o er flows! 
Not fuck th exulting lab'rer knows, 
When to his long expecting cyes 

The vintage and the harveſts riſe, 

And, ſhadowing wide the cultur'd foil, 
With full requital crown his toil. 

My weary eyes in ſleep I cloſe, * 

My limbs, {ecure, to reſt compoſe ; 


For Thou, great God, ſhalt ſcreen my head — 


And plant a guard around my bed. 


| § 1x. Pſalm sib. Mranick. 


HE words that from my lips proceed, read.) 
My thoughts (for Thou thoſe thoughts canſt 
My God, my King, attentive weigh, 
And hear, O hear me, when I pray. 
With earlieſt zeal, with wakeful carc, 
To Thee my foul! ſhall pour its prgv'r, 
And, ere the dawn has ſtreak det ſky, 
To Thee direct its longing eye: 
To Thee, whom nought obſcur'd by ſtain 
Can pleaſe; whoſe doors to fect profane 
Inexorable ſtand ; whoſe Law = 
Offenders from thy fight ſhall awe. 
Let each whoſe tongue to lies is turn'd, 


ho leſſons of deceit has learn d, 


Or thirſts a brother's blood to ſhed, 
Thy hate and heavieſt vengeance dread. 


Bot I, whoſe hope thy Love ſupports, 


(Ho great that Love!) will tread thy courts, 
My knees in lowlieſt rev'rence bend, 
And row'rd Oy ſhrine my hands extend. 

od, my path prepare, 


O lend me thy conducting ray, F 
And level to my ſteps thy way. d 
Behotd me by a trgop inclos d, 

Of falſchood and of guilt compos'd: 
Their throat a ſepulchre diſplays, 

"ap 6 wide, inſatiate; in their praiſe 
Lurks flatt'ry, and with ſpecious art 

Bclies the purpoſe of their heart. 

{ O ler the miſchiefs they intend 

| Retorted on themſelves deſcend, 

And let thy wrath correct their fn, 

Whoſe hearts thy mercy fails to win. 

May all whoſe truſt on Thee is plac'd 

Peace and delight perpetual tafte, 

| Sav'd by thy care, in fongs of joy 


Their cyer grateful voice employ, 


| 
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And 
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{| 


And 


Boo x 1. 


Around him caſts its cov xing 


And ſhare the gifts on thoſe beſtow d, 
Who love the name of ces God, 
To each who bears a guiltlets heart, 
Thy grace its bleffings ſhall impart; 
Strong as the brazen ſhield, thy aid 
EAN 


$ 12, Pſalm 6/b. MERRICK, 


O SPARE me, Lord, nor o'er my head 
The fulneſs of thy vengeance thed. 

With pitying eye my weakneſs view, 

Heal my vex'd foul, my ftrength renew; 

And O, if yet my ſins demand 

The wile corrections of thy hand, 

Yer give my pains their bounds to know, 

And fix a period to my woe. 

Return, great God, return, and ſave 

Thy ſervant from the greedy grave. 

Shall Death's long-filent tongue, O ſay, 

The records of thy pow'r diſplay, 

Or pale Corruption's ſtartled ear 

Thy praiſe within its priſon hear? 

By languor, grief, and care oppreſt, 

With groans perpetual heaves my breaſt, 

And tears, in large profuſion ſhed, 

Inceſſant lave my ſleepleſs bed. 

My life, though yet in mid career, 

Bcholds the winter of its year, 

(While clouds of grief around me roll, 

And hoſtile ſtorms invade my foul, ) 

Relentleſs from my cheek each trace 

Of youth and blooming health eraſe, 

And ſpread before my. waſting fight 

The ſhades of all-obſcuring night. 
Hence, ye profane : My Saviour ears; 

While yet I ſpeak, he wipes my tears, 

Accepts my pray'r, and bids each foe 

With ſhame their vain attempts forego, 

And, ſtruck with horror from on high, 

In wild diſorder backward fly. 


§ 13. 


Fſalm 81h, MERRICK. 


PMmortal King ! Through Earth's wide frame 


How great thy honour, praiſe, and name ! 
Whoſe reign o'cr diſtant worlds extends, 
Whoſe glory heav'n's vaſt height tranſcends. 
From infants Thou canſt ſtrength upraiſe, 
And form their lifping tongues to praiſe : 
By theſe the vengeance-breathing Foe 
Thy mightier terrors taught to know, 

In mute aſtoniſhment ſhall ſtand, 

And bow beneath thy conqu'ring hand. 
When, rapt in thought, with wakeful eye 
] view the wonders of the ſkv, 

Whoſe frame thy fingers o'er our head 

In rich magnificence have ſpread; 
'The filent Moon, with waxing horn 
Along th' ethereal region borne 

'The Stars with vivid luftre crown'd, 1 
That nightly walk their deſtin'd round, 
Lord! What is Man, that in thy care 

His humble lot ſhould find a ſhare; 

Or what the Son of Man, that Thou 

Thus to his wants thy ear ſhouldfſt bow? 


5 
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His rank awhile, by thy decree, 
Th'Angelic Tribes beneath: them ſer, 
Till rouna him thy impar ted as 
With une xtinguiſh'd glory blaze. 
Subjected to his feet by thee, 


To Him all Nature bows the knee; 


The beafts in him their Lord behold ; 


The grazing herd, the bleating fold, 


The ſavage race, a countleſs tram, 
That range at large th extended plain, 
The fowls, of various wing, that fly 
O'er the vaſt defert of the KR, 
And all the wat'ry tribes, that glide | 
Through paths to human fight deny d. 15 
Immortal King! Through Earth's wide frame, 
How great thy honour, praiſe, and name! - 


* 


8 14. P/alm 23d. MERRICK» 
O, my Shepherd's hand divine! 
Want ſhall never more be mine. 

In a paſture fair and large 
He ſhall feed his happy Charge, 
And my couch with tend'reft care 


{ 'Midft the ſpringing graſs prepare. g 
{ When I faint with ſummer's heat, | 


He ſhall lead my weary feet 
To the ſtreams that ſtill and flow 


| Through the verdant meadow flow. 


He my foul anew ſhall frame, 

And, his mercy to proclaim, 

When through devious paths I ſtray, 
Teach my ſteps the. better way. 
Though the dreary vale I tread 


| By the ſhaTes of death o erſpread 


There I walk from terror free, 


While my-ev'ry wiſh L ſee 
vy thy rod ſtaſſ ſupplied; 
his my guard, and that my guide. 


While my foes are gazing on, 
Thou thy fav'ring care haſt ſhown; 
Thou my plenteous board haſt ſpread - 
Thou with oil refreſh'd my head 
Fill'd by Thee my cup o'erflows; 

For thy Love no limit knows. 


| Conſtant, to my lateſt end, 


This my footſteps ſhall attend, 
And ſhall bid thy hallow'd Dome 
Yicld me an eternal home. 


$ 15. Pſalm 1224, MurRICK. 


1. 
HE feſtal Morn, my God, is come, 
That calls me to thy honour'd Dome 
Thy preſence to adore: | 


| My feet the ſummons ſhall attend, 


With willing ſteps thy Courts aſcend, 

And tread the hallow'd floor, 

2. 
Ev'n now to our tranſported eyes 
Fair Sion's tow*rs in proſpect riſe 3 
Within her gates we ſtand, 

And, loſt in wonder and delight, 
Bchold her happy Sons unite 

In fri 's firmeſt band, 


B 3 3. Hirher 


In hymns of praiſe their tongues employ 
And hail th . 
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3-- 0 
Hither from Judab's utmoſt end 
The ord © <a Tribes aſcend; 
' Their off rings hither bring; 
Here, eager to atteſt their joy, 


immortal King, 


N By his Command impeſſ'd, to Her 


Contending Crowds their cauſe refer; 
While Princes from her Throne, 

With equal doom, th' unerring Law 

Diſpenſe, who boaſt their birth to draw - 
From Jeff's favour'd Son. 


wy hag e eee AN 
Be Peace by Each implor'd on thee, | 


O Salem, while with bended knee 
To Jacob's God we pray : 
How bleſt, who calls himſelf thy Friend 
Succeſs his la ſhall attend, 2 
And ſafety guard * way. | 


[ 6) ways thou, flee from hoſtile fear, 
Nor the loud voice of tumult hear, 

Nor war's wild waſtes deplore : 
May Plenty nigh thee take her ſtand, 
And in thy courts with lavith hand 

Diſtribute all her ſtore. 

| „ 255 
$cat of my Friends and Brethren, hail! 
How can my tongue, O Salem, fail | 

To blets thy lov'd abode ? 

How ceaſe the zeal that in me glows 
Thy = to ſeek, whoſe walls incloſe 


manſon of my God? 


$ 16. Hymn to Cbeerfulueſ—The Author being 
_ » fich. Dr. AKENSIDE, 

He thick the ſhades of evening cloſe ! 
How pale the ſæy with weight of ſnows ! 

Haſte, light the tapers, urge the tire, 

And bid the joyleſs day retire ! 

——— Alas, in vain I try within 

Toraiſe the dull, dejected ſcene, | 

While rous'd by grief theſe ficry pains 

Tear the frail texture of my veins; | 

While winter's voice, that ſtorms around, 

And yon deep death-beil's groaning ſound 

Renew my mind's hve gloom, | 

Till ſtarring horror ſhakes the room. * 


- 


Is there in nature no kind power 


| To ſooth affliction's lonely hour? 


To blunt the edge of dire diſeaſe, 
And teach theſe wintry ſhades to pleaſe ? 
Come, Cheerfulneſs, triumphant fair, 


| Shine thro” the painful cloud of care: 
O ſweet of language, mild of mien, 


O rirtue's friend and pleaſure s queen 
Aſſuage the flames that burn my breaſt, 
ne my jarripg thoughts to reſt; 
— while thy graciops gifts I feel, 
y ſong ſhall all thy praiſe reveal. 
As once ('twas in Aſtrea's reign) 


The vemal pow'rs renew'd their train, 


_ 


EXTRACTS, 


Book I. 


It happen'd that immortal Lore 


Was ranging thro” the ſpheres above, 


And downward hither caſt his eye, R 
The year's returning pomp to ſpy : 

He ſaw the radiant God of day 

Lead round the globe the roſy May 


- | The fragrant Airs and genial Hours 


Were ſhedding round him dews and flowers ; 
Before his wheels Aurora paſs d, 
And Heſper's golden lamp was laſt. 


Bur, faireſt of the blooming throng, 


When Health majeſtic mov'd along, 
All gay with ſmiles, to ſee below 
The joys which from her preſence flow, 


While earth enliven'd hears her voice, 
And fields, and flocks, and ſwains rejoice ; 


Then mighty Love her charms confeſs'd, 
And Gon his vows inclin'd her breaſt, 


: And, known from that auſpicious morn, 


The pleaſing Cheerfulneſs was born. 

Thou, Cheerfulneſs, by Heav'n deſign'd 

To rule the pulſe that moves the mind, 
Whatever frgtful paſſion ſprings, | 
Whatever chance or nature brings | 
To ftrain the tune ful poize within, 
And diſarrange the ſweet machine; 
Thou, goddeſs, with a maſter- hand 
Doſt each attemper'd key command, 
Refine the ſoft and ſwell the ſtrong, 
Till all is concord, all is ſong. 

Fair guardian of domeſtic life, 

Beſt baniſher of home-bred ſtrife, ””, 
Nor ſullen lip, nor taunting eye 

Deform the ſcene where thou art by : 

No figkentng huſband damns the hour 

That bound his joys to female power: 

No pining mother weeps the cares 

That parents waſte on hapeleſs heirs: 

Th' officious daughters pleas'd attend; 

The brother riſes to the friend: 

By thee their board with flowers is crown'd, 
By thee with ſongs their walks reſound, 

By thee their ſprightly mornings ſhine, 

And evening-hours in peace decline. 

Behold the youth, whoſe trembling heart 
Beats high with love's unpitied ſmart ; 


Tho' now he ſtrays by rills and bowers, 


And weeping wears the lonely hours; 
Or, if the nymph her audience deign, 
Shames the ſoft ſtory of his pain 
With laviſh looks, diſcolour'd eyes, 
And accents faltering into ſighs; 
Yet thou, auſpicious power, with eaſe, 
Canſt yield him happier arts to pleaſc, 
Exalt his mien to manlier charms, 
Inſtrutt his tongue with nobler arms, 
With more commanding paſſion move, 
And teach the * of love. | 
Friend to the Muſe and all her train, 
For theg I court the Muſe again; 
And may the yotive lay diſcloſe 


See, when thy touch reveals her minc, 


How pure the ſtores of fancy ſhine; bw 
| Hark, 


1 D 


How much to thy fair aid ſhe owes! be 


Hark, ' 


Book I. 


Hark, when thy breath her ſong impels, 
How full the tuneful current ſwells. 

Let Melancholy's plaintive tongue 7 
Inſtruct the nightly trains of Y ——; 
But thine was Homer's ancient might, 
And thine victorious Pindar's flight: 

Thy myrtles crown'd the * Leſbian meads ; 
Thy voice awak'd + Sicilian reeds; | 
Thy breath perfumes the f Teian roſe, 
And Tiber's vine ſpontaneous flows, 
While Horace wantons in thy quire ; 


The gods and heroes of the lyre. 


See where the pale, the ſick'ning ſage 
( A prey perhaps to fortune's rage, 
Perhaps by tender griefs abs 
Or glooms congenial to his breaſt) 
Retires in deſert-ſcenes to dwell, 
And bids the joyleſs world farewel. 
Alone he treads*th* autumnal ſhade, 
Alone beneath the mountain laid, 
He ſees the nightly damps ariſe, 
And gathering ſtorms involve the ſkies; 
He hears the neighb'ring ſurges roll, 
And raging thunders ſhake the pole; 
Then, ſtruck by every object round, 
And ftunn'd by ev'ry 2 ſound, 
He pants to traverſe nature's ways: 
His evils haunt him thro” the maze : 
He views ten thouſand demons riſe, 
To wield the empire of the ſkies, 
And Chance and Fate afſume the rod, 
And Malice blots the throne of Gop. 
—O thou, whoſe pleaſing power I ting ! 
Thy lenient influence hither bring; 
Compoſe the ſtorm, diſpel the gloom, 
Till Nature wear her wonted bloom, 
Till fields and ſhades their ſweers exhale, 
And muſic ſwell each opening gale : 
Then o'er his breaſt thy ſoftneſs pour, 
And let him learn the timely hour 
To trace the world's benignant laws, 
And judge of that preſiding cauſe 
Who founds in diſcord beauty's reign, 
Gonverts to pleaſure every pain, 
Subdues the hoſtile forms to reſt, 
And bids the univerſe be bleſt. 

O thou, whoſe pleaſing power I ſing! 
If right I touch the votive ſtring, *_ 


If equal praiſe I yield thy name, 


Still govern thou thy poct's flame; 

Still with the Muſe my boſom ſhare, 

And ſooth to peace corroding care. 

But moſt exert thy genial power 

On friendſhip's conſecrated hour: 

And while my Agis leads the road 

To fearleſs wiſdom's high abode; 

Or, warm in freedom's ſacred cauſe, 

Purſues the light of Grecian laws; 

Attend, and grace our gen'rous toils 

With all thy garlands, all thy ſmiles. 

But if, by fortune's ſtubborn ſway 

From him and friendſhip torn away, 

court the Muſe's healing 1 

For grivs that ſtill with abſence dwell, 
* Alcxuz and Sappho, 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


Do thou conduct my fancy's dreams 
To ſuch indulgent, tender themes 
As juſt the ſtruggling breaſt may cheer, 
And juſt ſuſpend the ſtarting tear; 

Yer lcave that charming ſenſe of woe, 
Which none bur friends and lovers know. 


$ 17. The 8th Pſalm tranſlated. 


O KING eternal and divine! 
The world is thine alone: 


Above the ſtars thy glories ſhine, / 


Above the heavens thy throne. 


How far extends thy mighty name ! 
Where'er the ſun can roll, 


That ſun thy wonders ſhall proclaim, 


Thy deeds from pole to pole. 


The infant's tongue ſhall ſpeak thy powet 
e 4 


The tongue that never ſpoke before, 
Shall labour in thy cauſe. 


For when I lift my thoughts and | 
And view the heavens around, 

Yon firetching waſte of aznre ſkies, 
With ſtars and planets crown'd ; 

Who in their dance attend the Moon, 

The empreſs of the night, 

And pour around her filver throne 

Their tributary light: 

Lord ! what is mortal man? that he 
Thy kind regard ſhould ſhare ? 
What is his fon, who claims fron thee, . 

And challenges thy care? 
Next to the bleſt Angelic kind, 
Thy hands created man, 8 


And this inferior world aſſign d 


To dignify his ſpan. 


| Him all revere, and all obey 


His delegated reign; 


| The flocks that through the valley ftray, ' 


The herds that graze the plain. 


The furious tiger ſpeeds his flight, 


And trembles at his power; 
In fear of his ſuperior might, _ 
The lions ceaſe to roar. 


Whatever horrid manſters tread 
The paths bencath the ſea, uy 3 


{ Their king at awful diſtance dread 


And ſullenly obey. 


O Lord, how far extends thy name ! 
Where er the fun can roll, 


That ſun thy wonders ſhall proclaim 


Thy deeds from pole to pole. 


FAR as the world can ſtreteh its bounds, 
- The Lord is king of all, | 


+ Theocritus, 
B 4 


| His wondrous power extends around 
The circuit of the ball. 


* * 


CHRISTOPHER PITT. 


$ 18. aum the 24th parapbraſed. Prrr. 
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* | ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


For he within the gloomy deeps 
Its drk foundations caſt, 


And rear'd the pillars of the earth 


Amid the watery waſte. 
Who ſhall aſcend his Sion's hill, 
And fee Jehovah there? | 
Who from his ſacred ſhrine ſhall breathe 
The-ſfacrifice of prayer? 
He only whoſe unſally'd foul 
Fair virtuc's paths has trod, > 
Who with clean hands and heart regards 
His neighbour and his God, 


On him ſhall his indulgent Lord 
Diffufive' bounties ſhed ; 
From God his Saviour ſhall deſcend 


8 


— Inn 


All bleflings on his head. HERES * 


Of thoſe who ſeek his righteous ways 
ls chis the choſen race,  _ 
Who baſk-in all his bounteous ſmiles, 
And flouriſh in his grace. 
Lift up your ſtately heads, ye doors 


With haſty reverence riſe; . L. 
Ye everlaſting doors, who guard 
The es of the ſkies, ö 
Swift from your golden hinges leap, 
Tour barriers roll away, bk 


Now throw your blazing portals wide, 
And burſt the gates of day. N 

For ſee! the King of glory comes 
Along th* ethereal road: 

The cherubs through your folds ſhall bear 
The triumphs of your God. 

Who is this great and glorious King? 
Oh! tis the Lord, whole might 

Decides the conqueſt, and ſuſpends 
The balance of the fight. 

Lift up your ſtately heads, ye doors! 

l Wün haſty reverencę riſe; 

Ye everlaſting doors !* who guard 
The paſles of the ſkies. 

Swift from your golden hinges lea 
Your . og a 

Now throw your blazing portals wide, 
And burſt the gates of day; 

For ſee ! the King of Glory comes 

long th? 4. road: 

The Cherubs through your folds ſhall bear 

The triumphs of their God. 


Who is this great and glorious King? 


Oh! 'tis the God, whoſe care 


; Leads on his Ifrael to the field, | 


Whoſe power controuls the war. 
$ 19. Pſalm 24(b. Plrr. 
YE mighty princes, your oblations bring, 
An pay due honours to your awful King; 
His boundleſs power to all the world proclaim, 
Bend at his ſhrine, and tremble at his name. 
For hark ! his voicc, with unxeſiſted ſway, 
Ralcs and controuls the raging of the Sea ; 


MA 


| With wonder ſee what mighty power 


Book I; 


Within due bounds the mighty ocean keeps, 
And. in their watery cavern awes the deeps. _ 


Shook by that voice, the nodding groves around 


Start from their roots, and fly the dreadful found, 
The blaſted cedars low in duſt are laid, | 
And Lebanon is left-without a ſhade. 

See ! when he ſpeaks, the lofty mountains crowd, 
And fly for ſhelter from the thundering God : 
Sirion and Lebanon like hinds advance, 

And in wild meaſures lead th' unwieldy dance, 


. || His voice, his mighty voice, divides the fire, 


Back from the blaſt the ſhrinking flames retire. 
Ev'n Cades trembles when Jehovah ſpeaks, 
With all his Savages the deſert ſhakes. 

At the dread ſound the hinds with fear are ſtung, 
And in the lonely foreſt drop their young; 
While in his hallow'd temple all proclaim 

His glorious honours, and adore-his name. 


High o'er the 3 ſurges of the ſea 


He ſits, and bids the liſtening deeps obey: 

He reigns o'er all; for ever laſts his power, 

Till nature finks, and time ſhall be no more. 
With ſtrength the ſons of Iſrael ſhall he bleſs, 
A nd crown our tribes with happineſs and peace. 


$ 20. Pſalm 46th parapbraſed. Prrr. 


, ON God we build our ſure defence, 


In God our hope repoſe : 


His hand protects us in the fight, 


And guards vs from our woes. 


Then, be the earth's unwieldy frame 
From its foundations hurl'd, 


We may, unmov'd with fear, enjoy 


The ruins of the world. 
What though the ſolid rocks be rent, 
In tempeſts whirl'd away? 
What though the hills ſhould burſt their roots, 
And roll into the Sea ? 
Thou ore Bo dreadful tumults ſwell, 
And/bid thy waters riſe JE IE 
In furious ſurges, till they daſh 
The flood-gates of the ſkies, 
Our minds ſhall! be ſerene and calm, 
Like Siloah's peaceful flood ; 
Whoſe ſoft and filver ſtreams refreſh 
The City of our God. 


Within the proud delighted waves 


The wanton turrets play; 


The fireams lead down their humid train, 


 ReluRtant to the Sea. 
Amid the ſcene the temple floats, 
With its reflected towers, 


| Gilds all the ſurface of the flood, 


And dances to the ſhores. 


ODiur ſacred Sion cheers, 
Lo! there amidſt her ſtately walls, 
Her God, herGod appears. 
Fixt on her baſis we ſhall ſtand, 
And, innocently proud, | 
Smile on the tumults of the world, 
Beneath the wings of God. 1 
a „ Sec! 
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Book I. 
Sce! how their weakneſs to proclaim, 
The ane engage 


See! how with fruitleſs wrath they burn, 
And impotefice of rage 


But God has ſpoke; and lo! the world, 


His terrors to diſplay, 
With all the melting globe of earth, 
Drops ſilently away. 

Still to the mighty Lord of hoſts 
Securely we reſort; 

For refuge fly to Jacob's God, 

Our ſuccour and ſupport. 

Hither, ye numerous nations, crowd, 
In ſilent rapture ſtand, 

And ſee o er all the earth diſplay d 
The wonders of his hand. 


He bids the din of war be ſtill, 

And all its tumults ceaſe: ; 

He bids the guiltleſs trumpet ſound 
The harmony of peace, 


He breaks the tough reluctant bow, 
He burſts the brazen ſpear, _ 
And in the crackling fire his hand * 


Conſumes the blazing car. 


Hear then is formidable voice, 

ge ſtill, and know the Lord: 

s By all the heathen I'Il be fear'd ; 
By all the earth ador'd.” 


Still to the mighty Lord of hoſts, 


Securely we reſort; _ | 
For refuge fly to Jacob's God, 
Our ſuccour and ſupport. 


8 21. Pſalm goth parapbraſed; PIrT..” 


TEIL hand, O Lord, through rolling years 


Has ſav'd us from deſpair, 


From period down to period ſtretch'd . 


The proſpects of thy care. 


Before the world was firſt conceiv'd, 
Before the pregnant earth 
Call'd forth the mountains from her worgb, ' 
Vio ſtruggled to their birthg 
Eternal God ! thy early days 
Beyond duration run, 
Ere the fuſt race of ſtartling time 
Was meaſur'd by the Sun. 


We die; but future nations hear 
Thy potent voice again, 


KRiſe at t 1e ſummons, and reſtore 


The periſh'd race of man. 


Before thy comprehenſive fight 


Duration fleets away; 
And rapid qges'on the wing: 
Fly ſwifter than a day. | 
As great Jehovah's piercing eyes 
Eternity explore, 18 
The longeſt zra is a night; 
A period is an hour. 
We at thy mighty call, O Lord, 
Our fancy'd beings leave, 


1 


} 
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Rous'd from the flattering dream of life, 
To ſlecp within the grave. 
Swift from their barrier to their goal 
Ihe rapid — paſs, | 
And leave poor man, for whom they run, 
The emblem of the graſs, 25 e 
In the firſt morn of life it grows, 
And lifts its verdant head ; * 
At noon decays, at evening dies, 
And withers in the mead. 


We in the glories of thy face 
2 ſecret ſins hd 
And ſce how gloomy thoſe appear, 
 _ How pure and radiant they. s | 
To death as our appointed goal 
Thy anger drives us on; 
To that full period fix d at length 
This tale of life is done, 
With winged ſpeed, to ſtated bounds 
And limits we muſt fly, 
While ſeventy rolling fans complete 
Their cireles in the ſky, | 


Or if ten more around us roll, 0 
TLis labour, woe, and ſtrife, e. 
Till we at length are quite drawn down 
To the laſt dregs of life. „* 

But who, O Lord, regards thy ö 

I bough dreadful and ſevere? 
That wrath, whatever fear he fre 

Is equal to his fear. . 


So teach us, Lord, to count our days, 
And eye their conſtant race, | 
To meaſure whar we want in'time, 
By wiſdom, and by grace. 
With us repent, and on our hearts 
Thy choiceſt graces ſhed,  . 
And ſhower from thy celeſtial throne 
Thy bleffings on our head. ; 
Oh!] may thy mercy crown us here, + 
And come without delay ; 1425 
Then our whole courſe of life will ſeem 
One glad trrumphant day.  - 
Now the bleſt years of joy reſtore, 
For thoſe of grief and ſtrife, 
And with one pleaſant drop alla 
This bitter draught of life. 
Thy wonders to the world diſplay, 
Thy ſervants to adorn, 


That may delight their. future ſons, 
And children yet unborn; 


| Thy beams of Majeſty diffuſe, 


With them thy great commands, 
And bid proſperity attend 
The labours of our hands, - 


$ 22, Pſalm 144th farapbraſed. Pirr. | 
M* ſoul, in raptures riſe to bleſs the Lord, 
Who taught my hands to dra the fatal ſword; 


Led by his arm, undaunted 1 appear 
| In the firſt ranks of death, and front of war. 


- Or what his ſon, who challen 


on purple pinions throu 


> [| ELEGANT EXTRACTS; 


He taugim me firft the pointed fpear ro wield, 
And mow the glorious harveſt of the field. 
himinſpir'd, from ſtrength to ſtrength I paſs'd, 
d through the troops, and laid the battle 
him my ho I centre and repoſe, [ waſte. 
He guards my life, and ſhields me from my foes. 
He held his ample buckler o'er my head, 
And ſereen d me trembling in the mighty ſhade : 
Again all hoſtile violence and power, 
He was my ſword, my bulwark, and my tower. 
He o'er my people will maintain my ſway, 
And teach my willing ſubjects to obey. 

Lord! what is man, of vile and humble birth, 
Sprung with his kindred reptiles from the carth, 
That he ſhould thus thy ſecret counſels fhare ? 
wn thy care? 

does thine e rd this nothing, man ? 
His fe a point, 292 but a Gow? | 
The fancy d pageant of a moment made, 
Swift as a dream, and flecting as a ſhade. 

Come ia thy power, and leave th' ethereal plain, 


And to thy d tempeſt give the rein; 
Von arch ſhall bend beneath the load, 
So loud the chariot, and ſo great the God! 


Soon as his rapid wheels Jehovah rolls, 

The folding fkies ſhall tremble to the poles : 
Heaven's gaudy Axle with the world ſhall fall, 
from the centre, and unhinge the ball. 
Touch'd by thy hands, the labouring hills expire 


Thick clouds of ſmoke, and deluges of fire; 


On the tall groves the red deftroyer preys, 
And wraps th eternal mountains in the blaze: 
Full on my foes may all thy lightnings fly, 
the gloomy ſky. 

' Extendthy hand, thou kind all-gracious God, 


"Lowers like a ſtorm, and gathers like a tide : 
Againſt ftravge children vindicate my cauſe, 
Who curſe thy name, and trample on thy laws; 


| Pil'd up with plenty let our barns a 4 
And bus with if — Seaſons of the 3 3 
Let pregnant flocks in every quarter bleat, 
And drop their tender young in every ſtreet. 

Safe from their labours may our oxen come, 
Safe may they bring the gather'd fummer home. 
Oh ! may no fighs, no ſtreams of ſorrow flow, 
To ſtam our triumphs with the tears of woe. 
Bleſt is the nation, how fincerely bleſt 

Of ſuch unbounded happineſs ſt, 

To whom Jehovah's ſacred name is known, 
Who claim the God of Iſrael for their own. 


— 


— — 


E $ 23. The za Chapter of Job. Pirr. 


OB curs'd his birth, and bade his curſes flow 
* words of grief, and eloquence of woe: 
be that day which dragg'd me to my doom, 
Recent to life, and ſtruggling from the womb ; 
Whoſe beams with ſuch malignant luſtre ſhone, . 
Whence all my years in anxious circles run- 
Loft be that night in undetermin'd ſpace, 
And veil with deeper ſhades her gloomy face, 
Which crowded up with woes this ſlender ſpan, 
While the dull maſs roſe quick ning into man. 
O'erthat curs'd day let ſable darkneſs riſe, 
Shroud the-blue vault, and blacken all the ſkies; 
May God o'erlook it from his heavenly throne, 
Nor rouſe from ſleep the ſedentary fun, ? 
O'er its dark face to ſhed his genial ray, 
And warm to joy the melancholy day. 
May the clouds frown, and livid poiſons breathe, 
And ftain heaven's azure with the ſhade of death. 
May ten-fold darkneſs from that dreadful 
night 


Down from the heaven of heavens thy brightabode, { Seize and arreſt the firaggling leams of light ; 
And fhicld me from my foes, whoſe towering pride 


To pay due vengeance for its fatal crime, 
Still be it baniſh'd from the train of time; 
Nor in the radiant lift of months appear, 


To ſtain the ſhining circle of the Year : 


Who fear not vengeance which they never felt, There through her duſky range may filence 


Train d to blaſpheme, and eloquent in guilt : 
Their hands are impious, and their deeds profane; 
Thi plead their boaſted innocence in vain. 

hy name ſhall dwell for ever on my tongue, 


And guide the facred numbers of my ſong; 


To rhce my Muſe ſhall conſccrate her lays, 
And every note ſhall labour in thy praiſe; 
The hallow'd theme ſhall teach me how to fing, 
Swell on the lyre, and tremble on the ſtring. 

Oft has thy hand from fight the . | 
When death flew raging, and the battle bled ; 
And ſnatch d thy ſervant in the laſt deſpair 
From all the rifing tumult of the war. 


Againſt ſtrange children vindicate my cauſe, 


Who curſe thy name, and trample on thy laws ; 


That our fair ſons may fmile in early bloom, 

Our ſons, the hopes of all our years to come : 

Like plants that nurs'd by foſtering ſhowers ariſe, 

And lift their ſpreading honours to the Kies : 

That — daughters may their charms 

Like che bri ir illars of our temple, gay, 
anda, 


In clouds of incen 


roam, | 

There may no ray, noglimpſe of gladneſs come; 
No voice to cheer the ſolitary gloom. 

Map every ftar his gaudy light with-hold, 
Nor through the vapour ſhoot his beamy gold; 
Nor let the dawn with radiant ſkirts come on, 
| Tipp'd with the glories of the rifing ſon ; 
Becauſe that dreadful period fix d my doom, 
Nor ſeal'd the dark receſſes of the womb. 

To that original my ills I owe 

Heir of affliction, and the ſon of woe, 


Oh! had I died unexercis'd in pain, 


And wak d to life, to fleep in death again 
Why did not Fate attend me at my birth, 
And give me back to my congenial earth ? 
Why was I, when an infant, ſooth d to reſt, 
Lull'd on the knee, or hung upon the breaſt > 
For now the grave would all my cargs compoſe, 
Conccal my ſorrows, and inter my woes: 

There 1 1 and lock d within his cald embrace, 
Safe had I flumber'd in the arms of peace ; 


There with the . N. kings, who lie inroll'd 
e, and in beds of gold: 
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And lies amidſt the captives of his wars; 


F 
From his bright barrier to his weſtern goal. 


Book I. 


And aw'd the trembling nations 

Afflicted Job an equal reſt muſt have, 

And ſhare the dark retiremenr of the grave ; 

Or as a ſhapeleſs embryo ſeck the tomb, 

Rude and imperfe& from the abortive womb : 

Ere motion's early principle began, 

Or the dim fabſtance kindled into man. [ ceaſe, 
There from their monſtrous crimes the wicked 

Their labouring guilt is weary'd into peace; 

There blended ſleep the coward and the brave; 


4 


Stretch dwith bis lord, the undiſtinguiſn d ſlave 
Enjoys the common refuge of the grave. 
An equal lot the mighty victor ſhares, 


With his, thoſe captives mingle their remains, 
The fame in death, nor leſſen d by their chains. 
Why are we doom'd to view the genial ray? 


* 


Why curs'd to bear the painful light of day ? 


O! with what joy the wretches yield their breath, 
And pant in bitterneſs of ſoul for death ! 
As a rich prize the diſtant bliſs they crave, 
And find the glorious treaſure in the grave. 
Why is the wretch condemn'd without relief 
To combat woe, and tread the round of grief, 
Whom in the toils of fate his God has bound, 
And drawn the line of miſeries around ? 

When nature calls for aid, my fighs intrude, 

tears prevent my neceff; t : 

Like 2 foll ſtream o'ercharg'd my ſorrows flow, 
In burſts of anguiſh, and a tide of woe; 
For now the dire affliftion which. I fled, | 
Pours like a roaring torrent on my head. 
My terrors ſtill the phantom view'd, and wrought 
The dreadful image into every thought: 
At length pluck d down, the fatal ftroke I feel, 
And lole the fancy'd in the real ill. Hy 


. 
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$ 24. The 25th Chapter of Job June | 
| ITT. 
11 will vain man complain and murmur ſtill, 
And ſtand on terms with his Creator's will ? 
Shall this high privilege to clay be given? 
Shall duſt arraign the providence of Heaven? 
With reaſon's line the boundleſs diſtance ſcan * 
Oppoſe heaven's awful majeſty to man ? | 
To what a length his vaſt dimenſions run! 
How far beyond the journeys of the ſun ! 
He hung yon golden balls of hght on high, 
And launch'd the planets through the liquid ſky : 
To rolling worlds he mark'd the certain ſpace, 
Fix'd and fyſtain'd the elemental peace. 
Unnumber'd as thoſe worlds his armies move, 
And the gay legions guard his realms above; 
High o'er th' hora) plains the myriads riſe, 


And pour their flaming ranks along the ſkies: 

From their bright arms inceſſant ſplendors ſtream, 

And the wide azure kindles with the gleam. 
To thiglow world he bids the light repair, 

Down through the gulphs of undulating air ; 

or man he taught the glorious ſun to roll 


$ 


SACRED AND MORI. uo 
There with the princes, who in grandeur ſhone, | 
the throne, | 


And every t 


7 — 
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How then ſhall man, thus inſolentl 22 Ee 
Plead with his judge, and combat with his God? 
How from his mortal mother can he come 8 
3 from ſin, 3 from the wemb? 

The Lord, from his ſublime empyreal e, 
As a dark globe regards the ſilver moon. 

Thoſe ftars, that grace the wide celeſtial plain, 
Are but the humbleſt ſweepings of his train; 
Dim are the brighteſt ſplendors of the ſky; 

And the ſun darkens in Jehovah's eye. 

But does not fin diffuſe a fouler ſtain, 

And thicker darkneſs cloud the ſoul of man ? 


1 


Shall he the depths of endleſs wiſdom know 2 _ 


This ſhort-liv'd ſovereign of the world below? 
His frail original confounds his boaſt, 


duſt. 
| Sprung from the ground, and duscht thi | 


$ 25. The Song of Moſes in the Fifteenth cha- 
ter of Exodus, parapbraſed. Pirr. 
HEN to the Lord the vaſt triumphant throng 
Of Iſrael's ſons, with Moſes, rais'd the ſong. 
To God our grateful accents will we raiſe, 
e ſhall celebrate his praiſe : 
Behold diſplay'd the wonders of his might ; 
Behold the Lord triumphant in the fight ! 
With what immortal fame and glory grac d? 
What trophies rais'd amid the watery waſte 
How did his power the fteeds and riders fweep 


| — in heaps, and helm d beneath the deep! 
W 


m ſhould we fear, while he, heaven's awful 
Unſheaths for Iſrael his avenging ſword? [Lord, 
His outſtrerch'd arm, and tutelary care, 
Guarded and fav'd us in the laſt deſpair: - 

His mercy eas'd us from our circling pains, 
Unbound our ſhackles, and unlock d our chains. 
To him our God, our father's God, we'll rear 1 
A ſacred temple, and adore him there 
With vows and incenſe, facrifice and prayer. 
The Lord commands in war: his matchleſs 
| might 5 
Hangs out and guides the balance of the fight: 
By him the war the mighty leaders form, . 
And teach the hovering tumult where to ſtorm. 


| His name, O Iſrael, heaven's eternal Lord, 
For ever honour'd, reverenc'd, and ador'd. - 


When to the fight, from Egypt's fruitful 
Pour'd forth in — — 2 of * 
The Lord o' erthrew the courſer and the car, 
Sunk Pharaoh's pride, and overwhelm'd his war. 
Beneath th' encumber'd deeps his legions lay, 
For many a league impurpling all the ſea : | 
The chiefs, and ſteeds, and warriors whirl'd 

around, 


Lay midſt the roarings of the ſurges drown'd. * 


m——_ thy power, thou mighty God, with- 
an : 1 
And check the force of thy victorious hand 
Thy hand, which red with wrath in terror roſe, 
To cruſh that day thy proud Egyptian foes. 


Struck by that hand, their drooping ſquadrons fall 
|] Crowding in death ; One fare . : 


elms them all. 
Soon as thy anger charg'd with vengeancecame, 


| They ſunk like ſtubble crackl ing in the . 
i | | 


And now the diſentangled waves divide, 


e Moab's kings, the univerſal dread; 


— N 


ak ELEGANT EXTRAQTS, 


At thy dread voice the ſummen'd billows crowd, 
And a ſtill Glence lulls the wondering flood : 
Roll'd up, the cryſtal ridges ſtrike the ſkies, 
Mares peep o'er waves, and ſeas o'er ſcas ariſe; 
Araund in heaps the liſtening ſurges ſtand, 
ME and obſervant of the high command, 
Cenceal'd with fear attends rhe watery train, 
Rbus'd from the ſecret chambers of the main. 
With ſavage joy the ſons of Egyat cry'd, 
¶ Vaſt were their hopes, and boundleſs was their 
Let us purſue thoſe fugitives of Nile, [ pride) 
is ſervile nation, and divide the ls | 
And fpread fo wide the laughter, till their blood 
ons with a fironger red the bluſhing flood. 
m! what 2 copious prey their hoſts afford, 
To glut and fatten the devouring fword ! 

As thus the yawning gulf the boaſters paſs d, 
At thy command rufh'd forth the rapid blaſt. 
Then, at the ſignal given, with dreadful ſway, 
In one huge heap roll'd down the roaring ſea ; 


Uglock. their folds, and thaw the frozen tide. 
The deeps alarm'd call terribly from far 
The loud, embattled ſurges to the war; 

Till ber proud ſons aftoniſh'd Egypt found 
Cover d with billows, and in tempeſts drown'd. 
What God can emulate thy power divine, 

Or whe ple his miracles to thine? 

When 1 1 we adore thy glorious name, 
Thy trembling foes confeſs their fear and ſhame; 
The. world attends thy abſolute command, 
Aud nature waits the wonders of thine hand. | 
That hand, extended o'er the ſwelling ſea, | 
The conſcious billows reverence and obey. 

O er the devoted race the ſurges ſweep, 

And whelm the guilty nation in the deep, 
That hand redeem'd us from our ſervile toil, 
Aud each inſulting tyrant of tlie Nile.; 

fr nation came beneath that mighty hand, 
From Egypt's realms, to Canaan's facred land. 
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Till, all around with liquid toils beſet, 
The Lord ſwept Oer their heads the watery net. 
He freed the ocean from his ſecret chain, { main. 
And on each hand diſcharg'd the thundering 
The looſen'd billows burſt from every fide, | 
And whelm the war and warriors in the tide ; 
But on each hand the folid billows ſtood, | 
Like lofty mounds to check the raging flood ; 
Till the bleſt race to promis'd Canaan paſs'd 
O'er the dry path, and trod the watery waſte, 


$ 26. The 139th Pſalm parapbraſed. Prrr. 

O DREAD Jchovah ! thy all- piercing eyes 
Explore the motions of this mortal frame, 

This tenement of duſt : Thy ſtretching ſight 

Surveys th' harmonious principles, that move 

In beauteous rank and order, to inform 

This caſk, and animated maſs of clay. 

Nor are the proſpects of thy wondrous ſight 


To this terreſtrial part of man confin'd ; 


But ſhoot into his foal; and there diſcern 
The firſt materials of unfaſhion'd thought, 
Vet dim and undigeſted, till the mind, 

Big with the tender images, expands, 
And, ſwelling, labours with th' ideal birth, 


| Where'er I move, thy cares purfue my feet 


Attendant, When I drink the dæws of ſleep, 
Stretch'd on my downy bed, and there enjoy 

A ſweet forgetfulneſs of all my toils, 

Unſeen, thy ſov'reign preſence guards my ſleep, 
Wafts all the terrors of my dreams away, 
 Sooths all my ſoul, and ſoftens my repaſe. 
Before conception can employ the tongue, 

And mould the ductile images to found ; 

Before imagination ſtands diſplay'd, | 


Tine eye the future eloquence can read, | 
Vet unarray'd with ſpeech. Thou, mighty Lord! 


Haſt moulded man from his copgenial duſt, 
And ſpoke him into being; while the clay, 


Thou wert their Guide, their Saviour, and their Beneath thy forming hand, leap'd forth, inſpir'd, 
God | 


To ſmooth the way, and clear the dreadful road. | 
The diſtant kingdoms fhail thy wonders hear, 
The fierce Philiſtines ſhall confeſs their fear; 
Thy fame ſhall over Edom's princes ſpread, 


ile the vaſt ſcenes of miracles impart 

hrilling horror to the braveſt heart, 
RET the world the gathering terror runs, 
Canaan ſhall ſhrink, and tremble for his ſons : 
Till thou haſt Jacob from his bondage brought, 
At ſuch a vaſt expence of wonders baught, 
To Canaan's promis'd realms and bleſt abodes, 
Led through the dark receſſes of the floods. 
Crown'd with their tribes ſhall proud Moriah riſe, 
And rear his ſummit nearer to the ſkies. 

Through ages, Lord, thall ſtretch thy bound- 

. leſs power, | , 
Thy throne ſhall ſtand whentime ſhall be no more: 
For Pharaoh's ſteeds, and cars, and warlike train, 
Leap d in, and boldly rang d the ſandy plain: 
While in the dreadful road, and deſert way, 


And ſtarted inte life : through every part, 

At thy command, the wheels of motion play d. 

But ſuch exalted kuowledge leaves below, 

And drops poor man from its ſuperior 2 
In vain, with reaſon's ballaſt, would he try 

To ſtem th' unfathomable depth; his bar 

O'erſets, and founders in the vaſt abyſs, 

Then whither ſhall the rapid fancy run, 

Though in its full career, to ſpecd my flight 

From thy unbounded prefence ? which, alone, 

Fills all the regions and extended ſpace 

Beyond the bounds of nature! Whither, Lord] 

Shall my unrein'd imagination rove, 

To leave behind thy Spirit, and out-fly [ ſpread, 

Its influence, which, with brooding wings out- 


Hatch d unfledg'd nature from the dark profound? 


If mounted on my tow'ring thoughts I climb 
Into the heaven of heavens, 7 there behold | 
The blaze of thy unclouded majeſty ! ' 

In the pure empyrean thee I view, 


| High thron'd above all height, thy radiant ſhrine 
| Throng'd with the proſtrate Seraphs, who receive 
Beatitude 


Tha ſhining crowds of gaſpipg fiſhes lay: | 


n 


: paſt utterance | If I plunge | 
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Down to the gloom of Tartarus profound, 
There 200 I find thee, in the loweſt bounds 
Of Erebus, and read thee in the ſcenes 
Of complicated wrath : E ſee thee clad a 
In all the majeſty of darkneſs there. 

If, on the ruddy-morning's * 9; wings 
Upborne, with indefatigable courſe 
I {eck the glowing borders of the caſt, 
Where the bright ſun, emergent from the deeps, 
Wich his farſt/ glories gilds the ſparkling ſeas, 
And trembles o'er the waves; ev'n there thy hand 
Shall thro' the watery deſert guide my courſe, 
And o'er the broken furges pave my way, 
While on the dreadful whirls L hang ſecure, 
And mock the warring ocean. If, with hopes 
As fond as falſe, the darkneſs I expect 85 
To hide, and wrap me in its mantling ſhade, - 
Vain were the thought; for thy unbounded ken 


Darts throꝰ thethick ninggloom, and pries through 


The palpable obſcure. Before thy eyes fall 
The vanquiſh d nightthrows off her duſky ſhrowd, 
And kindles into day: the ſhade and light 


To man fill various, but the ſame to thee. 


On thee is all the ſtructure of my frame 
Dependant. Lock'd within the filent womb 
Sleeping I lay, and rip'ning to my birth; [ there; 
Yet, Lord, thy outſtretch'd arm preferv*'d me 
Before I mord to entity, and trod 


The verge of being. To thy hallow'd name 


I'll pay due honours; for thy mighty hand 
Built this corporeal fabric, when it laid 
The ground-work of exiſtence. Hence I read 
The wonders of thy art. This frame I view 
With terror and delight; and, wrapt in both, 
I ſtartle at myſelf. My bones, unform'd 
As yet, nor hardcning from the viſcous parts, 
But blended with th' unanimated maſs, 
Thy eye diſtinctly view'd; and, while I lay 
Within the earth, imperfect, nor percciv'd 
The firſt faint dawn of life, with eaſe ſiirvey d 
The vital glimmerings of the active ſecds, 
on kindling to exiſtence, and beheld 

y ſubſtance ſcarce material. In thy bcok 
Was the fair model of this ſtructure drawn, 
Where every part, in juſt connection join'd, 
Compos'd and perfected th' harmonious piece, 
Exe the dim fpeck of being learn'd to ſtretch 
Its ductile form, or entity had known 
To range and wanton in an ampler ſpace, 
How dear, how rooted in my inmoſt foul, 
Are all thy counſels, and the various ways 
Of thy eternal providence! the ſum 


So boundleſs and immenſe, it leaves behind 


The low account of numbers; and outflics 

All that imagination c'er conceiv'd: I ſhores, 
Leſs numerous are the fands that crowd the 
The barriers of the ocean. When I riſe 
From my ſoft bed, and ſofter joys of fleep, 

I riſe to thee, Yet lo! the impious flight 
Thy mighty wonders. Shall the ſons of vice 
Elude the vengeance of thy wrathful hand, 
And mock thy ling'ring thunder which withholds 
Its forky terrors from their guilty heads? [fly 


Thou great tremendous Gop !—Avaynt, and 


+ 
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| All yewhothirſtforblood !--for, fivoln wich pride, 


Each haughty wretch blaſphemes thy ſacred name, 
And bellows his reproaches to affront 3 
Thy I Majeſty. Thy foes I hate 
Worle than my own. O Lord! explore my foul ? 
See if a flaw or ſtain of fin infefts | 

My guilty thoughts; then, lead me in the way 

That guides my feet to thy own heaven and thee. 


8 27. An Hymn to the Supreme Being. An mi- 
lation of the roqth Palm. BLACKLOCK. 


Quid prius dicam ſolitis parentis _— 

Laudibus qui res haminum ac dearum, 

Qu mare & terras, varitjque muidum 
Temperat barts 5 . Hos. 


ARISE, my ſoul! on wings ſeraphie riſe ! 
And praiſe th'almighty Sov'reign of the ſkies; 
In whom alone eſſential glory ſhines, 
Which not the heav'n of heav'ns, nor boundleſs 
ſpace confincs. | | | 
When darknefs rul'd with univerſal ſway, 
He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day; 
Firſt, faireſt offspring of th' omnific word! * 
Which like a garment cloth'd its for"reign Lord. 
On liquid air he bade the columns riſe, 
That prop the ſtarry concave of the ſkies z 


- 


| Diffus'd the blue expanſe from pots to pole, 
And ſpread circumfluent zther round the whole.. 


+ Soon as he bids 1mperuous tempeſts fly, 

To wing his ſounding chariot thro” the tky, 

Impetuous tempeſts the command cbey, 

Suttain his flight, and ſweep th' atrial way. 

Fraugfit with his mandates, from the realms on 

Unnumber'd hoſts of radiant heralds fly {highs 

From orb to orb, with progreſs unconfn'd, 

As lightning ſwift, refiftleis as the wind, | 
In ambient air this pond'rous ball he hung, 

And bade its centre 1eſt for ever ſtrong; 

Heav'n, air, and ſea, with all their forms, in vain: 

Aſſault the baſis of the firm machine. 


At thy almighty voice old Ocean raves, 


Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 
Nature lies mantled in a wat'ry robe, a 
And ſhoreleſs billows revel round the globe: 
O'er higheſt hills the higher ſurges rife, 
Mix with the clouds, and meet the fluid ſkies. | 
But when in thunder the rebuke was giv'n, 
That ſhook tHh' eternal firmament of heavn ; 


| The grand rebuke th' affrighted waves obey, 


And in confuſion ſcour their uncouth way 
And poſting rapid to the place decreed, 

Wind down the hills, and ved the humble mead: 
Reluctant in their bounds the waves ſubſide ; 
The bounds, impervious to the lathing ride, 


Reſtrain its rage; whiift, with inceſſant roar, 


It ſhakes the caverns, and aſſaults the ſhore. 
By him, from mountains cloth'd in Incid ſnow, 

Through fertile vales the mary rivers flow. 
Here the wild horſe, nicballious of the rein, 

That revels boundleſs o'er the wide campaign, 

Imbibes the filver ſurge, with heat oppreſt, 

To cool the fever of his glowing breaſt. 


Here - 
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Here riſing boughs, adorn d with ſummer's 
pride, 
Project their waving umbrage o'er the tide; 
While, gently a on the leafy ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his various lay: 
And, while thy praiſe they ſymphonize around, 
Creation echoes to the grateful ſound. 
Wide o'er the heav ns the various bow he bends; 
Its tinctures brighten, and its arch extends: 
Ar the glad fign the airy conduirs flow, . 
Soften the hills, and cheer the meads below: 
By genial fervour and prolific rain, - 
Si vegetation clothes the ſmiling plain: 
Nature, profuſely good, with bliſs o'erflows, 
And ſtill is pregnant, tho' ſhe ſtill beftows. 


Here t paſtures wide extended lie, 
And yield the grazing herd exuberant ſupply. 


Luxuriant waving in the wanton air, 
Here golden grain rewards the peafant's care : 
vines mature with freſh carnation glow, 
And heav'n above diffuſcs heav'n below. | 
Ere&t and tall here mountain cedars riſe, 

Ware in the ſtarry vault, and emulate the ſkies. 
\ Here the wing'd crowd, that ſkim the yiclding 
With artful toil their little domes prepare; [air, 

+ hatch their tender young, an if nurſe the 
.- + rifng care. . | 
Up the fieep hill aſcends the nimble doe, 
While timid coneys ſcour the phages below, : 
Or in the pendent rock elude the ſceuting foe. 

He bade the filver majeſty of night 
Revolve her circles, and increaſe her light ; 
Ages a province to each rolling ſphere, 

And taught the ſun to regulate the year. , 
At his command, wide hov'ring o'er the plain, 
Primzval night reſumes her gloomy reign : 
Then from their dens, impatient of delay, 
The favage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, 
Howl thro? the ſpacious waſte, and cliace their 
| frighted prey. 
ere ſtalks the monarch of the wood, 
aught from thy providence to aſk his food ! 
2 thee, O Father, to thy bounteous ſkies, 
He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring cyes : 
He roars ; — deſert trembles wide around, 
And repercuſſive hills repeat the found. 

Now orient. gems the caſtern ſkies adorn, 
And joyful nature hails the op'ning morn : 
The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, 
Fly to their ſhelters, and forget their prey. 
Laborious man, with moderate ſlumber bleſt, 
Springs cheerful to his toil from downy reft ; 
Till grateful evening, with her argent train, 
Bid labour ceaſe, and eaſe the weary ſwain. 

« Hailſov'reign goodneſs! all- productive mind! 
On all thy works thyſeif inſcrib d we find: 
How various all, how variouſly endow'd, 
How great their number, and each part how goo 
How perfect then muſt the great Parent ſhine; 
Who, with one act of energy divine, 

Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the deſign 1” 7 


Where'er the pleaſing ſcarch my thoughts pur- 
Unbounded goodneſs riſes to my view z 
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| Nor does our world alone its influence ſhare ; 
Exhauſtleſs bounty, and unwearied care 
Extends thro' all th' infinitude of ſpace, 


And circles nature with a kind embrace. 
The azure Kingdoms of the deep below, 


| Thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs ſhow : 


Here multitudes of various beings ftray, 

Crowd the profound, or on the 0 rface play: 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore, 
And ev'ry product waft from ſhore to ſhore ; 
Hence meagre want expell'd, and ſanguine ſtrife, 
For the mild charms of cultivated life; 
Hence ſocial union ſpreads from ſoul to ſoul, 
And India joins in friendſhip with the pole. 
Here the huge potent of the ſcaly train 
Enormous fails incumbent o'er the main, 

An animated iſle ! and, in his way, | 
Daſhes to. heay'n's blue arch the _ ſea : 
When ſkies and ccean mingle ſtorm and flame, 
Portending inſtant wreck to nature's frame, 


pride, | 

The volley'd lightning, and the furging tide ; 
And while the wrathful elements engage, 
Foments with horrid ſport the tempeſt's rage. 
All theſe thy watchful providence ſupplies, 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes; 

For them thou open'| thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
Till the capactous wiſh can graſp no more. 

But, if one moment thou thy face ſhouldſt 
Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles deny d, [ hide, 
Then widow'd nature yeils her mournful eyes, 
And vents her grief in univerſal cries : 
| Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 
| Wide o'er the nations ſpreads his diſmal reign ; 
Sea, earth, and air the boundleſs ravage mourn, 
And all their hoſts to native duſt return, 

But when again thy glory is diſplay d, 
Reviv'd creation lifts her cheerful head; 

New riſing forms thy potent ſmiles obey, 


} And life rekindles at the genial ray; 


United thanks replenith'd nature pays, 
And heav'n and earth reſound their Maker's 
praiſe. | 

When time ſhall in eternity be loſt, 

And hoary nature languith into duſt, 
For ever young, thy glory ſhall remain, 
Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign. 
Thou from the regions of eternal day, 
 View'ſt all thy works at one immenſe ſurvey : 
Pleas'd thou behold'ft the whole propenſely tend 
To perfect happineſs, its glorious end. 

If thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 
Her baſis trembles, and her o pring dies: 
Thou ſmitr'ft the hills, and at th Almighty blow 
Their ſummits kindle, and their inwards glow. 

While this immortal ſpark of heav'nly flame 
Diſtends my breaſt, and animates my frame ; 
To thec my ardent praiſes ſhall be borne 
On the firſt breeze that wakes the bluſhing morn; 
The lateſt ſtar ſhall hear the pleaſing ſound, 
And nature in full choir ſhall join around. 
When full of thee my ſoul excurſive flies 


{ 


' Boo K k, 


Pleas'd in the ſcene, he mocks, with conſcious 


Thro' earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ſkies ; - 
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From world to world, new 2 ſtill I find, 
And all the Godhcad flaſhes n my mand. | 


When wing'd with whirl winde, vice ſhall take its 
To the deep boſom of eternal night, flight 
To thee my foul ſhall endleſs praiſes th 

Join, men and angels, join th' exalted lay 


'& 28. Another Hymn, Axox. 


How are thy ſervants bleſt, O Lord! 
How ſure is their defence 
Eternal wiſdom is their guide, 


Their help omnipotence. 


In foreigu realms, and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, 

Through burning climes I paſs'd unhurt, 
And breath'd in tainted air. 

Thy mercy. ſweeten'd every ſoil, 

* Made every region leaſe ; 15 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm d. 
And ſmooth'd the Tyrrhene ſeas. 
Think, O my ſoul, devoutly think, 

How with affrighted eyes | 
Thou ſaw'ſ the wide extended deep 
In all its horrors riſe! | | 


Confuſion dwelt in ev'ry face, 
And fear in ev'ry heart, 

When'waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs, 
O'ercame the pilor's art. FE 1 


Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſet mas free; 


While in the confidence of pray'r 


My foul took hold on thee. 


For tho? in dreadful whirls we hung 
High cn the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not ilo to hear, 
Nor impotent to fave. 


The ftorm was laid, the winds retir d, 
Obedient to thy will; 

The ſea, that roar d at thy command, 
At thy command was ſtill. 


In midſt of dangers, fears, and deaths, 
Th neſs I'tl adore; 

And praiſe thee for thy mercies paſt, 
And humbly hope far more. 
life, if thou preſerv'ſt my life, 

25 Thy ſacrifices ſhall be ; 

And death, if death muſt be my doom, 
Shall juin my foul to thee. | 


$& 29. Another Hymn. ANON, 
HEN riſing from the bed of death, 
VV _ O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
I ſee my Maker face to face, | 
O! how ſhall I appear? 
If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may be Tought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought; 
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| Majeftic darkneſs ! On the whirlwind's wing, 


I | Fills the brown ſhade with a religious awe ! 
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{ When thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſelos 4 
In majeſiy ſevere, 
{ And fit in judgment on my ſoul, 
O! how ſhall I appear? 


| But thou haſt told the troubled foul, 


8 Who does her fins lament, 


The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endleſs woe prevent. 
Then ſee the forrows of my heart, 
Ere yet it be too late; ; 
And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 


1 To give thoſe ſorrows weight. 


For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 

| Her pardon to procure, 

| Who knows thy only Son has died 3 
To make that pardon ſure. 


$ 30. A Hymn on the Seaſons. THoMaoN. 
HESE, as they change, Almi Father, theſe 
Are but the varied God. e rolling year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs aud love. 
Wide fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 


Echo the mountains round; the foreſt ſmiles; 


And every ſenſe and every heart is joy. Z 
Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy ſun- 
| Shoots full perfection thro' the ſwelling year: 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks, 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſp'ring gales- 
Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 
| And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 
In Winter awful thou! with clouds and florms 
Around Thee thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll q. 
Riding ſublime, Thou bidd'ſ the world adore, 
And humbleſt nature with thy northern blaſt. 
Myſterious round i what ſkill, what force” di- 
Deep · felt, in theſe appear ! a ſimple train, vine, 


| Yet fo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind art, 


Such beauty and beneficence combin d; 
And all fo forming an harmonious whole, 
Shade, unperceiv'd, fo ſoftening into ſhade; + 
That, as — ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 
But wandering oft, with łude unconſcious gaze, 


| Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 


That, ever buſy, wheels the ſilent ſpheres z 
Works in the ſecret deep; ſhoots, ſteaming, thence 


| The fair profuſion that o erſpreads the ſpring; 


Flings from the ſun direct the flaming day; 
Feeds ev'ry creature; hurls the tempeſt , 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 
With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 

Nature, attend! join, every living ſoul 
| Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 
In adoration join; and ardent raiſe 

One general _—_ To him, ye vocal gales, 

Breathe ſoft, whoſe ſpirit in Nen 
Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms, 

Where o'er the rock the ſcarcely waving pine 


Aud” 
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And ye, whoſe bolder note is heard afar, © 
Who ſhake th'aftoniſh'd world, lift high to heav'n 
Th impetuous fong, and ſay from whom you rage. 
His praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. a | 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 
Ye fofter flood, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale; and thou majeſtic main, 
A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 
Sound his ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 
Do roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
In mingled clouds to Him, whoſe ſun exalts, 
Whaſe breath perfumes you, and whoſe pencil 
Te foreſts bend, + harveſts wave, to Him 
Breathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
Te that keep watch in heav'n, as earth aſleep 
Vnconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 
Ye conſtellations, while your angels ſtrike, 
Amid the ſpangled xy, the ſilver lyre. 
Great ſource ot day! bleſt image here below - 
f thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 
rom world to world, the vital ocean round, 
On nature write with every beam his praiſe. 
The thunder rolls: be huſn d the proſtrate world; 
While cloud to cloud returns the ſolemn hymn. 
Bleat out afreſh, ye hills; ye moſſy rocks, 
Retain the ſound: the broad reſponhve low, 
Ye valleys, raiſe; for the Great Shepherd reigns ; 
And Lis wnſuffering kingdom yet will come. 
Ye woodlands, all awake: a boundleſs ſong 
Burſt from the groves and when tlic reſtleſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſlecp, 
weeteſt of birds ! ſweet Philomela, charm 
he liſtening ſhades, and teach the night his praiſe. 
Ye.chief for whom the whole creation ſmiles ; 
At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn !-In ſwarming cities vaſt, 
1 men to the deep organ join 5 
he long-refounding voice, oft breaking clear, 
At ſolemn pauſes, thro' the ſwelling baſe ; 
And as each mingling flame increaſes cach, 
In one united ardour riſe to heay'n. 
Vr if you rather chooſe the rural ſhade, 
And find a fane in every ſacred grove 
There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompting ſeraph, and tHe poct's es | 
Still fag the God of Scaſons as they roll. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
Whether the bloſſom blows ; the Summer ray 
Ruſſets the plain; inſfiring Autumn gleams; 
Or Winter riſes in the blackening caſt; 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to bear. 
Should fare command me to the fartheſt verge 
Of the green earth, to diſtant barbarous chimes, 
Rivers unknown to ſong; where firſt the ſua 
Gilils Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
Fes on th Atlantic ifles ; tis nought to me: 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 
In the void waſte as in the city full; 
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When even at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 
And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey; there, with new powers, 


Will rifing wonders fing : I cannot go 


Where umverſal love not ſmiles around, 
Suſtaining all yon orbs, and all their ſuns : 
From ſceming eli ſtill educing good, 

And better thence again, and better ſtill, 

In infinite progreſſion. —But I loſe 

Myſelf in Him, in light ineffable! ; 
Come then, expreſſive filence, muſe his praiſe. 


$ 31. Hymn to Humanit + LANGYORNK., 
8 * 
PARENT of virtue, if thine car 


Attend not now' to ſorrow's cry ; 


| If now the pity-ſtreaming tear 


Should haply on thy check be dry ; 
Indulge my votive ftrain, O ſweet Humanity ! 
2 


Come, ever welcome to my breaſt ! 

A tender, but a cheerful gueſt. 

loomy cell 

Of life-conſuming forrow dwell ; 

For ſorrow, long-indulg'd and flow, 

Is to Humanity a fee; 7 

And grief, that makes the heart its prey, 
Wears ſenſibility away. "a. 
Then comes, ſweet nymph, inſtead of thee, 
The gloomy fiend, Stupidity. 


O may that fiend be bantſh'd far, 
Though paſſions hold eternal war! 
Nor ever let me ceaſe to know _ 
The pulſe that throbs at joy or woe. 
Nor let my vacant cheek be dry, 


4 When ſorrow fills a brother's eye; 
Nor may the tear that frequent flows 


From private or from ſocial woes, 
E'er make this pleaſing ſenſe depart. 
Ye Carcs, O harden not my heart ! 


. 4. | 

If the fair tar of fortune ſmile, | 
Let not its flattering power beguile ; 
Nor, borne along the fav'ring tide, 
My full fails ſwell with bloating pride. 
Let me from wealth but hope content, 
Remembering ſtill it was bur lent; 

To modeſt merit ſpread my ſtore, © 
Unbar my hoſpitable door ; 
Nor fecd, for pomp, an idle train, 


While want unpitied pines in vain. 


8. 

If heaven, in every purpoſe wiſe, 

The envied lot . * j | 
If doom'd to drag life's painful load 
Through poverty's uneven road, 
And, for the due bread of the day, 
Deſtin d to toil as well as pray 


To thee, Humanity, ſtill true, 


| I'll wiſh the good I cannot do; 


And give the wretch, that paſſes by, 


{Ani wherc He vital ſpreads, there muſt be joy. 


} 


A ſoothing word—a tcar—a ſigh. | 
| f | | 6. How- 


How 
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Howe'er exalted, or depreſt, 

Be ever mine the feeling breaſt. 

From me remove the ſtagnant mind 

Of tanguid indolence, reclin'd ; 

The ſoul that one long ſabbath keeps, 

And through the ſun's whole circle fleeps ; 

Dull Peace, that dwells in Folly's eye, 

And ſelf-attending Vanity. | 

Alike, the fooliſh and the vain \ 


| 


Are ſtrangers to the ſenſe humane, 


7. 

O for that ſympathetic glow | 
Which taught the holy tear to flow, 
When the prophetic eye ſurvey d 
Sion in future aſhes laid; 
Or, rais'd to heaven, implor'd the bread 
That thouſands in the deſert fed 

Or, when the heart o'er friendſhip's grave 
Sigh'd—and forgot its power to ſave 


o for that ſympathetic glow 


Which taught the holy tear to flow ! 


8. 
It comes: It fills my labouring breaſt, * 
I feel my beating heart oppreſt. 
Oh! hear that lonely widow's wail ! 
See her dim eye! her aſpect pale! | 
To heaven ſhe turns in deep deſpair, 
Her infants wonder at her prayer, 
And, mingling tears they know not why, 
Lift up their little hands, and cry. 
O God! their moving forrows fee ! 
Support them, ſweer Humanity ! 


_— 


| 3 { 
Life, fill'd with grief's diſtreſsful train, 
For ever aſks the tear humane. | 
Behold in yon unconſcious grove 
The victims of ill-fated love 
Heard you that agonizing throe ? 
Sure this is not romantic woe! 
The golden day of joy is o er; 
And now they part to meet no more. 
Aſſiſt them, Rovers from anguilh free | 
Aſſiſt them, ſweet Humanlty ! 
| 10. 
Parent of virtue, if thine ear | 
Attend not now to Sorrow's:. cry. ©. 
If now the pity-ſtreaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry, | 
Indulge my votive train, O ſweet Humanity 


8 32. The Enlargement of the Mind. 
: | LANGHORNE. 
ErisrLE I. To General Cranfurd. Written at 
* Belvidere 1756. 


VW HERE is the man, who, prodigal of mind, 
In one wide wiſh embraces human kind ? 
All pride of ſects, all party zeal above, 

Whoſe Prieſt is Reaſon, and whoſe God is Love; 
Fur Nature's friend, a foe to fraud and art 
Where is the man, ſo welcome to my heart? 


* 
* 


oY 


SACRED AND MORAL tp. 


The ſightleſs herd ſequacious, who purſue * 
Dull Folly's path, and do as others doo, 
Who look with purblind prejudice and ſcorn, © 
On different ſects, in different nations born, 


Pity their pride, but ſhun their error too. | 
From Belvidere's fair groves, and mountains 


cen, | 
Which . rais'd, rejoicing to be ſen, 
Let us, while raptur'd on her works we gaze, 
And'the heart.riots on luxurious praiſe, 5 
Th' expanded thought, the boundleſy wiſh retain, 
And let not Nature moralize in yain. MY 
O ſacred Guide! preceptreſs more ſublime 
Than fages boaſting o'er the wrecks of time! 


| See on each page her beauteous volume bear 


The golden characters of good and fair. 


| All human knowledge (bluſk, collegiate pride ? 


Flows from her works, to none that reads deni 
Shall the dull inmate of pedantic walls, 
On whoſe old walk the ſunbeam ſeldom falls, 
Who knows of nature, and of man, no more 
Than fills ſome page of antiquated lore - 
Shall he, in words and terms profoundly wiſe, 
The better knowledge of the world deſpiſe, 
Think Wiſdom centred in a falſe degree, 
And ſcorn the ſcholar of Humanity?  _ 
Something of men theſe ſapient drones may 
Of men that liv'd two thouſand years ago: [know 
Such human monſters if the world e'er knew, 
As ancient verſe, and ancient ſtory drew ! 

If to one object, ſyſtem, ſcene confin'd, 
The ſure fed is narrowneſs of mind. | 
Twas thus St. Robert, in his lonely wood, 
Forſook each ſocial duty to be good. 
Thus Hobbes on one dear ſyſtem fix'd his e 
And prov'd his nature wretched to be wiſe, 
Each zealot thus, elate with ghoſtly pride, 
Adores his God, and hates the world beſide. 
Though form'd with powers to graſp this 

various ball, : 

Gods! to what meanneſs may the ſpirit fall ! 


Powers that ſhould fpread in reafon's orient rays 


How are they darken'd, and debarr'd the day 
When late, where T jo rolls his ancient tide, 
Reflecting clear the mountain's purple ide, 
Thy genius, Craufurd, Britain's legions led, 
And 

head, | 
By nature brave, and generous as thou art, 


Say, did not human follies vex thy heart? 
Glow'd not thy breaſt indignant, when you faw 


The dome of murder canſecrate by law ? 


Where fiends, commiſſion d with the legal rod, 
In pure devotion, burn the works of God, 

O change me, powers of Nature, if ye can, 
Transform me, make me any thing but man. 
Yer hy? This heart all human kind forgives, 
While Gillman loves me, and while Craufurd 
Is Nature, all benevolent, to blame, { lives. 
That half her offspring are their mother's ſhame? 
Did ſhe ordain o'er this fair ſcene of things 


"I cruelty of Prieſts, or pride of Kings? 


| 


Let us, my Craufurd, with compaſſion view, _ 


r's chill cloud forſook each bright ning 
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Though worlds lie murder d for their wealth or 


| ie” 
Is Nature, all benevolent, to blame? | 
Vet ſurely once, my friend, ſhe ſcem'd to err; 
* For W—ch—t was — He was not made by her. 
Sure, form'd of clay that nature held in ſcorn, 
By fiends conſtructed, and in darkneſs born, 
Roſe the low wretch, who, deſpicably vile, 
Would fell-his Country for a Courtter's ſmile ; 
Would give up all to truth and freedom dear, 
To dine with **** or ſome ideot peer, 
W haſe mean malevolence in dark diſguiſe 

e man that never injur'd him belico, | 
Whoſe actions bad and good two motives guide, 
The Serpent's malice, and rhe Coxcomb's pride. 
« Is there a wreteh ſo mean, fo baſe, fo low? 

I know there is—aſk W—ch—: if he know, 

O that the world were empticd of its ſlaves! 
That all the fools were gone, and all the knaves ! 
Then might we, Craufurd, with delight cm- 

brace 
In boundleſs love the reſt of human race. 
But let not knaves miſanthropy create, 
Nor feed the gall of univerſal hate. 
Wherever Genius, Truth, and Virtue dwell, 
| Polifh'd in courts, or ſimple in a cell, 

All views of country, fects, and creeds apart, 
Theſe, theſe I love, and hold them to my heart. 
Vain of our beautcous ifle, and juſtly vain, 
For freedom here, and health, and pleuty reign, 

We different lots contemptuouſly compare, 


-.- Ard boaſt, like children, of a fav'rite's ſhare. 
Yet though each valc a deeper verdure yields 


Than Arno's banks, or Andaluſia's fields, 


Though many a trec-crown d mountain teems 


with ore, | 
Though flocks iunumerous whiten every ſhore, 


Why thould we, thus with nature's wealth clate, 


Behold her different families with hate? 
Look on her works—on every page you'll find 
In%rib'd the doctrine of the ſocial mind. 

See countleſs worlds of inſect being ſhare 
Th' uncnvied regions of the liberal air 
In the farpe grove what muſic void of ſtrife - 
Heirs of one ſtream, what tribes of ſcaly life! 


Bee Earth and Air, and Fire, and Flood combine, 


Of general to aid the great deſign 


Where Ancon drags o'er Lincoln's Jurid plain, 


Like a flow ſnake, his dirty-winding train, 
Where fags eternal blot the face of day, 
And the Joſt bittern moans his gloomy way 
As well we might, for unpropitious ſkics, 
The blameleſs native with his clime deſpiſe, 
As him who ſtill the peer lot partakes 
Of Biſcay's mountains, or Batavia's lakes. 
Yet look once more on Nature's various plan 
Bchold, and love her nobleſt creature man! 
She, never partial, on each various zone 
Beſtow'd ſore portion to the reſt unknown, 
By mutual intereſt meaning thence to bind 
In one vaſt chain the commerce of mankind. 
© * "Behold, ye vain diſturbeis of an hour ! 


V Dupes of Faction! and yc Tools of Power 
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Poor rioters on Life's contracted ſtage ! 


. | Behold, and loſe your littleneſs of rage! 


Throw Envy, Folly, Prejudice, behind ! 

And yield to Truth the empire of the mind. 

Immorta! Truth! O from thy radiant ſhrine, 

Where Light created firſt eſſay d to ſhine; 

Where cluſt'ring Stars eternal beams diſplay, 

And Gems ethereal drink the golden day ; 

To chaſe this moral, clear this ſenſual night, 

O ſhed one ray of thy celeſtial light 

Teach us, while wandering through this vale 

below 

We know but little, that we little know. 

One beam to mole- cy d Prejudice convey, 

Let Pride perceive one mortifying ray; 

Thy glaſs to Fools, to lofidels apply, 

And all the dimneſs of rhe mental eye. 

Plac'd on this ſhore of Time's — ERS 
bourn, | 

With leave to look at Nature and return; 

While wave on wave impels the human tide, 

And ages fink, forgotten as they glide ; 

Can Life's ſhort duties better be diſcharg'd, 

Than when we leave it with a mind enlarg'd ? 

Judg'd not the old Philoſopher aright, 

When thus he preach'd, his pupils in his ſight? 

© It matters not, my friends, how low or high, 

Your little walk of tranſient life may lie; 

Soon will the reign of Hope and Fear be o'er, 

And warring paſſions militate no more: 

And truſt me, he who, having once ſurvey'd 

The good and fair which Nature's wiſdom made, 

The ſooneſt to his former ſtate retires, 

And feels the. peace of ſatisfied defires, 

(Let others deem more wilely if they can) 

I look on him to be the happieſt man. 

So thought the ſacred Sage, in whom I truſt, 

Becauſe I feel his ſentiments are juſt. 

'T was not in Luſtrums of long counted years 

Thatſwell'd th'alternate reign of hopes and fears; 

Not in the ſplendid ſcenes of pain and ſtrife, 

That Wiſdom plac'd the dignity of life; 

To ſtudy Nature was the taſk deſign'd, 

And learn from her th enlargement of the mind, 

Learn from her works whatever Truth admires, 

And ſleep in Death with ſatisfied deſires. 


$ 33. ErisTLE II. To William Lang borne, 
AE LA. 1760 & 
LICHT heard his voice, and, eager to obey, 
EN From all her orient fountains burſt away. 
At Nature's birth, O! had the power divine 
Cominanded thus the moral ſun to thine, 
Beam ' d on the mind all reaſon's influence bright, 
And the full day of intellectual light, 
Then the free ſoul, on Truth's ſtrong pinion borne, 
Had never languiſh'd in this ſhade forlorn. 
Vet thus imperfect form'd, thus blind and vain, 
| Doom'd by long toil a glimpſe of truth to gain; 
Beyond its ſphere ſhall human wiſdom go, 
And boldly cenſure what it cannot know 2? 
'Tis ours to cheriſh what Heay'n deign's to give, 
And thankful for the gift of being lille. 
| Progreflive 


{ 


And 7 
Behol, 
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See lo 
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Progreſſive powers, and faculties that riſe 
From earth's low vale, to graſp the golden ſkies, 
Though diſtant far from perfect, good, or fair, 
Claim the due thought, and afk the grateful 

care. 

Come, then, thou partner of my life and name, 
From one dear ſourre, whom Nature form'd the 

ſame, . 
Ally'd more nearly in each nobler part, 
And more the friend, than brother of my heart ! 
Let us, unlike che lucid twins that riſe | 
At different times, and ſhine in diſtant ſkies, 
With mutual eye this mental world ſurvey, 
Mark the flow rife of intellectual day, f 
View reafon's ſource, if man the ſource may find, 
And trace cach Science that exalts the mind, 

„Thou ſclf-apSpointed lord of all below 
Ambitious man, how little doſt thou know 2 
For mo It Fancy's towering thoughts ſub- 

ſicde; ; ME 5 
Look on thy birth, and mortify thy pride! 
A plaintive wretch, fo blind, fo helpleſs born, 
The brute ſagacious might beheld with ſcorn. 
How ſoon, when Nature gives him to the day, 
In ſtrength exulting, docs he bound away 
By inſtinct led, the foſtcring teat he finds, 
Sports in the ray, and ſhuns the ſearching winds. 
No grief he knows, he feels no groundleſs fear, 
Feeds without cries, and ſleeps without a tear. 
Did he but know to reaſon and compare, 
dee here the vaſſal, and the maſter there, 
What ſtrange reflections muſt the ſcene afford, 
That ſhew'd the weakneſs of his puling Lord!“ 

Thus ſophiſtry unfolds her ſpecious plan, 
Form'd not to hnmble, but depreciate man, 
Enjuſt the cenſure, if unjuſt to rate 
His pow'rs and merits from his infant-ſtate. 

For, grant the children of the flow'ry vale 
By inſtinct wiſer, and of limbs more hale, 
With equal eye their perfect ſtate explore, 
And all the vain compariſon's no more. 
But why ſhould life, fo ſhort by Heav'n 
ordain'd, | 
Be long to thoughtleſs infancy reſtrainꝰd 
To thoughtleſs infancy, or vainly ſage, 
Mourn through the languors of declining age? 

O dlind to truth] to Naturt's wiſdom blind 
And all that the directs, or Hcav'n deſigu'd! 
Bchold her works in cities, plains and groves, 


ing 


ey, Pr life that vegetates, and life that moves! 
ay. In due proportion, as each being ſtays 
ivine Wa perfect life, it riſes and decays, 
Is man long helpleſs > Through each tender 
wright, hour, | * 
dee love parental watch the blooming flow'r ! 

borne, y op ning charms, by beauties freſh diſplay d, 
. nd ſweets unfolding, ſce that love repaid ! 
d vain, W Has age its pains ? For luxury it may— 
gain; Wi he temp'rate wear inſenſibly away, C 
4 Vhile ſage experience and reflection clear 
7 beam a gay ſunſhine on life's fading year. 
o give, ¶ But ſee from age, from infant weakneſs ſee, 

| lat man was deftin'd for ſociety ; | 
preflive : 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


| 


19 
There from thoſe ills a ſafe retreat behold, 
Which young might vanquiſh, or afflift him 
old, 1 | 
„That, in proportion 4s each being ſtays 
In perfect life, it riſes and decays _ 
Is Nature's law—to forms alone confin'd, 
The laws of matter act not on the Mind. 
Too feebly, ſure, its faculties muſt grow, 
And Reafon brings her borrow'd light too flow,” 
O! ſtill cenſorious? art thou then poſſeſt : 
Of Reaſon's power, and does ſhe rule thy breaſt ? 


Say what the uſe had Providence aſſign d 


To infant years maturity of mind? 
Thar * pert offspring, as their father wiſe, 
col 


Might f n thy precepts, and thy pow'r de» 

ſpiſe? | | 7 
Or mourn, with MS ſtrife, 
O'er limbs unequal to the taſk of life? | | 


To feel more ſenſibly the woes that wait 
On every period, as on every ſtate z 
And flight, fad convicts of each painful truth, 
The happier trifles of unthinking youth? 
Conclude we then the progreſs of the mind 
Ordain'd by wiſdom. infinitely kind: 
No innate knowledge on the foul impreſt, 
No birthright inſtinct acting in the breaſt, 
No natal light, no beam from Heav'n diſplay'd, 
Dart through the darkneſs of the mental ſhade. 
Perceptive powers we hold from Heav'n's decree, 
Alike to knowledge as to virtue free, | 
In both a liberal agency we bear, 
The moral here, the intellectual there; 
And hence in both an equal joy is known, 
The conſcious pleaſure of an act our own- 
When firſt the trembling eye receives the day, 
External forms on young perception play; 
External forms affect the mind alone, a 
Their diff' rent pow'rs and properties unknown 
Sce the pleas d infant court the flaming brand, 
Eager to graſp the glory in its hand ö 
The cryſtal wave as eager to pervade 
Stretch its fond arms to meet the ſmiling ſhade ! 
When Memory's call the mimic words obey, 
nd wing the thought that falters on its way ; 
Vhen wiſe Experience her ſlow verdict draws, 
he ſure effect exploring in the Cauſe, 
In Nature's rude, but not unfruitful wild, 
Reflection ſprings, and Reaſon is her child: 
On her fair ſtock the blooming 1 * grows, 
And brighter through revolving ſeaſons blows. 
All beautcous flow'r ! immortal ſhalt thou 
ſhine, 
When dim with age yon golden orbs decline ; 
Thy orient bloom, unconſcious of decay, 
Shall ſpread, and flouriſh in eternal day. 
O! with what art, my friend, what early care, 
Should wiſdom cultivate a plant fo fair! 
How ſhould her eye the rip'ning mind reviſe, 
And blaſt the buds of folly as \ om riſe ! 
How ſhould her hand with induſtry reſtrain, 
The thriving growth of paſſion's fruitful train, 
Aſpiring weeds, whoſe lofty arms would tow'r 
Wich fatal ſhade o'er reaſon's tender flower! 
C 2 2 | From 


* 


3 
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, or fear! 

For this fair Science ſpreads her light afar, 
And fills the bright urn of her eaſtern ſtar. 
The liberal power in no ſequeſter d cells, 


No moonſhine-courts of dreaming ſchoolmen 


dwells; 
Diſtinguiſn d far her lofty temple ſtands, © 


Were the tall mountain looks o'er diſtant lands 


All round her throne the graceful arts appear, 
That boaſt the empire of the eye or tear. 
See favour'd fiſt, and neareſt to the throne 
the rapt mien of muſing Silence known, 


Fed from herſelf, the Pow'r of Numbers plac'd, 
Her wild mouginy watch'd by Harmony and 


T afte. 
There (but at diſtance never meant to vie), 
The full-form'd image glancing on her eye, 


See lively Painting ! on her various face, 


Quick-glidivg forms a moment find a place; 


She looks, ſhe acts the character the gives, 
And a new feature in each feature lives. 


See Attic eaſe in Sculpture's graceful air, 


Half looſe her robe, and half unbound her hair - 
To life, to life, ſhe ſmiling ſeems to call, 
And down her fair hands negligently fall. 


* Laft, but not meaneſt, of che glorious choir, 

See Muſic, liſt' nig to an angels lyre. 
Simplicity, their beauteous handmaid, dreſt 

By Nature, bears a field- flower on her breaſt. 
O Arts divine | O magic Powers that move 


The ſprings of truth, enlarging truth and love 
Lof in their charms each mean attachment ends, 
And Tafte and Knowledge thus are Virtue's 


friends. | 
Thus nature deigns to ſympathize with art, 
And leads the moral beauty to the heart; 
There, only there, that ſtrong attraction lies, 


Which wakes the foul, and bids her graces 


riſe, | | 
Lives in thoſe powers of harmony that bind 


Congenial hearts, and ſtretch from mind to mind: 
Glow'd in that warmth, that ſocial kindneſs gay 


Which once—the reſt is ſilence and the grave. 


O tears, that warm from wounded friendſhip 


flow ! 10 
O thoughts, that Make to monuments of woe 
Reflection keen, that points the painful dart; 
Mem'ry, that ſpeeds its paſſage to the heart; 


Jad imonito: 5, your cruel power ſuſpend, 


And hide, for ever hide, the buricd fricnd : 
in vain—cenfeft I ſee my Ctaufurd Hand, 


And the pen fails —falls from my trembling hand; 
Een Death's dim ſhadow ſecks to hide, in vain, 


That lib'ral aſpect, and that ſmile humane; 


Een Death's dim ſhadow wears a languid light, 


And his eye beams through everlaſting night. 
Till the laſt ſigh of Genius ſhall expire, 
His keen eye faded, and extincl his fire, 


Fill time, in league with Envy and with Death, 
Blaſt the it d kand, aud Kop the tuncful breath, 
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7 WG F. om low purſuits the ductile mind to ſave, 
; Creeds that contract, and vices that enflave ; 


Oer life's rough ſeas its doubtful courſe to ſteer, 
Unbraͤke by av*rice, bigo 


| 


: 


* 
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My Craufurd ſtill ſhall claim the mournful ſong, 
So long remember'd, and bewail'd fo long. 


* 


8 34. The Univerſal Prayer. | Pore. 
| Deo Opt. Max, 


ATHER of all! in ev'ry age, 
In ev'ry clime, ador'd, 


By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 


Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood, 


Who all my ſenſe confin'd 


To know but this, that Thou art gav 


And that myſelf am blind: 


Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 


To ſee the good from ill ; 


And, binding nature faſt in fate, 


Left free the human will. 


What conſcience diftates to be done, 


Or warns me not to do, 


This teach me more than hell to ſhun, 


That more than heav'n purſue. 


What bleſſings thy free bounty gives 


Let me not caſt away; 


For God is paid when man receives, 


IT enjoy is to obey. 


Yet not to earth's contracted fpan 


Thy goodneſs let me bound, 


Or think Thee Lord alonc of man, 


When thouſand worlds are round. 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land 
On each I judge thy foe. 

If I am right, thy grace impart 
Still in the right to ſtay; 

If TI am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 

Or unpious diſcontent, 

At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, 

Or auglit thy goodneſs lent, \ 


Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault I fee; 


That mercy I to others ſhow, 


That mercy ſhow to we. 


Mean tho" I am, not wholly fo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath; Dok 
I lead me whexeſoe er I go, 
Thro' this day's life or death. 


This dav, be bread and e my lot: 
All eſſe beneath the * oh . 

Thou know' if beſt beſtow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To Thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, carth, ſca, ſkies! 

One chorus let all Being raiſe! _ 

All nature's incenſe riſe! 


840 


ö 


$46 


Boox I. 
$ 35+ Meſſiah, a Sacred Eclagne. POPE» 


E Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong: 
To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſly fountains and the ſytvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more,—4) Thou my voice inſpire, 
Who touch'd Haiah's hallow'd lips with fire 
Rapt into future times, the bard begun ; 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son 
From Jeſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragance fills the ſkies ; 
Th' ethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic. Dove. 
Ye heav'ns ! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r ! 
The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 
All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and antient fraud ſhall fail, 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; | 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn ! 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Bebe, be born 
Sce Nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring : 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 
Sce nodding, foreſts on the mountains dance; 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron riſe, 
And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Hark !. a glad voice 5 lonely deſert cheers; 
Prepare the way! a God, a God appears! 
A God, a God! the vocal hills reply: 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bendiag ſkies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and, ye vallies, riſe ! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 
Be ſmooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way 
The Saviour comes! by antient bards toretold ; 
Hear him, ye deaf ! and, all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 
'Tis he th” bftructed paths of ſound mall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th unfolding ear; 
The dumb ſhall fing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
No figh, no murmur, the wide world ſhall hear; 
Sor ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. 
n adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſheſt paſture, and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, 
By day o'erſees them, and by night protects; 
The tender lambs he raifes in his arms, 
Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms : 
Thus ſhall mankiad his guardian care engage, 
The promis'd father of the future age. 
No more ihall nation againſt nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warriors incet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpers kindle rage no more; 
Bur uſeleſs lances. into ſcythes (hall bend, 
And the broad faulghion ip a plough-ſhare end. 
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Then palaces ſhall riſe; the joyful ſon 

Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun: 
Their vines a thadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the {ame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the. field 
The ſwain in barren deſerts, with ſurpriſe, 
Sees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe; 


| And,ſtarrs, amidſt the thirſty wilds, to hear 
y 


New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 


The green reed trembles, and the bylruſh nods. | 


Waſte ſandy valleys, once perplex'd with thorny 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn; | 
To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow ring palms ſucceed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the —_—_— weed, [ meady 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead; 

The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 

And harmleſs ſexpents lick the pilgrim's feet, 
The ſmiling infant in Hie hand ſhall take 

The creſted baſiliſ and ſpeckled ſnake, 

Pleas'd the green luſtre of their ſeales ſurvey, 
And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play, 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe ! : 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes: 
See a long race thy ſpacious cqurts adorn ; . 
Sce future fons and daughters, yet unborn, 
In crowding ranks on ev'ry fide ariſe, 
Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies! _ 
See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend. 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proftrate kings, 
And heap'd with products of Saban ſprings! 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow... 
And ſceds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. .” 
See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day. U 
No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her falver horn, 

But loft, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze g 
O'erflow thy courts : the Light himſelf ſhall ſhing 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine __ 
The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies m ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall ro duſt, and mountains melt away; 
But fix'd his word, his faving pow'r remains: 


Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns ! 


U 


$ 36. The Prize of Firiue. Pork. 
WH AT wages A givesor can deftroy, 

TheſouPs ſunſhine, and the heart · felt 
_ jos Are ; 
Is Virtue's prize: a better would you fix F 
Then give Humility a coach and fix; . 
Juſtice a conqu'ror's ſword, or Truth a gown, 
Or Public Spirit its great cure, a crown, _ 
Weak, foolith Man! will Heav'n reward us therg 
With the fame traſh mad mortals wiſh for here? 
The boy and man an individual makes, 
Vet fgh'| thou now for apples and for cakes) 
Go, like the Haig in apy — 5 = 
Expect th „thy bottle, and thy wife l! 
Fg 8 ow ich rifles are atlign'd, 


As toys and empires for a godlike mind; 
3 Re 
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Rewards, that either would to virtue bring | 


No joy. or be deftruQive of the thing: 
How oft by theſe at fixty are undone 
The virtues of a faint at twenty-one ! 

To whom can riches give repute, or truſt, 
Content, or pleafure, but the good and juſt ? 
Judges and fenates have been bought for gold; 
Eſteem and love were never to be fold. 

Oh fool to think God hates the worthy mind, 
The lover, and the love of human kind, 

Whoſe life is heathful, and whoſe conſcience clear, 
| Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a year. 


$ 37. 4n 


EY, written in a Country Church- 

Nd. Grav. on : 

HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

| The lowing herd winds flowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darknefs:and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, 

And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 

And drowſy tinklings lull the diftant folds ; 

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 
The moping owl does to the Moon complain 

Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. | 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
_ Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, [ heap, 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, [ſhed, 


The fwallow, twitt ring from the ſtraw-built 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


| For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 


Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
Nor children run to liſp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare, 


Oft did the harveſt to their ſickle yield ; 


Their forrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 


How jocund did they drive their teams aficld ! 


How bow'd the woods bencath their ſturdy 


ſtroke; 


Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, . 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 

Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile 

The ſhorr and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, - 
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Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid | 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or wak'd to ecſtaſy the living lyre. | 


But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of Time, did nel er unroll; 
Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the ſoul, 


Full many a gem, of pureſt ray ſerene, 

| The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear. 
Full many a flow'r is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt; 
Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Th' applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes. 


Their lot forbade: nor circumſcrib'd alone [ fin'd; 
© Their growing virtues, but their erimes con- 
Forbade to wade through flaughrer to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 

To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 

Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 


Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife 
Their ſober withes never leayrn'd to ſtray ; 

Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 

They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhimes and ſhapelels ſculpture 
Implores the paſling tribute of a ſigh. [ deck d. 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter d 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply : [ muſe, 
And many a haly text around ſhe firews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 
For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being e er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincis of the cheerful day, 
| Nor caſt one longing, lingering, look behind? 
On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires : 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
| . Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 


a P | 2 * „ ad 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e er gave, For thee, who, mindful of th unhonour'd dead. 


Await, alike, th' inevitable hour; 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave, 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If memry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 


Where thro the long-drawn iſle and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt, 
Back to its manſion call the flecting breath? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 


; ; Or Fe fogth the Gull cold ear of death 


Doſt in theſe lines their arzlefs tale relate; 
If, chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 
Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may fay, 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn, 
Bruſhing with haſty ſteps, the dews away, 

To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 
There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 

That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
His liftleſs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 


| And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 
I 
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Hard'by yond wood, now ſmiling, as in ſcorn, -| At broad noon-day. Theſe, and a thouſand more, 

re: Mutt' ring his way ward fancies, he would rove; | Horrid to tell, attentive wait; and, when . 
d, Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, By Heav'n's command Death waves hisebon wand, 

| Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopeleſs love. Pie ruſh Werd to er purpoſe, i 

An n: And ſcatter deſolation o'er the Earth. be 

| One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, . | EY, i 

oll ; Along the heath, and near his fav rite tree: 11 Man, 72 by glee > SI forms 3 

Another came; nor yet beſide, the rill, mis TY Walk, aun mie 


| Ah! why, all-righteous Father, didſt thou make 
Not * wy unn, . * wood was he. This creature, Man? why waks th'unconſcious 

The next, with dirges due, in ſad array, [borne *| To life and wretchedneſs ); O better far [duſt 

Slow thro' the church-yard path we ſaw him | Still had he flept in uncreated night, 


Approach and read (for thou canſt read) the lay, If this the lot of Being! Was it for this in 

Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” Thy breath divine kindled within his breaſt 
ealt „ THE EPITAT H. The vital flame? For this was thy fair image 

Here reſts his head upon the lap gf earth, Stampt on his ſoul in godlike lincaments ? * 


Es A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown; For this dominion giv'n him abſolute 


* 


00d. Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 2 all thy worns, EW 8 4 5 A 

E And Melancholy marked bim for her own. upreme in woe? From tene bien LOUTTE. © a 

2 Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, Could Fin and Death proceed? Could ſuch foul ill 
Heav'n did a recompenſe as largely ſend: Fall from fair Mercy's hands? Far be the thought, 

| He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear; [a friend. The impious thought God never made a creature 

14. He gain'd from Heay'n Ctwas all he wiſh d) pa ww on He mo a E Soul ; 

8 No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, The wwretched Mortal was the work of Man. TR 

30% Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, | Forth from his Maker's hands he ſprung to life, 

„ e e ee e 

> . 5 . 7 

hide, e Save one command. That one command, which 

ne, | ; 'Twixt him and Death, the teſt of his obedience, 

J $ 38. Death, Dr. PorTEvs, Bp. of London. Urg'd on by wanton curioſity, | 

e. FRIEND to the wretch whom every friend He broke. There in one moment was undone 

. | forſakes, . he faireſt of God's works. The ſame raſh hand, 

F I woo thee, Death! In fancy's fairy paths | Thar pluck d in evil hour the fatal fruit, % 
Ler the gay ſongſter rove, and gently trill Unbarr'd the gates of Hell, and let looſe Sin 

v. The ſtrain of empty joy. Life and its joys And Death, and all the family of Pain, f 9 

| leave to thoſe that prize them. At . To prey upon Mankind. Young Nature faw _ ; 


This folemn hour, when filence rules the world, | The monſtrous crew, and ſhook thro all her frame. 
And wearied nature makes a gen'ral pauſe; Then fled her new- born luſtre, then began 55 
eK d Wrapt in- night's fable robe, through cloyſters Heaven's cheerful face to low'r, then vapours 
8 And charnels pale, tenanted by a throng drear choak d 
tter d Of meagre phantoms ſhooting croſs my path The troubled air, and form' d a veil of clouds 
muſe, With filent glance, I ſeek the ſhadowy vale To hide the willing Sun. The earth convuls'd 
Of Death. Deep in a murky cave's receſs, With painful throes threw forth a briftly 
Lav'd by Oblivion's liſtleſs ſtream, and fenc'd Of thorns and briars ; and Inſect, Bird, and Beaſty- 


By ſhelving rocks, and intermingled horrors - That wont before with admiration fond 
6 Of yew and cypreſs ſhade, from all intruſion To gaze at Man, and fearleſs crowd around him, 
g Of buly noontide beam, the Monarch fits Now fled before his face, ſhunning in haſte 
Kind; In unſubſtantial majeſty enthron d. Th' infection of his miſery. He alone 
A At his right hand, neareſt himſelf in place Who juſtly might, th' offended Lord of Man, 
, . . . | 1 . . 2 
. And frightfulneſs of form, his parent Sin Turn'd not away his face; he, full of pity, 
0 With fatal induſtry and cruel care Forſook not in this uttermoſt diſtreſs | 
5 Buſics herſelf in pointing all his ſtrings, His beſt lov'd work. That com fort ſtill remain d 
Jead And tipping every ſhaft with venom drawn (That beſt, that greateſt comfort in affliction) _ 
"FRG, From her infernal ſtore : around him rang'd The countenance of God, and thro the gloom 
wJ In terrible array, and mixture ſtrange Shot forth ſome kindly gleams, to cheerand warm 
1 Of uncouth ſhapes, ſtand his dread Miniſters. | Th' offerder's ſinkingſoul. Hope ſent from Heav n 
* 


Foremoſt Old Age, his natural all Uprais'd his drooping head, and ſhew'd afar 

And firmeſt friend : next him Diſeaſes thick, | A happier ſcene of things; the Promis'd Sced 

dawn, W A motley train; Fever, with cheek of fire; TRIES the Serpent's humbled creſt ; _. 
is 


F Conſumption wan; Palſy, half warm with life, | Death of ing difarm'd ; and the dark grave, 
J. And half a clay-clod lump; joint - tort ring Gout, | Made pervious to the realms of endleſs day, 

h, And ever-gnawing Rheum ; Convulſion wild; No more the limit but the gate of life. (ground, 
high, Swoln Dropſy ; panting Aſthma ; Apoplex Cheer'd with the view, Man went to till che 


ſtretch, Full-gorg'd. There too the Peſtilence that walks] From whence he roſe ; ſentenc'd indeed to toil . 
In darkneſs, and the Sickneſs that deſtroys 3 a puniſhment, yet (ev'n in wrath, , 
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So merciful is Heav'n) this toil became 
The ſolace of his woes, the ſweet employ 

Of many a live- long hour, and ſureſt guard 
Againſt Diſeaſe and Death. Death,tho' denounc'd, 
Was yet a diſtant ill, by feeble arm 
Of Age, his ſole ſupport, led ſlowly on. 

Not then, as fince, the ſhort-liv'd fons of men 

lock'd to his realms in countleſs multitudes ; 
in the courſe of twice five hundred years, 

One ſolitary ghoſt went ſhiv'ring down 

To his unpeopled ſhore. In ſober ftate, 

"Through the ſequeſter'd vale of rural life, 

The venerable Patriarch | ag held 

The tenor of his way abour prepar'd 

His fimple fare, and Temp'rance rul'd his board. 

'Tir'd with his daily toil, at early eve £ 

He ſunk to ſadden reſt ; gentle and pure 

As breath of evening Zephyr, and as ſweet, _ 

Were all his ſlumbers; with the Sun he roſe, 

Alert and vigorous as He, to run - [ſtrength 

His deſtin d courſe. Thus nerv'd with giant 

He ſtemm d the tide of time, and ſtood the ſhock 

Of ages rolling harmleſs o'er his head. 

At life's metidian point arriv'd, he ſtood, | 

And, looking round, ſaw all the valleys fll'd 

With nations from his loins ; full-well content 

To leave his race thus ſcatter d o'er the earth, 

Along the gentle flope of life's decline 
He bent his gradual way, till, full of years, 

He dropp'd like mellow fruit into his grave. 

Such in the infancy of Time was Man 4 

So calm was life, ſo impotent was Death! 

O had he but preſerv'q theſe few remains, 
The ſhatter d fragments, of loſt happineſs, 
Bnatch d by the hand of Heav'n from the ſad wreck. 
Oft innocence primeval; ſtill had he liv'd 
In ruin great; tho” fall'n, yet not forlorn; 
. yet not every where beſet 
With th in every ſhape ! But he, impatient 
To be completely wretched, haſtes to fill up 
The meaſure of his woes. —'T was Man himſelf 
Brought Death into the world; and Man hunſelf 
Save keenneſs to his darts, quicken'd his pace, 
And multiply'd deſtruction on mankind. 

Firſt Envy, eldeſt born of Hell, embrued 

Her hands in blood, and taught the Sons of Men 

To make a Death which Nature never made, 
And God abhorr d; with violence rude to break 
The thread of life ere half its length was run, 
And rob a wretched brother of his being. 

With joy Ambition ſaw, and ſoon improy'd 
The execrable deed, "Twas not enough 

By ſubtle fraud to ſnatch a ſingle life, 

Pun — whole kingdoms fell 

To e luſt of power: more horrid ſtill, 
The fouleſt tain and ſcandal of our nature, 
Became its boaſt. One Murder made a Villain; 
Millions a Hero. Princes were privileg d 
To kill, and numbers ſanctiſied the crime. 

Ah ! why will Kings forget that they are Men? 
And Men that they are brethren? Why delight 
In human ſacrifice > Why burſt the tics | 
Of Nature, that ſhould kn it their ſouls together 
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Yer ſtill they breathe deſtruction, till go on 
Inhumanly ingenious to find out 
New pains for life, new terrors for the grave, 
Artificers of Death ! Still Monarchs dream 


Of univerſal empire growing u 


From univerſal ruin. Blaft the defign 
Great God of Hoſts, nor let thy creatures fall 
Unpitied victims at Ambition's ſhrine ! 

Yet ſay, ſhould Tyrants learn at laft to feel, 
And the loud din of battle ceaſe to bray ; 
Should dove-cyed Peace o'er all the earth extend 
Her olive branch, and give the world repoſe, 
Would Death be foil'd? Would health, and 

ſtrength, and youth 
Defy his pow'r ? Has he no arts in ſtore, 


No other ſhafts ſave thoſe of war? Alas! 


Ev'n in the ſmile of Peace, that ſmile which ſheds 
A heav'nly ſunſhine o'er the ſoul, there baſks 


That ſerpent Luxury, War its thouſands ſlays; 


Peace its ten thouſands. In th' embattled plain, 
Tho' Death exults, and claps his raven wings, 


Vet reigns he not ev'n there ſo abſolute, 


So mercileſs, as in yon frantic ſcenes 
Of midnight revel and tumultuous mirth 
Where in th' intoxicating draught concent's, 
Or couch'd beneath the ee of lawleſs Jove, 
He ſnares the ſimple youth, who nought ſuſpeEting, 
Means to be bleſt—bur finds himſelf undone. 

Down the imooth ſtream of life the ſtripling darts, 
Gay as the morn; bright glows the vernal ſky, 
Hope ſwells his fails, and paſſion ſteers his courſe. 
Safe glides his little bark along the ſhore 
Where virtue taxes her ſtand ; but if too far 
He launches forth beyond diſcretion's mark, 
Sudden the tempeſt ſcowls, the ſurges roar, 
Blot his fair day, and plunge him in the deep. 
O ſad but ſure miſchance ! O happier far 
To lie like. gallant Howe midſt Indian wilds 
A breathleſs corſe, cut off by ſavage hands 
In earlicit prime, a generous ſacrifice 
To freedom's holy cauſe ; than foto fall, 
Torn immature from life's meridian joys, 
A prey to Vice, Intemp'rance, and Diſeaſe. 

et die ev'n thus, thus rather periſh till, 
Ye ſons of Pleaſure, by th Almighty ſtrick'n, 
Than ever dare (though oft, alas ! ye dare) 
To lift againſt yourſelves the murd rous ſteel, 
To wreſt from God's own hand the ſword of 
Juſtice, 


And be your own avengers! Hold, raſh Man, 


Though with anticipating ſpecd thou ſt rang d 
Through every region of delight, nor left 

One joy to gild the evening of thy days; 
Though life ſcem one uncomfortable void, 
Gut at thy heels, before thy face deſpair; 

Yet gay this ſcene, and light this load of woe, 
Compar'd with thy hereatter. Think, O think, 
And, ere thou plunge. into the vaſt abyſs, | 
Pauſe on the verge a while: look down and ſee 
Thy future manſion. Why that ſtart of horror ? 
From thy ſlack hand why drops th'uplifted fiec! ? 
Didſt thou not think ſuch vengeance muſt await 
The wretch, that with his crimes all freſh, about 


nia 


* 


In one ſoft bond of amity and lore? Ruſhes irteverent, unprepr d, wocgll'd, * 
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. Toto his Maker's preſence, throwing back 
With inſolent diſdain his choiceſt gift? 
Live then, while Heav'n in pity lends thee life, 


And think it all too ſhort to waſh away, 

By penitential tears and deep contrition, 

The ſcarlet of thy crimes.” So ſhalt thou find 
Reſt to thy ſoul ; ſo unappall'd ſhalt meet | 
Death when he comes, not wantonly invite 

His ling'ring ſtroke, Be it thy ſole concern 
With innocence to live : with patience wait | 
Th'appointed hour; too ſoon that hour will come, 
'Fho' Nature run her courſe. But Nature's God, 


If need require, by thouſand various ways, 


Without thy aid, can ſhorten that ſhort ſpan, 
And quench the lamp of life. O when he comes, 
Rous'd by the ery * wickedneſs extreme, | 
To Heav'n aſcending from ſome guilty land, 
Now ripe for vengeance; when he comes array'd 
In all the terrors of Almighty wrath, 
Forth from his boſom plucks bs ling'ring arm, 
And op the miſcreants pours deſtruction down; 
Who qu abide his coming ? Who can bear 
His whole diſpleaſure ? In no common form 
Death then appears, but ſtarting into ſize » 
Enormous, meaſures with gigantic ſtride 
Th' aſtoniſh'd Earth, and fromehis looks throws 
Unutterable horror and diſmay. : [round 
All Natur. lends her aid. Each Element 
Arms in his cauſe. Ope fly the doors of Heav'n; 
The fountains of the deep their barriers break ; 
Above, below, the rival torrents pour, 
And drown Creation ; or in floods of fire- 
Deſcends a livid cataract, and conſumes 
Animpious race, Sometimes, when all ſeems peace, 
Wakes the grim whirlwind, andwith rude embrace 
Sweeps nations to their grave, or in the deep 
Whelms the proud wooden world ; full many a 
Floats on his wat'ry bier, or lies unwept | youth 
On ſome ſad deſert ſhore ! At dead of night, 
In ſullen ſilence ſtalks forth Peſtilence : 
Contagion cloſe behind taints all her ſteps _ 
With pois'nous dew ; no ſmiting hand is ſeen, 
No ſound is heard, but ſoon her ſecret path 
Is mark'd with deſolation; heaps on heaps 
Promiſcuous drop. No friend, no refuge, near; 
All, all, is falſe and treacherous around; 
All that they touch, or taſte, or breathe, is Death. 
But ah ! what means that ruinous roar? why fail 
Theſe tott' ring feet? Earth to its centre feels 
The Godhead's power, and trembling at his touch 
Through all its pillars, and in ev'ry pore, | 
Hurls to the ground, with one convulſive heave, 
Precipitating domes, and towns, and tow'rs,. - + 
The work of ages. Cruſh'd beneath the weight 
Of gen'ral devaſtation, millions find i 
One common grave; not ev'n a widow left 
To wail her ſons: the houſe, that ſhould protect, 
ntombs its maſter; and the faithleſs plain, 

If there he flies for help, with ſudden yawn 
Starts from beneath him. Shield me, gracious 
Heav'n, | 

O ſnatch me from deſtruftion 1 If this Globe, 
This ſolid Globe, which thine own hand hath made 


Thy kindly aid to mitigate his ſtroke z SE 
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If my own mother Earth, from whence I ſprung, 


Riſe up with rage-unnatural to devour 
Her wretched offspring, whither ſhall I fly? 
Where look for ſuccour? Where, but upto thee, 
Almighty Father? Save, O fave, thy ſuppliant 
From horrors ſuch as theſe ! At thy good time . 
Let Death approach; I reck not let him but come 
In eee not with thy vengeance arm d, 
Too much for man too bear. O rather lend 
And at that hour when all aghaſt I ftand _ 
(A trembling candidate for thy compaſſion) _ 
On this World's brink, and look into the next; 
When my ſoul, ſtarting from the dark unknown, 
Caſts back a wiſhful look, and fondly clin 
To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrench” 
From this fair ſcene, from all her cuſtom d joys, 
And all the lovely relatives of life; | 
Then ſhed thy comforts o'er me, then put on 
The gentleſt of thy looks, Let no dark crimes, 
In all their hideous forms then ſtarting up, 
Plant themſelves round my couch in grim array, 
And ſtab my bleeding heart with two-edg'd:tore 
ture, 


Senſe of paſt guilt, and dread of future woe. 


Far be the ghaſtly crew ! And in their ſtead 


Let cheerful Memory from her pureſt cells 

Lead forth a goodly train of Virtues fair, | 
Cheriſh'd in Sul youth, now paying back ._ 
With tenfold uſury the pious care, 
And pouring o'er my wounds the heav'nly balm 
Of conſcious innocence. But chiefly, Thou, 
Whom ſoft-· eyed Pity once led down from Heav'a 
To bleed for man, to teach him how to live, 
And, oh 1 ſtill harder leſſon ! how to die; 
Diſdain not Thou to ſmooth the reſtleſs bed 

Of Sickneſs and of Pain. Forgive the tear 

That feeble Nature drops, calm all her fears, 
Wake all her hopes, and animate her faith, 

Till my rapt Soul, anticipating Heav'n, 

Burſts from the thraldom of incumb' ri 

And on the wing of wary þ upborne, | 
Springs into Liberty, and Light, and Life. 


== :. © Toe Grave. BLAIR. 
The houſe appointed for all living, Jos. 5 
WHILST ſome affect the ſn, and ſome the 
*: *" man, > | * 
Some flec the city, ſome the Hermitage, = 
Their aims as Various as the roady they take 
In journeying through life ; the taſk be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the am; 
Th' appointed place of rendezvous, where | 
Theſe trav'ſlers meet. Thy fuccours I implore, 
Eternal King ! whoſe potent arm ſuſtains 
The keys of hell and death. The Grave, dread 
thing! | 


1 


| Men ſhiver when thou'rt nam'd : Nature appall d 


Shakes off her wonted firmneſs. Ah ! how dark 
Thy long-extended realms, and rueful waſtes; _ 
\Where nought but ſilence reigns, and night, dark 

Dark as was Chaos*ere the infant Sun W night, 


8 
thwart 


80 firm and ſure, if this my ſteps betray f 


| Ih rell d together, or had tried its yo 


pr 


l 


Athwart the gloom profound ! The fickly taper, 
By glimm ring thro' thy low-brow'd miſty vaults, 
Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and ropy ſlime, 
Lets fall a ſupernumerary horror, | 
And only ſerves to make thy night more irkfome. 
Well do I know thee by thy truſty yew, 
Cheerleſs, unſocial plant! that loves to dwell 
*Midft ſculls and coffins,, epitaphs and worms; 
Whete light-heel'd ghoſts, and viſionary ſhades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Embodied thick, perform their myſtic rounds. 
No other merriment, dull tree ! is thine. 
See vonder hallow'd fanc ! the pious work 
Of names once fam d, now dubious or forgot, 
And buried midſt che wreck of things which were: 
There lie interr*d the more illuſtrious dead. 
The wind is up: hark ! how it how is! Methinks, 
Till now, I never heard a found fo dreary : ¶ bird 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul 
Rook d in the ſpire ſcreams loud; the gloomy aiſles 
Black plaſter'd, and hung round with ſhreds of 
| ſcutcheons, | 3 
And tatter'd coats of arms, ſend back the found 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 
The manſions of = gre moos 2 their 
Jn grim array the griſly ſpectres riſe, ¶ flumbers, 
Gre horrible, nd obſtintely ſullen : 4 
Paſs and repaſs, huſh d as the foot of night. 
Again! the ſereech- owl ſhrieks: ungraciousfound | 
II hear no more; it makes one's blood run chill. 
© Quite round the pile, a row of rev'rend elms, 
Coval near with that, all ragged ſhew, 
Longlaſh'd bytherude winds : fomerift half down 
Their branchleſs trunks; others fo thin a- top, 
That ſcarce two crows could lodge in the ſame 
tree. Wee n'd here: 
Strange things, the neighbours ſay, have hap- 
Wild fhrieks have iſſued from the hollow tombs ; 
Dead men have come again, and walk'd about; 
And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, untouch d. 
Such tales their cheer, at wake or goflipping, 
When it draws near to witching time of night. 
Oft in the lone church-yard at night I've ſeen, 
By glimpſe of moon; ſnine, cheq ring thro' the 
: trees, 
Ife ſchool-boy, with his ſatchel in his hand, 
Whiſtling aloud to bear his courage up, 
And lighaly tripping o'er the long flat ſtones 
(Wich nettles Kirted, and with moſs o'ergrown) 
. That tell in homely phraſe who lie below; 
Sudden he ſtarts! and hears, or thinks he hears, 


The ſound of ſomething purring at his heels: 
Full faſt he flies, and dares not Took behind him, 


Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows ; 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 

Of horrid apparition, tall and ghaſtly, 

That walks at dead of night, or _ his — 
O er ſome new · open d grave; and, ſtrange to tell 

Evaniſhes at crowin 7 the cock. | 
The new-made widow too I've ſometimes ſpied, 

Sad fight ! flow moving o'er the proſtrate dead: 
Liftleſs, ſhe crawls along in doleful black, 

While burſts of forrow guſh from either eye, 
Faſt-falling down her now untaſted check. 


WW | @BELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book I. 
Prone on the lonely grave of the dear man 
She drops; whilſt buſy meddling memory, 


In barbarous ſucceſſion, muſters up 
The paſt endearments of their ſofter hours, 


Tenacious of its theme. Still, ſtill ſne thinks 


She ſees him, and, indul ging the fond thought, 
e 


Clings yet more cloſely to t ſeleſs turf, 
Nor heeds the paſſenger who looks that way. 
Invidious Grave] how doſt thou rend in ſunder 
Whom love has knit, and ſympathy made one! 
A tie more ſtubborn far than nature's band. 
Friendſhip ! myſterious cement of the ſoul ! 


 Sweet'ner of life, and ſolder of ſociety ! | 
Lowe thee much. Thou haſt deſerv'd from me, 


Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 

Oft have 1 prov'd the labours of thy love, 

-And the warm efforts of the gentle heart 
Anxious to pleaſe. O! when my friend and 1 


In ſome thick wood have wander d heedleſs on, 


Hid from the vulgar eye, and fat us down. 
Upon the ſloping 3 bank, 
Where the pure limpid ſtream has flid along 
In grateful errors thro? the underwood [thruſh 
Sweet murm'ring; methought, the ſhrill-rongues 
| Mended his ſong of love; the footy blackbird 
Mellow'd his pipe, and foften'd every note; 
The eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the roſe 
Aſſum d a dye more deep; whilſt ev'ry flow'r 
Vied with his fellow-plant in luxury 
Of dreſs. Oh! then the longeſt ſummer's day 
Scem'd too, too much in haſte ; ſtill the full heart 
Had not imparted half: twas happineſs 
Too exquiſite to laſt. Of joys departed, - 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 
Dull Grave! thou ſpoil'ſt the dance of.youth- 
ful blood, 
Strik'ft out the dimple from the check of mirth, 
And ev'ry ſmirking feature from che face ; 
Branding our laughter with the name of madneſs. 
Where are the jeſters now? the man of health 
Complexionally pleaſant ? where the droll ? 
Whole ev'ry look and geſture was a joke 
To clapping theatres and ſhoutmg crowds, 
And made ev'n thick-lipp'd muſing Melancholy 
To gather up her face into a ſmile 
Before ſhe was aware ? Ah! ſullen now, 
And dumb as the green turf that covers them 
Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war ? 
The Roman Cæſars and the Grecian chiefs, 
The boaſt of ſtory? Where the hot-brain'd youth 
Who the tiara at his pleaſure tore ; 
From kings of all the then diſcover'd globe; 
And cried, forſooth, becauſe his arm was ham- 


Alas! how ſlim, diſhonourably flim ! 
And cramm'd into a ſpace we bluſh to name. 
Proud royalty ! how alter'd in thy looks ! 


How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue! - 


Son of the morning! whither art thou gone ? 


Where haſt thou hid thy many-ſpangled head, 


And the majeſtic menace of thine eves 
Felt from afar ? Pliant and Ln now, 
Like new- born infant bound up in his ſwathes, 


ite victim tumbled flat upon his back, 


That 


eee een e 


And had not room enough to do its work ? ¶ per d, 
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That throbs beneath the ſacrificer's knife: | 
Mute muſt thou bear the ftrife of little rongues, 
And coward inſults of the baſe-born crowd, 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadſt, 

But only hop'd for in the. peaceful grave, 

Of being unmoleſted and alone. 3 
Araby's gums and odoriferous drugs, 

And honours by the heralds duly paid 

In mode and form, ev'n to a very fcruple; 

O cruel irony ! theſe come too late; 

And only mock whom they were meant to honor. 
Surely, there's not a dungeon.ſlaye that's buried 
In the highway, unſhrouded and uncoffin d, 

But lies as ſoft, and fleeps as ſound, as he. 

Sorry pre- eminence of high deſcent 


Above the vulgar- born, to rot in ſtate ! on, 


But ſee ! the well plum d hearſe comes nodding 
Stately and flow ; and properly attended 
By the whole ſable tribe, that painful watch 
The ſick man's door, and live upon the dead, 
By letting out their perſons by the hour 
To mimic ſorrow, when the heart's not ſad ! 
How rich the trappings, now they're all unfurl'd 
And glitt'ring in the tun! triumphant entries 
Of conquerors; and coronation pomps, 
In glory ſcarce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard th' unwieldy ſhow ; - whilſt from the 

caſements, 

And houſes tops, canks behind ranks cloſe wedg'd 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this waſte ? 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcaſe | 
That's fallen into diſgrace, and in the noſtril 
Smells horrible? Ye undertakers ! tell us, 
Midſt all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 
Why 1s the principal conceal'd, for which 


| You make this mighty ſtir *Tis wiſely done: 
What would offend the eye in a good picture, 


The Painter caſts diſcreetly into ſhades. | 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appear ſt 
Below the envy of the private man ! 

Honour, that meddlcfome officious ill, 

Purſues thee een to death, nor there ſtops ſhort. 
Strange perſecution ! when the grave itſelf 

Is no protection from rude ſufferance. 

Abſurd ! to think to over-reach the grave, 
And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours ! 
The beſt concerted ſchemes men lay for fame 
Die faſt awav : only themſelves die faſter. 


The far-fam'd ſculptor, and the laurel'd bard, 


Thoſe bold inſurers of eternal fame, 

Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 

The tap'ring pyramid, th' Egyptian's pride, 
And wonder of the world ! whoſe ſpiky top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv'd 
The angry ſhaking of the winter's ftorm 

Yet ſpent at laſt by th' injuries of heav'n, 
Shatter'd with age, and furrow'd o'er with years, 
The myſtic cone with hieroglyphics cruſted, 
Gives way. O lamentable fight | at once 

The labour of whole ages lumbers down; 

A hideous and miſ-ſhapen length of ruins, 
Sepulchral columns wreſtle but in vain 

With all-ſubduing Time; her cank'ring hand 
With calm deliberate malice waſteth them: 


\ 


* 


Unſteady to the ſtecl, gives up its charge. 
Ambition, half convicted of her folly, 
| Hangs down the lead, and reddens at the tale. 
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Worn on the edge of days, the braſs confiimes.” | 
The buſto moulders, and the deep-cut marble, 


Here all the mighty troublers of the earth _ 
Who ſwam to ſov'reign rule thro' ſeas of blood; 
Th' oppreſſive, ſturdy, man-deftroying villains, 
Who rayag'd kingdoms, and laid empires waſte, 
And in a cruel wantonneſs of pow'r __ 7 
Thinn d ſtates of half their people, and gave up 
To want the reſt; now, like a ſtorm that's ſpent, 
Lie huth'd, and meanly ſneak behind thy covert. 
Vain thought! to hide them from the gen'ralſcora 


That haunts and dogs them like an injur'd ghoſt | 


Implacable. Here too, the nt, na 
Whoſe ſcant domains det . notic'd,. 
And, well for neighb'ring grounds, of arm as ſhoxt, 
Who fix'd his iron talons on the poor, 2 
And grip'd them like ſome lordly beaſt of prey, 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger, 
And piteous plaintive voice of miſer | 
(As if a ſlave was not a ſhred of nature, : 
Of the fame common nature with his lord) z; 
Now tame and humble, like a child that's whipp'd, 
Shakes hands with duſt, and calls the worm his 
8 | a , 
Norpleadshis ran irthright. Under ground 
Procelenicy's a jeſt; vaſſal ms, pod | * 


Groſsly familiar, fide by fide conſume. *_ 


When ſelf-eſteem, or others adulation, _ 
Would cunningly perſuade us we were ſomethin 
Above the common level of our kind; ¶ flatt ry. 
The grave gainſays the ſmooth-complexion'd 
And with blunt truth n ae us What we are. 
Beauty! thou pretty play-thing! dear deceit! 
That ſteals ſo ſoftly o'er the ariphing's heart, 
And gives it a new pulſe unknown before 
The grave diſeredits thee : thy charms expung'd, 
Thy roſes faded, and thy lilies ſoil'd, | 
What haſt thou more to of > Will thy lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and dothee homage ? 
Methinks I ſee thee with thy head low laid; 
Whilſt furfeited upon thy damaſk cheek, 
The high-fed worm in lazy volumes roll'd, 
Riots unſcar d. For this was all thy caution ? 
For this thy painful labours at thy glaſs, 2 
T'improve thoſe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the ſpoilerthanks thee not? Foulfeeder! 
Coarſe fare and carrion pleaſe thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe. 
Look how the fair one weeps ! the conſcious tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flow rs: 
Honeſt effuſion ! the ſwoln heart in vain 
Works hard to put a gloſs on its diſtreſs. 
Strength, too! thou ſurly, and leſs gentle boaſt 
Of thoſe that laugh loud at the village ring 
A fit of common ſickneſs pulls thee down, _. 
With greater eaſe than e ex thou didf the ſtripling 
That raſhly dar'd thee to th unequal fight. 
What groan was that I heard? deep groan indeed! 
With anguiſh heavy laden ! let me trace it: 
From yonder bed it comes, where the ſtrong man 


* ſtronger arm belabour d, gaſps for breath | 
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Like a hard-hunted beaſt. How his great heart} And vex'd them in the fire : nor fly, nor inſect, 


Beats thick ! his roomy cheſt by far 


too ſcant 
To give the 1 full play 


! what now avail 


Nor writhy ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch. 
But why this apparatus? why this coſt ? 


The firong-built ſinewy limbs, and well-fpread Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the grave 


ſhoulders? EEE 
See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Mad with his pain ! us, wg catches hold 
Of hat comes next to 
uſt like a creature drowning ! hideous fight ! 
h! how his eyes ſtand out and flare full ghaſtly ! 
Whilſt the diſtemper's rank and deadly venom 
| like a burning arrow croſs his bowels, 
Aud drinks hismarrowup. Heard you that groan ? 
t was his laſt. See how the great Goliath, 
aſt like achild that raw ditſelf to reſt, ¶ boaſter 


To vaunt ofnerves of thine * What means the bu 
Unconſcious of his ſtrength, to play the coward, 
And flee before a feeble thing like man; 
That, knowing well the ſlackneſs of his arm, 
Truſts * in 5 Ten knife ! 

With ſtudy pale, and midnight vigils ſpent 
The ſtar-ſurveying ſage cloſe — his — . 

lies the fight-1nvigorating tube; 


Marks well the courſes of the far-ſecn orbs, 

hat roll with regular confuſion there, 

In ecftacy of thought. But ah proud man 
eat heights are hazardous to the weak head! 

Soon, very ſoon, thy firmeſt footing fails; 


Where are thy recipes and cordials now, 
With the long liſt of vouchers for thy cures ? 
Alas! thou ſpeakeſt not. The bold impoſtor 


d, and graſps it hard, | Looks not more Gly, when the cheat's found out. 
1 


Here, the lank-fided miſer, worſt of felous ! 
Who meanly ſtole, diſcreditable ſhift ! 
From back and belly too, their proper cheer ; 
Eas'd of a tax it irk d the wretch to pay | 
To his own carcaſe, now lies cheaply lodg'd, 
By clam'rous appetites no longer teas'd, 
Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs. 


fill. _What mean'ſt thou then, G mighty But, ah! Where are his rents, his comings in 
It, | Aye! now you've made the rich man poor indeed: 


| Robb'd of his gods, what has he left behind? 
O curſed luſt of gold ! when for thy ſake 
The fool throws, up his int'reſt in bath worlds, 
Firſt ftarv'd in this, then damn d in that to come. 
How ſhock ing muſt thy ſummons be, O Death! 
To him that is at caſe in his poſſeſſions; 
Who, counting on long cars of pleaſure here, 


t 


And trav llingthro' the boundleſs length of ſpace, | Is quite unfuruiſh'd for that world to come 


In that dread moment, how the frantic ſoul 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and ſhrieks for help, 
But ſhrieks in vain! how wiſhfully ſhe looks 
On all ſhe's leaving, now no longer bers 


And down thou dropp'f into that darkſome place, | A little longer, yet a little longer, 


Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 
Here the tongue-warrior lies diſabled now, 


O might ſhe ſtay to waſh, away her ſtains, 
And fit her for her paſſage ! mournful fight! 


Diſarm'd, diſhonour d, like a wretch that's gagg d, | Her very cyes weep blood; and every groan 


Gr cannot tell his ail to paſſers-by. {change ? 


She heaves is big with horror: but he foc, 


reat man of language, whence this mighty | Like a ſtaunch murd' rer ſteady to his . 


is dumb deſpair, and drooping of the head? 


Though ſtrong perſuaſion hung upon thy lip, 


15 y Infinuation's ſofter arts 
ambuſh lay about thy flowing tongue ; 


Mas! how chop-fall'nnow ! thick miſts and filence 


» hike a weary cloud, vpon thy breaft 
Unceaſing. Ah where is the lifted arm, 
he ſtrength of action, and the force of words, 
The well-turg'd period, and the well-run'd voice, 
Wich all the leffer ornaments of phraſe ? 
Ah! fled for ever, as they ne er had been 
Pers from the book of fame: or, more provoking, 


Perhaps ſome hackney, hunger-bitten ſcribbler 


aſults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
Wich long flat narrative, or duller rhimes 


With heavy halting pace that drawl along; 


ugh to rouſe a dead man into rage, 
And warm with red reſentment the wan check. 
Here the great maſters of the healing art, 
Theſe mighty mock defrauders of the tomb! 
Spe of their juleps and catholicons, 
Reſign to fate. Proud Aſculapius ſon, 
re are thy boaſted implenients of art, 
And all thy well cramm' d magazines of health 
— hill, nor rale, as far as ſhip could go, 
margin of the gravel- bottom d — * 
rifling hand: from ſtubborn ſhrubs 


ſcap'd i | om ſtul 
Thos wrung'|t their thy retiring virtucs out, 


Purſues her cloſe thro ev'ry lane of life, 
Nor miſſes once the track, but preſſes. on; 
Till, forc'd at laſt to the tremendous verge, 
At once ſhe ſinks to everlaſting ruin. 

Sure, tis a ferious thing to dic l my ſoul! 
What a ſtrange moment muſt it be, when near 
Thy journey's end thou haſt the gulf in view: 
That awful gulf no mortal c er repaſs'd 
To tell what's doing on the other fide ! 

Nature runs back and ſhudders at the fight, 
And ev'rylife-ſtring bleeds at thoughts of parting? 
For part they muſt: body and ſoul muſt part; 


This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 
The witneſs of its actions, now its judge; 
That drops into the dark and noiſome grave, 
Like a diſabled pitcher of no uſe. | 
If death was nothing, and nought after death; 
If, when men dicd, at once they ceas d to be, 
Returning to the barren womb of nothing, ¶chee 
Whence frſt they ſprung ; then might the debau- 


| Untrembling mouth the heav'ns; then might the 


drunkard 
Reel over his full bowl, and when tis drain'd, 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh {wretch 
Ar the poor bug-bear Death; then might the 
That's weary. of the world, and tir'd of life, 


At once give each inquietude the hp, 


Fond couple !-link'd more cloſe than wedded pair. 


By 
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By ſtealing out of being when he pleas'd, 
And by what way; whether by hemp or ſteel: 
Drath's thouſand doors ſtand open. Who cguld 
The ill pleas d gueſt ro fit out his full time, ¶ force 
Or blame him if he goes * Sure ! he does well 
That helps himſelf as timely as he can, 
When able. But if there is an hereafter, 
And that there is, conſcience uninfluenc'd, 
And ſuffer'd to ſpeak out, tells ev'ry man, 
Then muſt it be an awful thing to die; 
More horrid yet to die by one's own hand. 
Self- murder!] name it not; our iſland's ſhame, 
That makes her the reproach of neighb'ring ſtates. 
Shall nature, ſwerving from her earlieſt dictate, 
Self-prefervation, fall by her own act? . 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! let not upon diſgult 
The ſhameleſs hand be foully erimſon'd o'er 
With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt ! 
Joſt ree king from ſelf-flaughrer, in a rage 
To ruſh into the preſence of our Judge! 
As if we challeng'd him to do his worſt, 
And matter d not his wrath. Unheard of tortures 
Muſt be reſerv'd for ſuch: theſe. herd together; 
The common damn'd ſhun their ſociety, 
And look upon themſelves as fiends lefs foul. 
Our time is tix'd ; and all our days are number'd; 
How long, how ſhort, we know not: this we know, 
ty requires we calmly wait the ſummons, 
Nor dare to ſtir till Heav'n ſhall give permiſſion. 
Like ſentries that muſt keep their deftin'd ſtand, 
And wait th" appointed hour, till they're reliev'd. 
Thoſe only are the brave who keep their ground, 
And keep it to the laſt, To run away 
Is but a coward's trick: to run away 
From this world's ills, that at the very worſt 
Will foon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourſelves 
By boldly vent'ring on a world unknown, 
And plunging headlong in the dark ; *tis mad : 
No frenzy half ſo deſperate as this. 
Tell us, ye dead! will none of you in pity 
To thoſe you left behind diſcloſe the ſecret 5 
O! that . courteous ghoſt would blab it out, 
What tis you are, and we muſt ſhortly be. 
I've heard that ſouls departed have ſometimes 
Forewarn'd men of their death: twas kindly done 
To knock and give th' alarum. But what means 
This tinted charity? *tis but lame kindneſs 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not 
Tell us what tis to die? Do the ſtrict laws 
Of your ſociety forbid your ſpeaking 
Upon a point ſo nice? I'll ak no more; 
Sullen like lamps in ſepulchres, your ſhine 


© Enlightens bur yourſelves : well tis no matter: 


A very little time will clear vp all, i 

And make us learn'd as you are, znd as cloſe. 
Death's ſhafts fly thick! Here falls the village 

ſwain, Tround, 

And there his pamper'd lord! The cup goes 

And who ſo artful as to put it by ? 

*Tis long fince death of the majority; 

Yer, ftrange ! the living lay it not to heart. 

See youder maker of the dead man's bed, 

The ſexton, hoary-headed chronicle ! 
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A gentle tear; with may#ck in his hand © © 
Digs thro* whole rotvs of Kindred andacquaintance 
By far his Juniors! Scarce a ſcull's caſt up, 

But well he knew its owner, and can tell a 
Some paſſage of his life. Thus, hand in hand, 
The for has walk'd with death twice twenty years; 
And yet ne'er younker on the green laughs loudet, 
Or clubs a ſmuttier tale: when drunkards , 


Shall do for him what he has done for thouſands. 
On this fide, and on that, men ſee their friends 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn; yet launch out 
Into fantaſtie ſchemes, which the long livers 


In the world's hale and undegen rate days 


Could ſcarce have leiſure for ; fook that we are! 
Never to think of death and of ourſelves 
At the ſame time ! as if to learn to die G 
Were no concern of ours. O more than fottiſkh 
For creatures of a day, in gameſome mood 

To froke on eternity's dread brink, 
Unapprehenſive; when for aught we know 

The very firſt ſwoln ſurge ſhall ſweep vs in. 
Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 
With a refiſtleſs unremitting ſtream, 


That ſlides his hand under the miſer's pillow, | 
And carries off his prize. What is this world? 
What but a ſpacious burial-field unwall'd, 


Savage and tame, and full of dead men's bones? 
The very turf on which we tread once yd; 
And we that live muſt lend our carcaſes 

To cover our own offs ring: in their turns 
They too muſt cover th 

| The ſhiv'ring Tcelander, and ſun-burnt Moor; 

| Men of all climes, that never met before; 
Andofallcreeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Chriftian. 
Here the proud prince, and favourite yet prouder, 
ts ſov'reign's Keeper, and the people's ſcourge, 
Are huddled out of fight. Here lie abaſh'd © 
Theggreat negotiators of the earth, | 

And celebrated maſters of the balance, 

Deep read in ſtratagems, and wiles of courts : 
Now vain their treaty-{kill ! Death ſcorns to treat. 
Here the o erloaded ſlave flings down his burthen 
From his gall'd ſhoulders; and when the cruel 


tyrant, 


Is meditating ne un- heard - of hardſhips, 
Mocks his ſhort arm, and quick asthoughreſcapes, 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary reſt. 
Hcre the warm lover, leaving the cool ſhade, 
The tell-tale echo, and the bubbling ſtream, 
Time out of mind the fav'rite ſeats of love, 

| Faſt by his gentle miſtreſs lays him down 
Unblaſted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
Lie cloſe, unmindful of their former feuds. 

The lawn-rob'd prelate, and plain preſbyter, 
Ere while that ſtood aloof, as thy to meet, 

| Familiar mingle here, like fiſter-fireams "a 
That ſome rude interpoſing rock had ſplit. 


of hard ummneaning face, down which ne'er ſtole 
: ; A R 


; 


None ſings a merrier catch, or lends a hand not | 
More willing to his cup. Poor wretch ! he minds 
That ſoon ſome truſty brother of the trade | 


Yet treads more ſoft than e er did midnight et, | 


Strew'd with death's ſpoils, the ſpoils of animals, 


irs. Tie here all wett! 


With all his guards and tools of pow'r about him, 


Here is the large-limb'd peaſant; here 3 
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And drives 


Of g. ; 
d the nipple, ſtrangled in life's porch : 
— mother with her ſons and daughters; 


Here are the prude ſevere, and gay coquette, 
The ſober widow, and the young green virgin, 
ropp'd like a roſe before 'tis fully blown, 

half its worth diſclos d. Strange medley here 

Here garrulous old age winds up his tale; 
jovial youth, of lightfome vacant heart, 

hoſe 22 was made of melody, ¶ threw, 
Hears not the voice of mirth ; the ſhrill-rongued 
Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 


Here are the wiſe, the gen'rous, and the brave; 


juſt, the good, the worthleſs, the profane, 


The 
The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred; 
* fool, the churl, the ſcoundrel, and the mean, 


ſupple ſtateſman, and the patriot ftern ; 
The wrecks of nations, and the ſpoils of rime, 
With. all the lumber of fix thouſand years. 
Poor man! how happy once in thy firſt ſtate 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand, 
He ftamp'd thee with his image, and well plcas'd 
Smil'd on his laft fair work ! Then all was well. 
Sound was the body, and the foul ſerene; 
Like two ſweet inſtruments ne er out of tune, 
That play their ſeveral parts. Nor head, nor heart, 
Offer d to ache; nor was there cauſe they thould, 
For all was pure within: no fell remorſc, 
Nor anxious caſtings up of what may be, 
Alarm'd his peaceful boſom : ſummer ſeas 
Shew not more ſmooth when kiſfd by ſouthern 
Juſt ready to expire. Scarce importun'd, | winds, 
The gen rous ſoil with a luxuriant hand 
Offer'd the various produce of the year, 
And ev'ry thing moſt perfect in its kind. 
Bleſſed, thrice blefſed days! but ah, how ſhort ! 
Bleſs'd as the pleaſing dreams of holy men, 
Bur fugitive, Rae thoſe, and quickly gone. 
O ſlipp'ry ſtate of things! What ſudden turns, 
What ſtrange viciſſitudes, in the firſt leaf 
Of man's fad hiſtory ! to-day moſt happy ; 


And, ere to-morrow's ſun has ſer, moti abiect 


How ſcant the ſpace between theſe vaſt extremes 
Thus far'd it with our Sire: not long he enjoy'd 
His paradiſe ! ſcarce had the happy tenant 

Of the fair ſpot due time to prove its ſweets, 


Or ſum them up, when ficaight he muſt be gone, 


Ne'er to return again. And muſt he go ? 

Can nought compound for the firſt dire offence 
Of erring man? Like one that is condemn d, 
Fain would he trifle time with idle talk, 


And parley with his fate. Bur tis in vain, 


Not all the laviſh odours of the place, 

ous in incenſe, can procure his pardon, 
Or mitigate his doom. A mighty angel 
Wich flaming ſword fofbids his longer ſtay, 

he loit rer forth; nor muſt he take 
One laſt and farewel round. At once he Jo 
His glory and his God. If mortal now, 


50 


Sick of his bliſs, and bent on new adventures, 
Evil he would needs try : nor tried in vain, 
(Dreadful experiment! deſtructive meaſure ! 


| | Where the worſt thing could happen, is ſuceeſs.) 


| Alas! too well he ſped : the good he ſcorn'd 
Stalk'd off reluctant, like an ill-us'd ghoſt, 

Not to return; or if it did, its viſits 

Like thoſe of angels ſhort, and far between : 
Whilſt the black dæmon, with his hell- ſcap'd train, 
Admitted once into its better room, 


| Lording it o'er the man, who now too late. 
Saw the raſh error which he could not mend; 
An error fatal not to him alone, | 
But to his future ſons, his fortune's heirs, * 
Inglorious bondage human nature groans -- - 
Beneath a vaſlalage fo vile and cruel, 
And its vaſt body bleeds through ev'ry vein. 
What havock haſt thou made, foul monſter, Sin! 
Greateſt and firſt of ills! the fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimenhons ! but for thee 
Sorrow had never been. All noxious things 


Of vileſt nature, other ſorts of evils, 
Are kindly circumſcrib'd; and have their bounds, 


The fierce volcano, from its burning, entrails 
That belches molten ſtone and globes of fire, 
Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſtench, 
Mars the adjacent fields for ſome leagues. round, 
And there it tops, The big-ſwoln inundation, 
| OF miſchief more diffuſive, raving loud, 


BBuries whole tracts of country, threat ning more; 


But that too has its ſhore it cannot paſss. 
More dreadful far than theſe, ſin has laid waſte, 
Not here and there a country, but a world ; 
Diſpatching at a wide- extended blow 

Entire mankind, and for their fakes defacing 
A whole creation's beauty with rude hands ; 
Blaſting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 
And marking all along its way with ruin, 
Accurſed thing ! O where ſhall fancy find 

A proper name to call thee by, expreſſive 

Of all thy horrors ? pregnant womb of. ills ! 

Of temper ſo tranſcendently malign, 

That toads and ſerpents of moſt deadly kind 
Compar'd to thee are harmleſs, Sickneſſes 
Of ev'ry fize and ſymptom, racking pains, 


Profulely ſcatters the contagion round! [ heels, 
Whilſt deep-mouth'd ſlaughter, bellowing at her 


Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring, 


And inly pines till the dread blow is ſtruck. 


But hold ! I've gone too far; too much diſcover'd 
My father's nakednels, and nature's ſhame. 
Here let me pauſe ! and drop an honeſt tear, 
One burſt: of filial duty, and condolence, 

O'er all thoſe ample deſerts Death has ſpread, 


This chaos of mankind, O great man-ecater! 


W hoſe ev'ry day is carnival, not fated yet! 
Unhcard-of epicure! without a fellow 
The verieſt gluttons do not always cram; 


Some intervals of abſtinence are ſought 


To edge the appetite : thou ſeckeſt none. 


And ſorely maim d, po wonder! Man has 3 Metjunks 


the countleſs . 


Book J. oy 


Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone; 


| And blueſt plagues are thine! See how the fiend *' 


\Wades deep in blood ne ſpilt; yet for to-morrow 


B 


H 
H 
C 
A 
F. 
D 
H 
N 
N 
B 
T 
D 
V 
B 
V 
1 
8 
1 
A 
V 
B 
8 
F 
F 
1 
f 
E 
F 
C 
f 
1 
C 
. QC 


* 


1! 


_ 


* 
3, 

XC 
4 
1 

d 


, 


Book I. 


And thouſands that each hour thou gobbleſt vp, 
This, leſs than this, might gorge thee to the full. 
But ah! rapacious ſtill, thou gap'ſt for more: 
Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals, 
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Our bane turn'd to a bleſſing! Death diſarm'd 
Loſes his fellneſs quite; all thanks to him 


| Who ſcourg'd the venom out! Sure the laſt end - 


On whom lank hunger lays his ſkinny hand, 
And whets to keeneſt eagerneſs his cravings 
(As if Diſeaſes, Maſſacres, and Poiſon, 
Famine and War, were not thy caterers)! 

But know that thou muſt render up thy dead, 
And with high intereſt too! mey are not thine; 
But only in thy keeping for a ſeaſon, 

Till the great 2 day of reſtitution; 
When loud diffuſive ſound from brazen trump 
Of ſtrong- lung d cherub thall.alarm-thy captives, 
And rouſe the long, long ſleepers into life, 
Day- light, and liberty ,— 


Then muſt thy gates fly open, and reveal Of the faſt- coming harveſt! Then! O chen! 
The mines that lay long forming under ground, 


In their dark cells immur'd; but now full ripe, 
And pure as filver from the crucible, 

That twice has ſtood the torturg of the fire, 
And inquiſition of the a e know, 

Th' Illuſtrious Deliveresſof mankind, _ 

The Son of God, thee foil'd. Him in thy pow'r 
Thou could not hold: ſelf-vigorous he roſe, 
And, ſhaking off thy fetters, ſoon rerook = 
Thoſe you his "Wy yielding lent. 
(Sure pledge of our releatement from thy thrall !) 
Twice twenty days he ſojourn'd here on earth, 
And ſhew'd himſelf alive to choſen witneſſes 

By proofs fo ſtrong, that the moſt flow affenting 
Had not a ſcruple left. This having done, 

He mounted up to heav 'n. Methinks I ſee him 
Climb the acrial heights, and glide along 
Athwartthe ſevering clouds : but the faint eye, 


Of the good man is peace, How calm his exit ! 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn- out winds expire fo fofe. 
Behold him ! in the.ev'ning-tide of life, ; 
A life well-ſpent, whoſe carly care it was, 
His riper years ſhould not ak Prey his green: 
By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away; 

Yet like the fun ſeems larger at his fening ! 
High in his faith and hopes, look ! how he reaches 
Atrer the prize in view] and, like a bird ; 
That's hamper'd, ſtruggles hard to get away! 


1 Whilſt the glad gates of fight are wide expanded 


To let new glories in, the tirſt fair fruits 1 
Each earth · born joy grows vile, or diſa c 
Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how | 
To have his paſſport ſign d, and be diſmiſs di 
Tis done, and now he's happy | The glad ſoui 
Has not a wiſh uncrown'd. Ev'n the lag fleſh 
Reſts too in hope of meeting once again 
[ts better half, never to ſunder more. 

Nor ſhall it hope in vain: the time draws on 
When not a fingle ſpot of burial- earth, 
Whether on land, or in the ſpacious ſea, 

But muſt give back its long- committed duſt 
[nviolate : and faithfully ſhall theſe OTE 
Make up the full account; not the leaſt atom 
Keds or miſlaid, of the whole tale. 


* 


Aſk not, how this can be? Sure the ſame * 
That rear d the piece at firſt, and took it dowu, 


Flung back ward in the chace, ſoon drops its hold, Can re- aſſemble the looſe ſcatter d parts, 


Diſabled quite, and jaded with purſuing. 
Heaven's portals wide expand to let him in; 


And put them as they were. Almighty God 
Has done much more; nor is his arm impair d 


Nor are his friends ſnut out: as ſome great prince Thro' length of days; and what he can he will; 


Not for himſelf alone procures admiſſion, 

But for his train ; it was his royal will, 

That where he is, there ſhould his followers be. 
Death only lies between! a gloomy path ! 

Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears ! 
But not untrod, nor tedious : the fatigue | 
Will ſoon go off. Beſides, there's no by-road 
To bliſs. Then why, like ill- condition'd children, 
Start we at tranſient hardſhips in the way 

That leads to purer air and ſofter ſkies, 

And a ne'er- ſetting fun ? Fools that we are! 
We with to be where ſweets unwith'ring bloom; 
But ſtrait our with revoke, and will not go. 

So have I ſeen, upon a ſummer's even, 

Faſt by a riv'let's brink a youngſter play 

How wiſhfully he looks to tem the tide 1 

This moment reſolute, next unreſoly'd, 

At laſt he dips his foot; but as he dips 

His fears 2 and he runs away 85 
From th' inoffenſive ſtream, unmindful no-] 

Of all the flow'rs that paint the further bank, 
And ſmil'd ſo ſweet of late. Thrice welcome 
That, after many a painful bleeding ſtep, 2 ! 
Conducts us to our home, and lands us ſafe 


On he long with'd-for ſhore, Prodigious change 
| 4 


is faithfulneſs ſtands bound to ſee it dene. 


Not unattentive to the call, ſhall wake; 

And ev'ry joint poſſeſs its proper place, 

With a new elegance of form, unknown, . _. 

To its firſt tate. Nor ſhall the conſcious foul. 

Miſtake irs partner; but ainid® the crowd, 

Singling its other half, into its arms 

Shall ruſh, with all the impatience of a man 

That's new. come home,. who having long been 
| abſent, _ | 

With haſte runs over ev'ry different room, 


Nor time, nor death, ſhall ever part them more. 
'Tis but a night, a long and moonleſs night; 


Thus, at the ſhut'of even, the weary bir 
[caves the wide ait, and in ſome lonely break 
Cow'rs down, and doſes till the dawn of day; 


Then claps his well-fledg d wings, and 


Away. 


9 40. Happineſt to be fond in Fine lone.” 
| 7 "Pork. 


«Virtue alone is Happineſs below.” 


owe 


Each ſoul ſhall have a body ready - furniſh dz * | 
And cach ſhall have his own. Hence, ye prophane b 


5 - 
1 — — — — ———— We Pati — 2 — — AI rt ro ts 6 


When the dread trumpet ſounds, the ſlumb ting 
[Ault 
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In pain to ſee the whole. Thrice happy meeting | 


We make the grave Hur ded, and then are gone. | 


K Now then this truth (enough for Fon to 
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The only point where human bliſs ſtands fl, 
And taftes rhe good without the fall to ill; 
Where only Merit conſtant pay receives, 
Is bleſt in what it takes, and what it gives; 
The joy unequall'd if its end it gain, 
And, if it Joſe, attended with no pain: 
Without fatiety, tho' er ſo bleſs d, 
And but more reliſh'd as the more diſtreſs d : 
The broadeſt mirth unfeeling Folly wears, 
Leſs pleaſing far than Virtue's very tears: 
Good from each obje&, from cach place ac- 
For ever exercis'd, yet never tir d; quir d, 
Never elated while one man's oppreſs d; 
Never dejected while another s bleſs'd; 
Aud where no wants, no withes can remain, 
Since but to wiſh more Virtue, is to gain. 
See! the ſole bliſs Heav'n could on all beſtow, 


Which who but feels can taſte; but thinks, can 


know : 


d. = with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The 


muſt miſs; the good, untaught, will ſind; 
Shre to no ſect, who takes no private road, 
Bur looks thro? Nature up to Nature's God; 
Purſues that chain which links th' immenſe 
_ 
Joins heav'n and earth, and mortal and divine; 
Sees, that no being any bliſs can know, 


+ But touches ſome above, and ſome below; 


Learns from this union of the rifing whole, 
The firft, laſt e of the human foul ; 
And knows w Faith, Law, Morals, all began, 
Alt end in Love of God, and Love of Man. 
For him alone, Hope leads — 21 to goal? 
ns on bis ſoul; 
Till lengthen'd on to Faith, and unconſin'd, 
It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind. 
He ſees why Nature plants in Man alone 
Hope of known blifs, and faith in bliſs unknown 


(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind 


Are giv'n in vain, but what they ſeek they find) : 
Wiſe is her r ſhe connects in this 

His greateſt Virtue with his greateſt Bliſs; 

At once his own bright proſpect to be bleſt, 
And ſtrongeſt motive to aſſiſt the reſt. 

Self- love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 
Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing 
Is this too little for the boundleſs heart? \ thine. 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part: | 
Graſp the whole worlds of Reaſon, Life, and 
In one cloſe ſyſtem of Benevolence : [ Senſe, 
Happier as kinder, in N 
And height of Bliſs but height of Charity. 

God loves from Whole to Parts: but human 
Mufx# from Individual to the Whole. | foul 
Self-love bur ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 
As the ſmall pebble ftirs the ful lake; 

The centre mov d, a circle ſtraight ſucceeds, 
Another ſtill, and ſtill another ſpreads; 

Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace; 
His country next; and next all human racc : 
Wide and more wide, th o'crflowings of the mind 
Take ev'ry creature in, of ev'ry kind; | 
Earth fmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 
And Heav'n beholds its image in his breaſt, _ 


/ 


T 
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$ 48. On the Eternity of the Supreme Beings 
| SMART. 


| HATE, wondrous Being who in pow'r ſu- 


preme 
Exiſts from everlaſting ! whgſe great name 


Deep in the human heart, ahd ev'ry atom 


The Air, the Earth, orazure Mainęontains, 

In undecypher'd characters is wrote 
Incomprebenſible O what can words, 

The weak interpreters of mortal thoughts, 

Or what can thoughts (tho'wild of wing they rove 


If to the Heav'n of Heav'ns they wing their way 


* | Advent'rous, like the birds of night they 're loſt, 


And delug'd in the flood of dazzling day.— 

May then the youthful, uninſpired Bard 
Prefume to hymn th' Eternal? may he foar 
Where — and where Cherubin on high 
Reſound th” unceaſing plaudits, and with them 
In the grand chorus mix his feeble voice ? 

He may—if thou, who from the witleſs babe 
Ordaineſt honour, glory, ſtrength, and praiſe, 
Uplift th' unpinion d Muſe, and deign'ftto aſſiſt, 
Great Poet of the Univerſe! his ſong. 

Before this earthly Planet wound her courſe 
Round Light's perennial fountain; before Light 
Herfelf gan ſhine, and at th' inſpiring word 


Shot to exiſtence in a blaze of day; 


Before the Morning-Stars together ſang,” 
And hail'd Thee architect of countleſs worlds; 
Thou art—All-plorious, All-beneficent, 
All Wiſdom and Omnipotence thou art. 

Bur is the zra of Creation fix'd 5 
At when theſe worlds began? Could avght retard 


Or keep. immenſe Arrtificer in floth > [ever, 
Avaunt the duſt- directed crawling thought, 
That Puiſſance immeaſurably vaſt, 

And Bounty inconceivable, could reſt - 
Content, n with one week of action! 
No in th' exertion of thy righteous pow r, 
Ten thouſand times more active than the Sun, 


Syſtems innumerable, matchleſs all, 
All ſtampt with thine uncounterfeited ſeal. 
But yet (if ſtill to more ſtupendous heights 


Perhaps wrapt up in contemplation deep, 
The Beſt of Beings on the nobleſt theme 
Might ruminate at leiſure, ſcope immenſe ! 
Th' Eternal Pow'r and Godhead to explore, 
And with itſeif th? Omniſcient Mind replete: 
This were enough to fill the boundleſs All. 
This were a Sabbath worthy the Supreme! 
Perhaps enthron'd amidft a choicer few * 
Of ſpirits inferior, he w_ greatly plan 
The two prime Pillars of the Univerſe, 
Creation and Redemption — and awhile 
Pauſe—with the grand preſemiments of glory. 


Perhaps but all s conjecture here below, 


All ignorance, and felf-plum'd vanity— 


| O Thou, whoſe ways to wonder at 's ae 


Thro' the vaſt concave of th' æthereal round)? 


Goodneſs, that knows no bounds, from blefling + 


Thou reign'd, and with a mighty hand compos'd 


The Muſe unblam'd her aching ſenſe may ftrain) | 
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| Whom to deſcribe 's preſumption (all we can, O'er the vague paſſage of precarious life; 
And all we may), be glorified, be prais'd. [riſh,| And winds and waves, and rocks and tempeſts, : 


1 A day ſhall come, when all this Earth ſhall pe- Enjoy the everlaſting calm of Heaven: paſt, 

. Nor leave behind ev'n Chaos ; it ſhall come, »Tis then, nor ſooner, that the deathleſs ſoul 
When all the armies of the elements Shall juſtly know its nature and its riſe 2 8 
Shall war againſt themſelves, and mutual rage, 'Tis then the human tongue, new- tun d, ſhall give 
To make Perdition triumph; it ſhall come, Praiſes more worthy the Eternal ear. 
When the capacious atmoſphere above Yet what we can, we ought; — and therefore Thou, 
Shall in fulphureous thunders groan, and dies Purge Thou my heart, Omnipotent and Good ! 
And vaniſh into void; the earth beneath 1 Thou my heart with hyſſop, leſt, like Cain, 
Shall ſever to the centre, and devour offer fruitleſs ſacrifice; and with gifts 

e Th' enormous blaze of the deſtructive flames. Offend, and not propitiate the Ador d. 


4 Ye rocks that mock the raving of the floods, Tho Gratitude were bleſt with all the powers 
| And proudly frown upon th' impatient deep, Her burſting heart could long for; tho' the ſwift, 


: Where is your grandeur now? Ye foaming waves, The fiery-wing'd Imagination ſoar d 
That all along th' immenſe Atlantic roar, Beyond Ambition's with—yet all were vain 
In vain ye ſwell; will a few drops ſuffice To ſpeak him as he is, who is ineffable. 


To quench thie inextinguiſhable fire? [cedars| Yet ſtill let Reaſon thro' the eye of Faith 
Ye mountains, on whoſe cloud-crown'd tops the | View him with fearful love; let Truth pronounce, 


Are leſfen'd into ſhrubs, magnific piles, And Adoration on her bended knee, 
| That prop the painted chambers of the heavgns, | With heaven- directed hands, confeſs his reign, 
: And fx the earth continual ; Athos, where? And let the angelic, archangelic band, 
Where, Tenerif, 's thy ſtatelineſs to-day ? With all the hoſts of Heaven, cherubic forms, 
2 What, Ætna, are thy flames to theſe > No more | And forms ſeraphic, with their ſilver trump 
Than the poor glow- worm to the golden ſun. And golden lyres attend: —46 For thou art holy, 
Nor ſhall the verdant valleys then remain « For Thou art one, th' Eternal, who alone 4 
: Safe in their meck ſubmiſſion ; they the debt Exerts all goodnels, and tranſcends all praiſe! 
Of nature and of juſtice too mult pay. be — — 
Yet I muſt weep for you, ye rival fair, 8 42. On the Immenſ/ity of the Supreme Being. 
2 Arno and Pas, = but for thee SMART. 


| More largely, and with filial tears muſt weep, ONCE more I dareto rouſe the ſounding ſtring, 
O Albion! O my country! Thou muſt join, The Poet of my God—Awake, my glory, 


In vain diſſever d from the reſt, muſt join Awake, my lute and harp—myſelf ſhall wake, 
4 The terrors of th' inevitable ruin. Soon as the ftately — bird 
Nor thou, illuſtrious monarch of the day; In lively lay ſings welcome to the dawn. 


'S Por thou, fair queen of night; nor you, ye ſtars, Lift ye ! how Nature with ten thodfand ton . > 
Ty Tho' million leagues and million till remote, | Begins the grand thankſgiving, Hail, all hail, * | = 
Shall yet ſurvive that day; ye muſt ſubmit, Ye tenants of the foreſt and the field ! 


Sharers, not bright ſpectators of the ſcene. My fellow ſubjects of th' Eternal King, f 
But tho' the Earth ſhall to the centre periſh, |} I gladly join your matins, and with you 
Nor leave behind ev'n Chaos; tho' the air Confeſs his preſence, and report his praiſe. . 
With all the elements muſt paſs away, O Thou, who or the lambkin, or the dove, 
4 Vain as an idiot's dream; tho' the huge rocks, When offer'd by the lowly, meek, and poor, 
= That brandith the tall cedars on their tops, Prefer'ſt to pride's whole hecatomb, accept + 
With humbler vales muſt to perdition yield; This mean Eſſay, nor from thy treaſure-houſe 
Tho' the gilt Sun, and ſilver-treſſed Moon, Of glory immenſe the Orphan's mite exclude. 
a) f Vl all her bright retinue, muſt be loſt . | What tho the Almighty*s regal throne be rais'd 
Yet Thou, Great Father of the world, ſurviv'ſt High o'er yon azure Heagen's exalted dome, 
Eternal, as thou wert: Yet ſtill ſurvives By mortal eye unkenn'd—where Eaſt nor Weſt 
The ſoul of man immortal, perfect now, Nor South nor bluſtering North has breath to 


And candidate for unexpiring joys. | Albeit He there with angels and with ſaints [ blowz 
He comes] he comes ! the awful trump I hear ; | Holds conference, and to his radiant hoſt 


The flaming ſword's intolcrable blaze Ev*n face to face ſtands viſibly confeſt ; 
I fee ! He comes | th' Archangel from above. | Yet know, that nor in preſence or in power” E 
“ Ariſe, ye tenants of the filent grave, | Shines He leſs perfect here; 'tis man's dim eye 
« Awake incorruptible, and ariſe : That makes th' obſcurity. He is the ſame; 
© From eaſt to weſt, from the Antar&ic pole Alike in all his univerſe the ſame. 5 
Jo regions Hyperborean, all ye ſons, Whether the mind along the ſpangled ſky 
© * Ye ſons of Adam, and ye heirs of heaven— Meaſures her pathleſs walk, ſtudious to view © 
x * Ariſe, ye tenants of the filent grave, The works of vaſter fabric, where the planets 
„% Awake incorruptible, and ariſe.” Weave their harmonious rounds, their march di- 
Tis then, nor ſooner, that the reſtleſs mind | Still faithful, Kill inconſtant, tothe ſun z ([reQing 
cuts Shall find itſelf at home; and like the ark, Or where the comet, thro' ſpace infimte 


Fix'd on the movntain Ip, ſhall look aloft a whirling worlds oppoſe in globes of = 
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Or where in Heaven above, the Heaven of Hea- 
Burn brighter ſuns, and goodlier planets roll 
With ſatellites more glorious —Thou art there. 
Or whether on the occan's boiſterous back 
Thou ride triumphant, and with outſtretch d arm 
Curb the wild winds and diſcipline the billows, 
The ſuppliant ſailor finds Thee there, his chief, 
His only help) When Thou rebuk'& the fiorm, 
It ceaſes—and the veſſel gently glides 
Along the gloſly level of the calm. 
Oi could I ſearch the boſom of the ſea, 
| _ Downthegreatdeprh deſcending; there thy works 
Would alto ſpeak thy reſidence ; and there 
Would I, thy ſervant, like the ſtill profound, 
Afgoniſh'd into filence muſe thy praiſe 
Behold ! behold ! th' unplanted garden round 
Of vegetable coral, ſea-flowers gay, 
And ſhrubs of amber from the pearl- pav d bottom, 
Riſe richly varied, where the finny race | 
In blithe ſecurity their gambols play : 
While high above their heads Leviathan, 
The terror and the glory of the main, 
His paſtime takes with tranſport, proud to ſee 
The occan's vaſt dominion all his own. 
Hence thro the genial bowels of the earth 
* Eaſy may fancy paſs ; till at thy mines, 
Gani or Raolconda, the arrive, 
And from the adamant's imperial blaze 
Form weak ideas of her Maker's glory. 
Next to Pega or Ceylon let me rove, 
Where the rich ruby (deem'd by ſages old 
Of ſovereign virtue) ſparkles ev'n like Sirius, 
And bluſhes into flames. Thence will I go 
To undermine the treaſure - fertile womb 
Of the huge Pyrencan, to detect 
The agate and the deep-intrenched gem 


Delights to play the mimic on herſelf ; 

And in their veins ſhe oft pourtrays the forms 
Of leaning hills, of trees erect, and fircams 
Now ſtealing ſoftly on, now thundering down 
In deſperate caſcade, with flowers and beats, 
And all the living landſkip of the vale : 

In vain thy pencil, Claudio or Pouiſin, 

Or thine, immortal Guido, would eſſay 

Such ſkill to imitate—it is the hand 

Ot God himfelf—for God humſolf is there. { vance 


Hence with th' aſcending ſprings let me ad- | 


Turo beds of maguets, minerals, and {par, 
p to the mountain's ſummit, there t' indulge 
In ambition of the comprehenſive cye, 
That dares to eall th horizon all her own. 
Beheld the foreſt, and tk expaniive verdure 
Of yonder level lawn, whoſe ſmooth-thorn ſod 
No object interrupts, unleſs the oak | 
His lordly head uprears, and branching arms 
Exterids—Behold in rege! ſolitude, 
And paſtoral magnificence, he ſtands 
So Gmple, and & great, the under-wood 
Of meancr rank an awful diſtance keep. 
Yet thou art there, yet God himfelf is there, 
Vn on the buſh (tho not as when to Mules 
He ſhone in burning majeſty reveal 'd), | 


-- 
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Darts, like a javelin, to his diſtant goal; [vens, 


Nathleſs conſpicuous in the linnet's throat 
is his unbounded-goodneſs— Thee her Maker, 
Thee her Preſerver chants ſhe in her ſong; 
While all the emulative vocal tribe 
The grateful leflon learn—no other voice 
Is heard, no other found—for, in attention 
Buried, ev'n babbling Eche holds her peace. 
Now fromthe plains, where the unbounded pro- 
Gives liberty her utmoſt ſcope to range, [ ipec 
Turn we to yon inclofures, where appears 
Chequer'd variety in all her forms, ; 
Which the vague mind attract, and fill ſuſpend 
| With ſweet plerplexity. What are yon towers, 
The work of labouring men and chumſy art, 
Seen with the tir gdoveꝰs neſt ? On that tall beech 
Her penſile houſe the feather'd artiſt builds 
The rockmg winds moleſt her not; for ſee 


That, like the compafs in the bark, it keeps 
True to itſelf, and ſtedfaſt ev'n in ſtorms. 


| 1 hou idiot, that aſſerts there is no God, 

View, and be dumb for ever— _ 

| Go bad Vitruvius or Palladio build 

The bee his manſion, or the ant her cave 
Go call Correggio, or let Titian come {| cherry 
To paint the hawthorn's bloom, er teach the 
To bluſh with juſt vermilion — Hence away— 

Hence, ye profane! for God himſelf is here. 
Vain were th' attempt, and impious, to trace 
Fhro' all his works th' Artificer Divine 
And tho' nor ſleining ſun, nor tw inkling ſtar, 
Bedeck'd the crimſon curtains of the ſky ; 

Tho' nenher vegetable, beaft, nor bird 

Were extant on the ſurface of this ball, 

Nor lurking gem beneath; tho' the great ſea 

| Slept in protound ſtagnation, and the air 


Had left no thunder to pronounce its Maker; 
Ot kindred jaſper—Nature in them both + 


Yet man at home, within himſelf, might find 
The Deity immenſe, and in that frame, 

; 50 fcarfully, ſo wonderfully made, 

Ice and adore hiis providence and power— 

| | ſee, aud I adore—O God moſt bountcous ! 
{G infraene- of goodneſs and of glory, Lee; 
The knee that thou haſt ſhap'd ſhall bend ts 
The tongue which thou haſt tun'd thall chan! 
thy praiſe 3 


And thine own image, the immortal ſoul, 


Shall conſecrate herſeif to Thee for cver. 


K 


'$ 43. On the Omniſcience of the Supreme Rei. 
| * SMART. 
RISE, divine Urania, with new ſtrains 

To hymn thy God! and thou, immortal Fame, 
Ariſe and blow thy everlaſting trump ! 
All glory to the Omniſcient, and praiſe, 
And power, and domination in the height! 
And thou, cherubic Gratitude, whoſe voice 
To pious ears ſounds ſilverly fo ſweer, 5 
Come with thy precious incenſe, bring thy gifs, 
And with thy choiceſt ſtores the altar crown. 
Thou too, my heart, whom He, and He alor? 
Who all things knows, can know, with lobe e. 
Kegenerate, and pure, pour ail thyfelf [5e 
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With ſuch due poiſe the wondrous fabric 's hung, 
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Book J. 
A living ſacrifice before his throne ! 
And may th' eternal, high, myſterious tree, 
That in the centre of the arched heavens [ branch 
Bears the rich fruit of knowledge, with ſome 
Stoop to my humble reach, and bleſs my toil ! 
When in my mother's womb conceal'd I lay, 
A ſenſeleſs embryo, then my ſoul thou knew'ſt, 
Knew'ft all her future workings, every thought, 
And every faint idea yet unform'd. ; 
When up the imperceptible aſcent 
Of growing years, led by thy hand, I roſe, 
Perceptions gradual light, that ever dawns 
Inſeaſibly to day, thou didft vouchſafe, 
And taught me by that reaſon thou inſpir'dſt, 
That what of knowledge in my mind was low, 
Imperfect, incorrect —in Thee is wondrous, 
Uncircuinſerib'd, unſearchably profound, 
And eftimable folely by itfelf. 5 5 
What is that ſecret pow'r that guides the brutes, 
Which Ignorance calls Inſtiuct? Tis from Thee; 
It is the operation of thine hands, : 
Immediate, inſtantaneous; tis thy wiſdom 
That glorious ſhines tranſparent thro' thy works. 
Who taught the pye, or who forewarn'd the jay, 
To ſhun the deadly nightſhade ? Tho' the cherry 
Boaſts not a gloſſier hue, nor does the plum 
Lure with more ſecming ſweets the amorous eye, 
Yet will not the ſagacious birds, decoyed 
By fair appearance, Huch the noxious fruit. 
They know to taſte is fatal ; whence, alarm'd, 
dwift on the winnowingwindsthey work their way. 
Go to, proud reaſoner, philoſophic man, 
Haſt thou ſuch prudence, thou ſuch knowledge? 
Full many a race has fall'n into the ſnare —No, 
Of meretricious looks, of pleaſing ſurface ; 
And oft in deſert iiles the famiſu'd pilgrim, 
By forms of fruit, and luſcious taſte, beguil'd, 
Like his forefather Adam, cats and dies. 
For why? his wiſdom on the leaden fect 
Of flow Expericnce, dully tedious, creeps, 
And comes, like Wheance, after long delay. 
The venerable ſage, that nightly trims 
The learned lamp, t' inve{tigate the powers 
Of plants medicinal, the earih, the air, 
And the dark regions of the foſſil world, 
Grows old in following what he ne'er ſhall find; 
Studious in vain ! till haply at the laſt 
He ſpies a miſt, then ſhapes it into mountains, 
And baſeleſs fabrics from conjecture builds: 
While the domeſtic animal, that guards 
At midnight hours his threſhold, if oppreſs'd 
By ſudden ſickneſs, at his maſter's feet 
Begs not that aid his ſervices might claim, 
But is his own phy ſician, knows the caſe, 
And from th' emetic herbage works his cure. 
Hark ! from afar the feather'd matron * ſcreams, 
And all her brood alarms ! The docile crew 
Accept the ſignal one and all, expert 
In th art of Nature and unlearn d deceit: 
Along the ſod, in counterfeited death, f 
Mute, motionleſs they lie; full well appria d 
That the rapacious adverſary 's near. 


The Hen Turkey. 


Then to the 


- 
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But who inform'd her of th' approaching danger? 
Who taught the cautious mother, that the hawk 
Vas hatch'd her foe, ànd liv'd by her deſtruction? 
Her own prophetic ſoul is active in her, 

And more than human providence her guard. 


When Philomela, ere the cold domain 


Of crippled Winter gins t' advance, prepares 
Her annual fight, and in ſome poplar ſhade 
Takes her melodious leave, who then 's her pilot? 
Who points her paſſage thro? the pathleſs void 
To realms from us remote, to us unknown ? 
Her ſcience is the ſcience of her God. 

Not the magnetic index to the North 

E'cr aſcertains her courſe, nor buoy, nor beacon 2 
She, Heaven-taught voyager, that fails in air, 
Courts nor coy Weſt nor Eaſt, but inſtant knows 
What Newton or not ſought, or ſought in vainf. 


Illuſtrious name ! irrefragable proof 


Of man's vaſt genius, and the ſoaring ſoul ! 

Yet what wert thou to Him, who knew his works 
Before creation form'd them, long before 

He meaſur'd in the hollow of his hand 

Th' exulting ocean, and the higheſt heavens 

He comprehended with a ſpan, and weigh'd 


The mighty mountains in his golden ſcales; 


Who ſhone ſupreme, who was himſelf the light, 


Ere yet Refraction learn'd her {kill to paint, 


And bend athwart the clouds her beauteous bow. 


When Knowledge at her father's dread com- 


Refign'd to Iſrael's king her golden key, [mand 


O!] to have join'd the frequent auditors 
In wonder and delight, that whilom heard 


Great Solomon deſcanting on the brutes. 


O! how ſublimely glorious to apply 

To God's own honour, and good-will to man, 
That wiſdom he alone of men poſſeſs d 

In plenitude fo rich, and ſcope ſo rare. 

How did he rouſe the pamper'd filken ſons 
Of ploated Eaſe, by placing to their view 

The fage induſtrious Ant, the wiſeſt inſect, 
And beſt œconomiſt of all the field ! 


The" ſhe preſumes not by the folar orb | 
To meaſure times and ſeaſons, nor conſults 
Chaldean calculations, for a guide; 


Yet, conſcious that December 's on the march, 
Pointing with icy hand to Want and Woe, 

She waits his dire approach, and undiſmay'd 
Receives him as a welcome gueſt, prepar'd 
Againſt the churliſh Winter's fierceſt blow. 

For when as yet the favourable Sun 

Gives to the genial earth th' enlivgning ray, 

Not the poor ſuffering ſlave, that hourly toils 
To rive the groaning earth for ill-ſought gold, 
Endures ſuch trouble, ſuch fatigue, as ſhe ; 
While all her ſubterrancous avenues, [ meet 


And ftorm-proof cells, with management moſt 


And unexampled houſewifery the forms: 

Feld ſhe hies, and on her back, 
Burden immenſe ! ſhe bears the cumbrous corn. 
Then many a weary. ſtep, and many a ſtrain, 
And many a grievous groan ſubdued, at length 
Up the huge lull ſhe hardly heaves it home: 


+ The Loa;it de. E 


Da Nor 


[ 
| 
| 
| 
| 

z 


36 


Nor reſts the here her providence, but nips 

With ſubtle tooth the grain, leſt from her garner 

In miſchievous fertility it teal, | 

And back to day-light vegetate its way. 

Go to the Ant, thou ſluggard, learn to live, 

+ And by her wary wars reform thine own. 

Bur if thy deaden'd ſenſe, and liſtleſs thought, 

More glaring evidence demand; bchold, 

Where yon pellucid populous hive preſents 

A yet uncopied model to the world 

There Machiavel in the reflecting glaſs | 

May read himſelf a fool. The chemiſt there 

May with aſtoniſhment invidious view 

His roils outdone by each plebeian bee, 

Who, at the royal mandate, on the wing, 

From various herbs, and from diſcordant flowers, 

A perfect harmony of ſweets compounds. | 
Avaunt, Conceit! Ambition, take thy flight 

Back to the Prince of vanity and air! 

O! *tis a thought of energy moſt piercing; ¶ foree 

Form'd to make Pride grow humble; form'd to 

Its weight on the reluctant mind, and give her 

A true but irkſome image of herſelf. 

Woeful viciffitude ! when man, fallen man, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
'Tis thy terrific voice; all nature hears it, 
Awaken'd and alarm'd; ſhe feels its force ; 
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In every ſpring ſhe feels it, every wheel, 
And every movement of her vaſt machine. 
Behold ! quakes Apennine; behold ! recoils 
Athos; and all the hoary-headed Alps 
Leap from their baſes at the god-like ſound, 
But what is this, celeſtial the the note, 
And proclamation of the reign ſupreme, 
Compar'd with ſuch as, for a mortal ear 
Too great, amaze the incerporeal worlds? 
Should Ocean to his congregated waves 
Call in each river, cataract, and lake, 
And with the wat'ry world down à huge rock 
Fall headlong in one horrible caſcade, 
Twere but the echo of the parting breeze, 
When zephyr faints upon the lily's breaſt ; 
Twere but the ceaſing of ſome inſtrument, 
When the laſt lingering undulation 
Dies on the doubting ear, if nam'd with ſounds 
So mighty! ſo ſtupendous ! ſo divine! 

But not alone in the atrial vauk 
Does He the dread theocracy maintain; 
For oft, enrag'd win his inteſtine thunders, . 


Who firſt from Heav'n, from gracious God himſelf He harrows up the bowels of the earth, 


Learn'd knowledge of the brutcs, muſt know, by 
brutes 

Inſtructed and reproach'd, the ſcale of being; 

By flow degrees from lowly ſteps afcend, 

And trace Omniſcience upwards to its ſpring ! 

Yet murmur not, but praiſe —for tho' we ſtand 

Of many a godlike privilege amerc'd | 

By Adam's dire tranſgreſſion; tho' no more 

Is Paradiſe our home, but o'er the portal 

Hangs in terrific pomp the burning blade; 


Still with ten thouſand beautics blooms the earth, 


Wich pleaſures populous, and with riches crown d. 
Still is there ſcope for wonder and for love 
Ev'n to their laſt exertion—ſhowers of bleſſings 
Far more than human virtue car deſerve, | 
Or hope expect, or gratitude return. 

Then, O ye people, O ye ſons of men, 
Whatever be the colour of your hves, 
Whatever portion of itſelf his Wiſdom 

Shall deign t' allow, ſtill patiently abide, 

And praiſe him more and more; nor ceaſe to chant 
All glory to th“ Omniſcient, and praiſc, 

« And power, and domination in the height 

« And thou, cherubic Gratitude, whoſe voice 
To pious cars ſounds filverly fo ſweet, 

« Come with thy precious incenſe, bring thy gifts, 


And with thy choiceſt ſtores the altar crown. 


TN SEM AOZA, 


| $ 44. Onthe Power of the Supreme Being. SMART. 
4 TEREMBLE, thou Earth !” th anointed poet 
faid, 2 ! 
At God's bright preſence ; tremble, all ye moun- 
And all ye hillocks on the ſurface bound!“ 
Then once again, ye glorious thunders, rofl ! 
The Muſe with tranſport hears ye; once again 
Convulſe the ſolid continent! and ſhake, 
Grand muſic of Omnipotence, the iſles ! 
'Tis thy terrific voice, thou God of power, 


And thocks the central magnet—Cities then 
Totter on their foundations, ſtately columns, 
Magnific walls, and heaven-aſſaulting ſpires. 
Nhat tho' in haughty eminence erect 
Stands the ſtrong citadel, and frowns defiance 
On adverſe hoſts j tho” many a baſtion jut 
Furth from the rampart's elevated mound ;. 
Vain the poor providence of human art, 
And mortal ſtrength how vain ! while underneath 
Triumphs his mining vengeance in th' uproar 
Of thatter'd towers, riven rocks, and mountain, 
With clamour inconceivable uptorn, 
And hurl'd adown th' abyſs. Sulphureous pyrites 
Burſting abrupt from darkneſs into day, 
With din 6utrageous and deſtructive ire, 
Augment the hideous tumult, while it wounds 
Th' afflictive ear, and terrifies the eye, 
And rends the heart in twain. Twice have we feß, 
Within Auguſta's walls twice have we felt, 
Thy threaten'd indignation : but even Thou, 
Incens d Omnipotent, art gracious ever; 
Thy goodneſs infinite but mildly warn'd us, 
With mercy-blended wrath ; O ſpare us ſtill, 
Nor ſend more dire conviction ! We confeſs 
That thou art He, th' Almighty : we believe. 
For at thy zighteous power whole ſyſtems quake; 
For at thy nod tremble ten thouſand worlds. 
Haik ! on the winged whirlwind's rapid rage, 


| Which is and is not in a moment—hark ! 


On th' hurricane's tempeſtuous ſweep he rides 
Invincible, and oaks, and pines, and cedars, 
And foreſts are no more. For, conflict dreadful! 
The Weſt encounters Eaſt, and Notus meets 
In his career the Hyperborean blaſt. 

The lordly lions ſhuddering ſeek their dens, 
And fly like timorous deer; the king of birds, 
Who dar'd the ſolar ray, is weak of wing, 


And faints, and falls, anddies;—while He fopreme 


Stands ſtedfaſt in the centre of the ſtorm. 


| Wheretore, ye objects terrible and great, y 
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Ye thunders, earthquakes, and ye fire-fraught 
Of fell volcanoes, whirlwinds, hurricanes, [ wombs 
And boiling billows, hail ! in chorus join 

To celebrate and magnify your Maker, 


Who yet in works of a minuter mould A 


Is not leſs manifeſt, is not leſs mighty. 

Survey the magnet's ſympathetic love, 
That woos the yielding needle; eontemplate 
Th' attractive amber's power, inviſible 
Ev'n to the mental eye; or when the blow 
Sent from th' electric ſphere aſſaults thy frame, 
Shew me the hand that dealt it — Baffled here 
By his Omnipotence, Philoſophy 
Slowly her thoughts inadequate revolve 
And ſtands, with all his circling wonders rouyd her, 
Like heavy Saturn in th' ethereal ſpace 
Begirt with an inexplicable ring. 

If ſuch the operations of his power, 
Which at all ſeaſons-and in every place 
(Rul'd by eftabliſh'd laws and current nature) 
Arreſt th' attention; who, oh who ſhall tell 
His acts miraculous ? when his own decrees 
Repeals he, or ſuſpends; when by the hand 
Of Moſes or of Joſhua, or the mouths 
Of his prophetic ſeers, ſuch deeds he wrought, 
Before th' aſtoniſh d ſun's all-ſeeing eye, 
That faith was ſcarce a virtue. Need I fing 
The fate of Pharaoh and his numerous band 
Loſt in the reflux of the wat'ry walls, 
That melted to their fluid ſtate again? 
Need I recount how Sampſon's warlike arm 
With more than mortal nerves was ſtrung, t' o'er- 
Idolatrous Philiſtia? Shall I cell throw 
How David triumph'd, and what Job ſuſtain'd ? 
—But, O ſupreme, unutterable mercy ! 
O love unequall'd, myſtery immenſe, 
Which angels long t*unfold! tis man's redemptjon 
That crowns thy glory, and thy power confirms; 
Confirms the great, th' uncontroverted claim. 
When from the Virgin's unpolluted womb 
Shone forth the Sun of Righteouſneſs reveal'd, 
And on benighted reaſon pour'd the day; 
«Let there be peace! he ſaid, and all was calm 
Amongſt the warring world calm as the fea . 
When, „O be ſtill, ye boiſterous winds !” he 

exe, -- 

And not a breath was blown, nor murmur heard. 
His was a life of miracles and might, 
And charity and love, ere yet he taſte . 
The bitter draught of death, ere yet he riſe 
Viftorious o'er che univerſal foe, 
And death, and ſin, and hell in triumph lead. 


His by the right of conqueſt is mankind, 


And in ſweet ſervitude and golden bonds 
Were tied to him for ever. O how eaſy 

Is his ungalling yoke, and all his burdens 
Tis ecſtaſy to bear ! Him, bleſſed Shepherd! 


His flocks ſhall follow thro' the maze of life, 
And ſhades that tend to day · ſpring from on high; 
And as the radiant roſes, after fading, 

In fuller foliage and more fragrant breath 

Revive in aul 


g ſpring, fo ſhall it fare 
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With thoſe that love him—for ſweet is their ſa- 
And all Eternity ſhall be their ſpring. [ vour, 
Then ſhall the gates and — | doors, 

At which the Sy of Glory epters in, . [ſure 
Be to the ſaints unbarr'd : anther, where plea- 
Boaſts an undying bluom, where dubious hope 
[s certainty, and grief-attended love 

Is freed from paſſion there we il celebrate, 
With worthier numbers, Him who is, and was, 
And, in immortal proweſs King of kings, 

Shall be the mbnarch of all worlds for ever. 


C 43. On the Goodutſe of the Supreme Being, 
; SMART. 


Orr H EUS, for ſo the Gentiles * call'd thy 
name, 

Iſrael's ſweet Plalmiſt, who alone couldſt wake 

Th' inanimate to motion; who alone 

The joyful hillocks, the applauding rocks, 

And floods, with muſical perſuaſion drew; 

Thou, who to hail and ſnow gav ſt voice and ſound, 

And mad'ſt the mute-melodious greater yet 

Was thy divineſt {kill, and rul'd o'er more 

Than art and nature; for thy tuneful touch 


Drove trembling Satan from the heart of Saul, 


And quell'd the evil Angel :—in this breaſt 

Some portion of thy genuine ſpirit breathe, _ 

And lift me from myſelf; each thought impure 

Baniſh ; each low idea raiſe, refine, 

Enlarge, and ſanctify ;—ſo ſhall the Muſe 

Above the ſtars aſpire, and aim to praiſe _ 

Her God on earth as he 1s prais'd in heaven. 
Immenſe Creator! whoſe all- powerful hand 

Fram'd univerſal being, and whoſe eye 

Saw, like thyſelf, that all things form d were good; 

Where ſhall the timorous Bard thy praiſe begin, 

Where end the pureſt ſacrifice of ſong, light, 

And juſt thankſgiving ?—The thought-kindling 

Thy prime production, darts upon my mind 

[ts vivifying beams, my heart illumines, 

And fills my ſoul with gratitude and Thee. 

Hail to the cheerfu] rays of ruddy morn, 

That paint the ſtreaky Eaſt, and blithſome rouſe 

The birds, the cattle, and mankind from reſt! 

Hail to the freſhneſs of the early breeze, 

And Iris dancing on the new-fall'n dew | 

Without the aid of yonder golden globe, 

Loſt were the garnet's luſtre, Joſt the lily, 

The tulip and auricula's ſpotted pride; 

Loſt were the peacock's plumage, to the fight 

So pleaſing in its pomp and gloſſy glow. % 

O thrice-illuftrious ! were it not for Thee, 

Thoſt panſies, that reclining from the bark 

View thro! th' immaculate pellucid ſtream 

Their, portraiture in the inverted heaven, 

Might as well change their triple boaſt, the white, 

The purple, and the gold, that far outvie 

The Eaſtern monarch's garb, ev'n with the dock, 

Ev'n with the baleful hemlock's irkſome + reen. 

Without thy aid, without thy gladſome beams, 


The tribes of woodland warblers would remam 
# See this conjecture ſtrongly ſupported by Dogs in his Life of David. 
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Mute on the bending branches, nor recite 


The praiſe of Him, who, ere he form'd their lord, 
ir voices tun'd to tranſport, wing'd their 


flight, | 
And bade them call for nurture, and receive: 


And lo! they call; the blackbird and the thruſh, 


The woodlark and the redbreaſt, jointly call; 
He hears, and feeds their feather'd families ; 
He feeds his ſweet muſicians, — nor neglects 
'Th' invoking ravens in the greenwood wide; 


And tho their throats coarſe rattling hurt the ear, 


They mean it all for muſic, thanks and praiſe 
They mean, and leave ingratitude to man :— 
But not to all—for, hark the organs blow 


Their ſwelling notes round the cathedral's dome, 


And grace the harmonious choir, celeſtial feaſt 
To pious ears, and med'cine of the mind 
The thrilling trebles and the manly baſe 

Join in accordance meet, and with one voice 
All to the facred ſubject ſuit their ſong. 
While in each breaſt ſweet melancholy reigns 
Angelically penſive, till the joy 

Improves and purifies; the folemn ſcene 

The Sun thro” ſtoried panes furvevs with awe, 
And baſhfully withholds each bolder beam. 
Here, as her home, from morn to cve frequents 
The cherub Gratitude ; behold her eyes! 
With love and gladneſs weepingly they ſhed 
'Ecftatic ſmiles ; the incenſe, that her hands 
Uprear, is ſweeter than the breath of May 


Caught from the neQtarine's bloſſom, and her voice 


Is more than voice can tell; to Him ſhe ſings, 


To Him who feeds, who clothes, and who adorns, 
Who made, and who preſerves, whatever dwells 


In air, in ſtedfaſt earth, or fickle ſea. 
O He is good, He is immenſely good! [man 
Who mark d the climates, varied every zone, 
Diſpenſing all his bleſſings for the beſt, 

In order and in beauty: — riſe, attend, 

Atteſt, and praiſe, ye quarters of the world! 

Bow down, ye elephants, ſubmiſſive bow 


To Him who made the mite! Tho', Aſia's pride, 


' Ye carry armies on your tower-crown'd backs, 
And grace the turban d tyrants, bow to Him 
Who is as great, as perfect, and as good 

In his leſs ſtriking wonders, till at length 
The eye 's at fault, and ſeeks th' aſſiſting glaſs. 
Approach, and bring from Araby the Bleſt 
The fragrant caſſia, frankincenſe, and myrrh, 

And, meckly kneeling at the altar's foot, 

Lay all thetributary incenſe down. 

Stoop, feeble Africa, with reverence ſtoop, 


And from thy brow take off the painted plume ; 


With golden ingots all thy camels load 

T adorn his temples ; haſten with thy ſpear 
Reverted, and thy truſty bow unſtrung, 
While unpurſued thy lions roam and roar, 


And ruin'd towers, rude rocks, and caverns wide 


Re-murmur to the glorious, ſurly found. . | 
And thou, fair Indian, whoſe immenſe domain 
To counterpoiſe the hemiſphere extends, 


Thy mines and med'cines, wealthy maid, attend 
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Who all things form'd, and form'd them all for 


ers, 


Haſte from the Weſt, and withthy fruits and flow - 


EXTRACTS, Boo l. 
More than the plenteouſneſs fo fam'd to flow 
By fabling bards from Amalthea's horn 

Is thine; thine therefore be a porgion due [ crown 
Of thanks and praiſe : come with thy brillian 
And veſt of fur; and from thy fragrant lap 
Pomegranates and the rich ananas pour. 

But chiefly thou, Europa, ſeat of Grace 
And Chriſtian excellence, his Goodneſs own, 
Forth from ten thouſand temples pour his praiſe, 
Clad in the armour of the living God, 
Approach, vnſhcath the Spirit's flaming ſword; 
Faith's ſhield, ſalvation's glory—compals'd helm 
With fortitude aſſume, and o'er your heart 
Fair Truth's invulnerable breaſt-plate ſpread ; 
Then join the general chorus of all worlds, 
And let the ſong of Charity begin 

In ſtrains ſeraphic, and melodious prayer: 
4 all-ſufficient, all-beneficenr, 

Thou God of Goodneſs and of Glory, hear! 
„Thou, who to loweſt minds doſt condeſcend, 
«© Aſſuming paſſions to enforce thy laws, 

% Adopting jcalouſy to prove thy love: 
„Thou, who reſign'd humility uphold'ſt, 
« Ev'n as the floriſt props the drooping roſe, 
« But quell'ft tyrannic pride with peerleſs power, 
% Ev'n as the tempeſt rives the ſtubborn oak: 
O all-ſutſicient, all-benchcenr, 

„Thou God of Goodneſs and of Glory, hear! 
«© Bleſs all mankind; and bring them in che end 
To heav'n, to immortality, and Thee!“ 


8 46. Ode to u . Miſk CARTER, 


THE ſolitary bird of night 
Thro” the pale ſhades now wings his flight, 

And quits the time-ſhook tow'r, 

Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of dav, 

[n philoſophic gloom he lay, 1 55 
Beneath his ivy bow'r, | 

With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 

Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And fighting gales repeat: 

Fav'rite of Pallas! I attend, 

And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
At Wiſdom's awful fear. 


She loves the cool, the ſilent eve, 
Where no falſe ſhows of life deceive, 
Beneath the lunar ray : | 
Here Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 
Nor ſports her gaily-colour'd dyes, | 
As in the glare of day, 

O Pallas ! queen of ev'ry art 


„That glads the ſenſe or mends the heart, 
Bleſt ſource of purer joys; 

In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 

That captivates the mental fight 


With pleaſure and ſurprize ; 


To thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow, 

Aſſiſt thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, 
That breathes no wild defires : 

But, taught by thy unerring rules 

To ſhun the fruitleſs wiſh of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires, 


Fes 
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Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume, 
Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 

Be objects of my pray'r; = 
Let av'rice, Vanity, and pride, | 
Theſe glitt“ ring cnvicd toys divide, 

The dull rewards of care. 

To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart, 

By ftudious thought refin'd : 

For wealth, the ſinites of glad content; 
For power, its ampleſt, beſt extent, 
An empire o'er my mind. 


When Fortune drops her gay parade, 
When pleaſure's tranſient roles fade, 
And wither in the tomb, 
Unchang'd is thy immortal prize, 
Thy ever-verdant laurels riſe 
In undecaying bloom. 


By thee protected, I. defy 

The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtupid lye 
Of ignorance and ſpite ; 

Alike contemn the leaden fool, 

And all the pointed nidicule 
Of undiſcerning Wit. 


From en vy, hurry, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 
In thy retreat I reſt; 
Purſue thee to thy peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 
In all thy graces àreſt. 


He bid Ilyſſus' tuncTul ſtream 
Convey the philoſophie theme 

Of perfect, fair, and good : 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning ſons around 

In awful filence ſtood. 


Reclaim'd, her wild licentious youth 
Confeſsd the potent voice of truth, 
And felt its juſt controul : 


The paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, | 


And virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms 
O'er all their ſenſes ſtole. 


Thy breath inſpires the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's free unbiaſs'd tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous ſtrife: 
Thine are retirement's ſilent joys, 
And all the ſweet endearing ties 
Of ſtill, domeſtic life. 


No more to fabled names confin'd, 

To thee, ſupreme, all- perfect mind, 
My thoughts direct their flight: 

Wiſdom 's thy gift, and all her force 

From thee deriv'd, unchanging fource 
Of intellectual light! 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray 

To regulate my doubtful way, 
Thro' life's perplexing road; 

The miſts of error to controul; _ 

And thro' its gloom direct my fqul 


S To happinely and good! 
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{ Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 


The viſionary ſhadows fly 

Of folly's painted ſhow : 
She ſees, thro' ev'ry fair diſguiſe, 
That all but Virtue's ſolid joys 


| Is vanity and woe. ' 


$ 47- On human Life, OGILVIE. 


| BY Time's low-heaving tide, the works of man 


Are whelm'd ; how Gnks beneath his waſte- 
{ul tway 
The pride of empire! Glittering for a while, 
The gilded veſſels ſport along the ſtream, 
Farn'd with propitious gales : the ſides are firm, 
The hull capacious, and the ſwelling fails 
Float to the breezg-ef ſummer. Ah! how ſoon, 


| Torn by the tempeſt's wildly-ruſhing wing, 


And foundering en the deep it lies deform d. 
A ſhatter'd wreck ! Nor leſs on life deſcends 
The ſtorm impetuous; let thy falver hairs, 
Time-hallow'd age, be witneſs ! the dim eye, 


| The tottering tread, the furrow'd cheek, the hand 


Yet trembling from the blaſt. Tell, ye who tend 
The bed of death, how o'er the helpleſs race 
Ot human victims ſtrides the harpy foot 


| Of Miſery triumphant ! While the veins 
| Shrink to the Fever's ſcorching breatN, or feel, 


Starting, the fiery dart of racking Pain, 


| That writhes to agony ; or looſen'd ſhake 
| Before Conſumption ; when her baleful ſpunge 
| Drops its green poiſon on the ſprings of life. 


Nor theſe alone purſue the race of man, 


Far other Nl await; far other woes 


Like vvltutes revel on his canker'd heat. 
O ye who*nightly languiſh o'er the tomb, 


| Where fleeps thy duſt, Fugenio! Ye whole hearts 
O'er Virtue bleed, when, reeking fromthe ſcourge 


Of dire Oppreſſion, in ſome lonely cave 
She pines all deſolate - Me powers that haunt 
The vale where Genius breathes her plaint alone, 


As airs that warble o'er the murmuring dale 

Remote, to Solitude's inchanting ear ! 

O tell, why wrapt in Grandeur's floating robe 

Vice mounts her throne ! while, trembling at the 
bar, | | 

Stands Innocence appall'd! Tell why the hand 

Of ſtrutting Impudence, unlicens'd, graſps 

The palm of Worth, and his indiguant brow 

Looks down, while meek- ey d Modeſty, diſmay d, 

Mantles her check in crimſon, and retires 

To bluſh in filegce! why thy purple car, 


In blood, and o'er pale Virtue's ſtreaming corſe, 


$ 48. Diſeaſes are the Conſequences of Intempe- 
| | Fance. OGILVIE. 
Le o'er the lilied plain I caſt my eye, 
Long mark'd the crowd that roam'd delighted 


Alternate tran ſport, pity, love, and fear, ſon; 
Work'd in my boſom, 


| | 1 look'd, and hovering o'er the flowery turf 


D 4 | Were 


Wild to the whiſtling wind; her voice unheard, 


High-plum'd Ambition, bathes its rolling wheels 
Rapid and madd'ning ſprings to reach the goal! 
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Were feen innumerable ſhapes, whoſe win 
Wav'd on the wind, or o'er the glittering Feld 
Who trod in filence. - Care with lowering brow 
Slow ftalk'd; and Slander, ſpeckled as the ſnake 
That ſtings th* unwary traveller, along 
The tainted earth trail d looſe, or borne on wings 
Blue as the brunſtone's gleam, in ſecret ſhot 
Her poifon'd arrows. Pining Envy gnaw'd 
A blaſted laurel, from the locks of Fame 
Snatch'd, as the goddeſs to her lips applied 
Her mighty trump, and ſwell'd a ſolemn note 
To Homer's venerable name.—Nct far 
Stood Diſcord foaming. Riot double-rongv'd, 
And gleaming Frenzy, and thy yellow wing, 
Revenge, fell fiend ! ſhook plagues, and thro' the 
Infus d their venom to the inmoſt foul. [breaſt 
O'er all, Diſeaſe her beauty-withering wand 
Wav'd high; and, heaving on the heavy air 
Her raven-pinions, bloated as ſhe ſail'd 
The face of Nature. Shapeleſs was her form, 
And void; the owl's ill-omen'd eyes high-rais'd 
led her front ; her noſtrils breath'd a cloud ; 
Pale Famine's fallow hand hag ſcoop'd her check ; 
And a green viper form'd her forky tongue. 
—— —— —= Slow ſhe mov'd _- 
Along the troubled air; and from a bag 
(Wrought deep by Envy in her midnight den) 
Scatter d the ſeeds of death. The ſparkling bowl 
Receiv d them now z and now the enfechled corſe, 
Lank, open, ſpent, at each unfolding pore 
Suck d in the poiſon, as it roſe decay d, 
Livid, and weak, from Pleaſure's looſe embrace. 


Soon o'er each withering check the balcful 


r 

Had — unſeen her life-conſuming ſtain; 
Nor knew th' exulting youth, who quaff d elate 
The draught delicious, that untimely froſt 
Lurk'd by the ſprings of life; and ſecret chill'd 
The florid blood, and mark'd him for the tomb. 

At laſt with weak ſtep came the trembling Sage, 
Haggard, and ſhrinking from the Breeze; his voice 
Was deep, and hollow; and the looſe nerves ſhook 
His filver-fprinkled head. He thus began: 


My ſons! O ceaſe to liften to the lore [ wiſe, 
of Pleaſure! Death attends her forward ſtep, 
And Peril lays the ſure, tho' ſecret ſnare. 

Hear, then, the words of age. Yet Fate beſtows 
One hour; yet Virtue, with indulgent voice, 
By me invites to ſhun the devious maze 

Of Error: Vet to crown with length of days, 
With joy, with happineſs, your bell career 
She hopes ! O ſnatch the proffer d boon ! be rous d; 
Ere her ſtrong arm tremendous at your heads 
Shall launch th' avenging thunder; ere diſmay'd, 
. bewilder'd, wild, you ſeck the haunt 
Of Peace, when darkneſs veils her lowly cot; 
And mourn her gentle ſmile for ever gone.” 


$ 49. Wiſhes obtained often male Men miſerable. 
9 | OGILVIE. 


YET wan'd, behold what danger marks the 
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{ Of high-brow'd Opulence! Intemperance, 


The fruitful parent of Diſeaſe, behind 
Reels looſe, and filent plants th' entangling ſnare, 
Oft when, to vengeance rous'd, th' Eternal dooms 
Some wretch to miſery extreme; he grants 
The fervent wiſh; he gives th' inſatiate eye 
To rove tranſported o'er its golden ſtore; _ 
The heart to ſwell like Xerxes', when he view'd 
His hoſts that wrapt th' immeaſurable plain, 
And triumph'd in his pow'r. Thus fares the 
wretch a 
As, whirl'd by Paſſion, thro' life's duſty field 
He burſts exulting.. On the droaping head 
Of Merit, ſhy to cenſure, and repre 
By decent Pride from myrmuring ; his rude hand 
Arreſts the palm. He gains it; and ador'd 
By Folly's wondering train, preſumptuous ſhapes 
His courſe; till like a canker at the root, 
Thar ſecret riots on the vital ſtream, 
Slow, but ſure-waſting Fate in filence takes 
Th' inevitable aim; and ſpares the hand 
Of hoary Time his filver and his ſcythe. 

O weak ! thro' Paſſion's erring glaſs to view 
What cooler thought condemns ! Think'ſt thou 
| the man3 
By birth exalted, by the laviſh hand 
Of Fortune crown'd with honour, whoſe gay hours 
Dange to the melting lute's melodious lay, 

Is happy? — Know, thy wander ingſcarch miſtakes 
The ſnade for ſubſtance. Could thy thought ex- 
The mind within; what real ills excite | plore 
The mental tumult; to the wembling gaze 
Of Fear what phantoms of imagin'd woes 
Swim thro' the dark yight's falemn noon, when 
Sleep Pan : A 
Shakes not her poppies o'er his longing eyes, 
That rol in vain ; what inward-eating care 
Preys an his pamper'd blood ; what withes wild; 
What dread of future miſery ; what dreams 
Of horror glcam athwart the ſable ſcroll [ ſcene 


Where Memory prints her records: would the 


Wake thee to envy ? Would thy wiſhing ſoul 


Pant for the boon that glitters to the eyc, 
O yet, while Heav'n ſuſpends your doom, be 


But ftings the heart and poiſons all its joy? 
I read thy fecret 8! 'Tis Guilt that 
ſhades | 
The brow of Grandeur; tis the ſolemn peal 
Of Conſcience thundering in the mental ear, 
Are wakes to quick ſenſation. To the dream 
Of Harmleſs Innocence, no Demon ſhakes 
His front terrific; All is calm within, 
and tuned to perfect harmony.—Yer Peace 
May dwell with Opulence; one happy mind 
May eye rejoicing its extended power 
To work for man; exulting as it views 
A ſmiling tribe around, ſnatch'd from the graſp 
Of ruthleſs want, and baſking in the beam 
Of joy, to tranſport kindling, and to love.” 
Tis . mind by Fortune rais d, 
And warm'd by ſtrong benevolence to ſpread 
Its happineſs to all, diſplays to man 
His Maker's image. To a godlike few 
Heav'n gives at once the virtue and the power: 
Yet plauts not Opulence for theſe a ſnare, 1 


2 
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| That Poverty eſcapes?—The wretch whodragg'd Whats Word from 1 . call'd this | at 


His fire relentleſs to the tomb Say, reſe whole, 
re. No boiling paſſion in his rankled heart? | This wide expanded All from pole to pole! 
ms Felt not his tortur'd breaſt the-venom ſting | Who ſhall preſcribe the boundary to Fhee, 
| Of keen Impatience? Flam'd not to his eve Or fix the æra of eternity ? | 
Gold, titles, honour ; all the tinſel-ſhow, Should we, deceiv'd by error's ſceptic glaſs, 
That on the ſullen front of Avarice wakes ] Admit the thought abſurd—that Nothing was f 
d A gloomy ſmile, and bids his little thought Thence would this wild, this falſe coneluſion flow, 
Receive a gleam of joy? From theſe ſecure That Nothing rais'd this beauteous All below ! 
the Lives not untutor'd Indzgence at eaſe ? When from diſcloſing darkneſs ſplendour br 
| And ſteals unſcen along the vale of life, Aſſociate atoms move, and matter f| 
| Calm, peaceful, ſhelter'd from the ſtormy blaſt | When non-exiſtence burſts its cloſe diſguiſe, 
| That ſhakes Ambition's plume; that wrecks the | How blind are mortals - not to own the ſkies ! 
. hopes | If one vaſt void eternal held its place, | 
ind The quiet of mankind What though to theſe | Whence ſtarted time? or whence expanded ſpace? 
The means are ſcanty ?—O'er the roughen'd{ What gave the ſlumb'ring maſs to feel a change, 
pes cheek Or bid conſenting worlds harmonious range ? 
Health ſheds her bloom; their finews knit by toil, Could Nothing link the univerſal chain? 
Robuſt and firm, ſuppert th' allotted weight; No, 'tis impoſſible, abſurd, and vain ! 
And gradual looſed by long revolving years, | Here reaſon its eternal Author finds, | 
Reſign their charge, untainted by the feeds The whole who regulates, unites, and binds, } 
Of lurking Death, flow through the form diffus'd | Enlivens matter, and produces minds | 
w rom meals that Nature nauſeates, from the cup | Inactive Chaos ſleeps in dull repoſe, 
0 here the wine laughs, and on the mantling cheek | Nor knowledge thence, nor free volition, flows ! 
| Kindles a tranſient bluſh, but works diſeaſe, A nobler ſource thoſe powers ethereal ſhow, 


And ſhades the temples with untimely ſnow. By which we think, deſign, reflect, and know 


urs 1 — a T heſe from a cauſe ſuperior date their riſe, 
| $ co. Deity. Bovsy, Abſtract in efſence from material tics,” 
kes 5 | An origin immortal, as ſupreme, 
ex- Unde nil majus generatur Ife, h From whoſe pure day, celeſtial rays! they came: 
wa Nec wiget quidquam ſimile aut ſecundum. Hok. In hom all pollible perfections thine, | 
FROMearth's low proſpects and deceitful aims, Eternal, ſelf-· exiſtent, and divine 
1 From wealth's allurements, and ambition's| From this great ſpring of uncreated might 
hen dreams, This all-reſplendent orb of vital light; 
; The lover's raptures, and the hero's views, Whence all created beings take their riſe, 
All the falſe joys miſtaken man purſues ; Which beautify the earth, or paint the ſkies ! 
The ſchemes of ſcience, the delights of wine, | Profuſely wide the boundleſs bleſſings flow, 
1d; Or the more pleaſing follies of the Nine! Which heav'n.enrich, and gladden worlds below! 
| Recal, fond Bard, thy long-enchanted fight, Which are no leſs, when properly defin'd, 
ene Deluded with the viſionary light! Than emanations of th' Eternal Mind! 
the A nobler theme demands thy ſacred ſong, Hence triumphs truth beyond objection clear 
| A theme beyond or man's or angel's tongue! | (Let unbelief attend and ſhrink with fear!) 
| But oh, alas! unhallow'd and profane, That what for ever was—muſt furely be 
How ſhalt thou dare to raiſe the heav'nly ſtrain ? | Beyond commencement, and from period free; 
that Do thou, who from the altar's living fire Drawn from himſelf his native excellence, 
| Ifaiah's runeful lips didſt once inſpire, His date eternal, and his ſpace immenſe 1 
Come to my aid, celeſtial Wiſdom, come; And all of whom that man can comprehend, 
From my dark mind diſpel the doubtful gloom ; | Is, that he ne'er began, nor e er ſhall end, 
um My — ſtill, wy purer breaſt inflame, In him from whom exiſtence boundleſs flows, 


To ſing that God from whom exiſtence came; | Let humble faith its ſacred truſt repoſe: 
Till heav'n and nature in the concert join, Aſſur' d, on his eternity depend, | 
And own the Author of their birth divine. „Eternal Father! and eternal Friend !“ 
| Ds I Within that myſtic circle ſafety ſeek, 
rn. No time can leſſen, and no force can break ; 
Whence ſprung this glor;ous frame! or whence | And, loſt in adoration, breathe his praiſe, 
The various forms the unlyerſe compoſe? [aroſe | High Rock of ages, ancient Sire of days! 
ap 1 1 . tigh Rock ot ages, | ye 
From what Almighty Cauſe, what myſtic ſpripgs| © ; 


Shall we derive the origin of things ? ©. + gp II. UNITY. 28 
4 0 Sing, heav'nly Guide ! whoſe all- efficient light | Thus recogniz d, the ſpring of life and thought 
5 * . * ; . * 3 * 
| Drew dawning planets from the womb of night ! | Eternal, ſelf-deriv'd, and unbegot 1 
Since reaſon, by thy ſacred dictates taught, Approach, celeſtial Muſe, th empyreal throne, 
Adores a pow'r beyond the reach of thought. | And awfully adore th' exalted One ! 
= Firſt Cauſe of cauſes ! Sire ſupreme of birth ! | In nature pure, in place ſupremely free, 


Sole light of heav'n! acknowledg'd life of earth! | And happy ip eſſential unity ! A 
1 { ects Wh * 152 Bl 4 
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Bleſe d in hunſelf, had from his forming hand 
No creatures ſprung to hail his wide command; 
Bleſs'd, had the ſacred foqutain ne'er run o'er, 
A boundleſs ſea of bliſs that knows no ſhore ! 
Nor ſenſe can two prime origins conceive, 
Nor reaſon two eternal Gods believe! 
Could the wild Manichzan own that guide, | 
The good would triumph, and the ill tubfide ! 
in would vanquiſh d Arimanius bleed, 
And darkneſs from paevailing light recede | 
In diff rent individuals we find 
An evident diſparity of mind ; 
Hence ductile thought a thouſand changes gains, 
And actions vary as the will ordains ; 
But ſhould two Beings, equally ſupreme, 
Divided pow'r and parted empire claim; 
How. ſoon would univerſal order ceaſe ! 
How ſoon would diſcord harmony diſplace! 
Eternal ſchemes maintain eternal fight, 
Nor yield. ſupported by eternal might; 
Where each would uncontrout'd his aim purſue, 
The links diffever, or the chain renew ! 
Matter from motion croſs impreſſions take, 
As ſerv d each 
While neutral Chaos, from his deep receſs, : 


Would view the never-ending ſtrife increaſe, 

And bleſs the conteſt that ſecur d his peace 

While new creations would oppoſing riſe, 

And elemental war deform the ſkies ! 

Around wild uproar and confuſion hurl'd, 

Eclipſe the heav ns. and waſte the ruin d world. 
TE wo independent cauſes to admit, | 

Daſtroys religion, and debaſes wit; 

The frft by ſuch an anarchy undone, 

The laſt acknowledges its ſource but one. 

As from the main the mountain 111ls are drawn, 

That wind irriguous thro' the Row'ry lawn ; 

So, mindful of their ſpring, one courſe they 


Exploring, ll they find their native deep ! 
Exalted Pow'r inviſible, ſupreme, 

Thou ſov'reign, ſole unutterable Name | 

As round thy throne thy flaming ſeraphs ſtand, 

Aud touch the golden lyre with trembling hand; 

Too weak thy pure effulgence to behold, 


Tranſported with: the ardors of thy praiſe, 
The holy! holy! holy! anthem raiſc ! 
To them reſponſive, let creatign ſing, 
Thee, indiviſible eternal King ! 


III. SPIRITUALITY. 


O fay, celeſtial Muſe l whoſe purer birth 

Diſdains the low material ties of earth; 

By what bright images ſhall be defin'd 
Ihe myſtic nature of th' eternal Mind? 
Or how ſhall thought the dazzling height explore, 
| Where all that reaſon can—is to adore ! 
That God s an immaterial eſſence pure, 
Whom figure cau t deſcribe, nor parts immure; 
Incapable of paſſions, impulſe, fear, 
In good pre- eminent, in truth ſevere : 
Unmix d his nature, and ſublim'd his pow'rs 
From all the groſs allay that tempers ours; 

1 | 


Book E 


SF 
b whoſe clear eye the bright angelic train 
ppcar fuffus'd with imperfection's ſtain ! 
Impervious to the man's or ſeraph's eye, 
Beyond the ken of each exalted high; 
Him would in vain material ſemblance feign, 


Or figur'd ſhrines the boundleſs God contain; 


| Object of faith !—he ſhuns the view of ſenſe, 

; Loſt in the blaze of fightlefs excellence! 
Moſt perfect, moſt intelligent, moſt wiſe, 

In whom the ſanctity of pureneſs lies; 

| In whoſe adjuſting mind the whole is wrought, 
| Whoſe form is fpirt! and whoſe eſſence thought! 
Are truths inſcrib'd by Wiſdom's brighteſt ray, 
In characters that gild the face of day! 

| Reafon confeſs d (howe'er we may diſpute ), 
| Fix'd boundary! difeovers man from brute; 

| But, dim to us, exerts its fainter ray, 

Depreſs'd in matter, and allicd to clay ! 

In forms ſuperior kindles leſs confin'd, 

Whoſe dreſs is zther, and whole ſubſtance mind; 
Vet all from Him, ſupreme of Cauſes, flow, 
To him their pow'rs and their exiſtence owe; 
From the bright cherub of the nobleſt birth, 


Wer his rival's pow'r to break, | To the poor 1 plac'd on earth; 


From matter then to ſpirit ſtill aſcend, 
Thro' ſpirit ſtill refining, higher tend; 
Purſue, on knowledge bent, the pathleſs road, 
Pierce thro” infinitude in queſt of God 
Still from thy ſearch, the centre (tilt ſhall fly, 
| Approaching ſtill—thou never ſhalt come nigh ! 
So its bright orb th' aſpiring flame would join, 
But the valt diſtance mocks the fond deſign. 
If he, Almighty ! whoſe decree is fate, 

Could, to diſplay his pow'r, ſubvert his fiate ; 
Bid from his plaſtic hand a greater riſe, 
; Produce a maſter ! and reſign his ſkies; 
' Impart his incommumicable flame, 
The myſtie number of th' Eternal Name; 
ITben might revelting reafon's feeble ray 

Aſpire to queſtion God's all- perfect day 
Vain taſk the clay in the dircfiing hand 
he reaſon of its form might ſo demand, 
As man preſume to queſiion his diſpoſe, 


From whom the pow'r he thus ahhuſes flows. 


| Here point, fair Muſe ! the worſhip God re- 
With their rich plumes their dazzled eyes infold; 


2 quires, 

| The foul inflam'd with chaſte and holy fares ! 
Where love ccleſtial warms the happy breaſt, 
And from fincerity the thought 's expreſs'd 3 
Where genuine picty and truth rein d 

Re- conſecrate the temple of the mind; 

With grateful flames the living altars glow, 
And God deſcends to viſit man below ! 


IV. oOMNIPRESENCE. 
Thro' the unmeaſurable tracts of ſpace, 


Go, Muſe divine ! and preſent Godhead trace! 


See where, by place uncircumſcrib'd as time, 

He reigns extended, and he ſhines ſublime ! 

Shouldſt * above the heav'n of heav'ns aſ- 
cen 

Couldft thou below the depth of depths deſcend, 

Could thy fond flight beyond the ſtarry ſphere 


The radiant morning's lucid pinions bear ! 
2 | - There 
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There ſhould his brighter preſence ſhine confeſt, 
There his almighty arm thy courſe arreſt ! 
Couldſt thou the thickeſt veil of night aſſume, 


Or think to hide thee in the central gloom ! 


Yet there, all patent to his piercing fight, 
Darkneſs itſelf would kindle into light : 
Not the black manſions of the filent grave, 
Nor darker hell, from her perception fave ; 
What pow'r, alas! thy footſteps cau convey 
Beyond the reach of umnipreſent day: 

In his wide graſp, and comprehenſive eye, 

Immediate, worlds on worlds unnumber'd lie: 
Syſtems inclos'd in his perception roll, 
W hote all-informing mind directs the whole: 
Lodg'd in his graſp, their certain ways they know; 
Plac'd in that ſight from whence can nothing go. 
On earth his footſtool fix d, in heav'n his ſeat 
Enthron'd he dictates, and his word is fate. 

Nor want his ſhining images below, 


In ſtreams that murmur, or in winds that blow; 


His ſpirit broods along the boundlefs flood, 
Smiles in the plain, and whiſpers in the wood; 
Warms in the genial ſun's enliv'ning ray, 
Breathes in the air, and beautifies the day ! 
Should man his great immenſity deny, 

Man might as well uſurp the vacant ſky : 

For were he limited in date, or view, 

Thence were his attributes imperfect too; 

His knowledge, pow'r, his goodneſs all confin'd, 


And loſtth' idea of a ruling Mind 


Feeble the truſt, and comfortleſs the ſenſe, 

Of a defective partial Providence 

Boldly might then his arm injuſtice brave, 

Or innocence in vain his mercy crave; 

Dejected virtue lift its hopeleſs eye; 

And heavy ſorrow vent the heartleſs ſigh! 

An abſent God no abler to defend, | 

Protect, or puniſh, than an abſent friend; 

Diſtant alike our wants or griefs to know, 

To eaſe the anguiſh, or prevent the blow ! 

If he, ſupreme Director, were not near, 

Vain wereour hope, and empty were our fear; 

Unpuniſh'd vice would o'er the world prevail, 

And unrewarded virtue toil—to fail! | 

'The moral worid-a ſecond chaos lie, 2 

And nature ſicken to the thoughtful eye! 
Even the weak embryo, ere to life it breaks, 


From his high pow'r its flender texture takes; 


While in his book the various parts inroll'd, 
Increaſing, own cternal Wiſdom's mould. 
Nor views he only the material whole, 
But pierces thought, and penetrates the ſoul ! 
Ere from the lips the vocal accents part, 
Or the faint purpoſe dawns within the heart, 
His ſteady eye the mental birth perccives, 
Ere yet to us the new idea lives ! 
Knows what we ſay, cre yet the words proceed, 
And, ere we form th' intention, marks the deed ! 
But Conſcience, fair vicegerent-light within, 
Aſſerts its Author, and reſtores the ſcene ! 
Points out the beauty of the govern'd plan, 
Fe And vindicates the ways of God to man.“ 
Then, ſacred Muſe, by the vaſt proſpect fir'd, 
From heay'n deſcended, as by Heav'n infpir'd ; 
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| Or birth of force is imperfection ſtill. 


| Liquids — ſhapes terreſtrial wear, 


{ While we, enquiring phantoms of a day, 


| But Thou, Eternal Lord of life divine! 
| In youth immortal ſhalt for ever ſhine ! 
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His all-enlight'ning Omnipreſence own, known; 
Whence firſt thou feel'ſt thy Uwindling preſence 
His wide Omniſcience, juſtly grateful, ſing, 

Whence thy weak ſcience prunes its callow wing ! 
Andblets th' Eternal, All-informing Soul, [ whole! 
Whoſe ſight pervades, whoſe knowledge fills the 


V. IMMUTABILITY. 


As the Eternal and Omniſcient Mind, 
By laws not limited, nor bounds confin d, 
Is always independent, always free, 
Hence ſhines confeis'd Immutability ! 
Change, whether the ſpontaneous child of willy 


But he, all-perfe&t, in himſelf contains ; 
Pow'r ſelf-deriv'd, and from himſelf he reigns? 
If, alter'd by conſtraint, we could ſuppoſe, 
That God his fix'd ſtability ſhould loſes (__ 
How ſtartles reaſon at a thought ſo firange ! 
What pow'r can force Omnipotence to change ? 
If from his on divine productive thought, 
Were the yet ſtranger alteration wrought ; 
Could excellence ſupreme new rays acquire 2 
Or-ftrong perfection raiſe its glones higher? 
Abſurd !—his high meridian brightneſs glows, 
Never decreaſes, never overflows ! | 
Knows no addition, yields to no decay, 
The blaze of incommunicable day ! T1 
Below, through different forms does matter 
And life ſubſiſt from elemental change; Trange, 


Earth mounts in fire, and fire diffolves in air; 


Inconftant as the ſhadows we ſurvey ! 
With them, along time's rapid current paſs, 
And haſte to mingle with the parent maſs 


No change ſhall darken thy exalted name; 
From everlaſting ages till the ſame! 

If God, like man, his purpoſe could renew, 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo; 
Deſponding Faith would droop its cheerleſs wing, 
Religion deaden to a lifeleſs thing! 

Where could we, rational, repoſe our truſt, 
But in a Pow'r immutable as juſt ? 

How judge of revelation's force divine, 

If truth unerring gave not the deſign? 
Where, as in nature's fair according plan, 
All ſmiles benevolent and good to man. 

Plac'd in this narrow clouded ſpot below-wrt, 
We darkly ſee around, and darkly know ! 5 
Religion lends the ſalutary beam, > 
That gvides our reaſon. thro' the dubious gleam; 
Till ſounds the hour, when he who rules the ſkies 
Shall bid the curtain of Omniſcience riſe ! 
Shall diſſipate the miſts that veil our fight, 
And ſhew his creatures - all his ways are right ! 

Then, when aſtoniſh'd nature feels its fate, 
And fetter'd time ſhall know his lateſt date; 
When earth ſhall in the mighty blaze expire, 
Heav'n melt with heat, and worlds diſſolve in fire! 
The univerſal ſyſtem ſhrink away, | 


And ceaſing orbs confeſs th almighty ſway ! 
| K Immortal 
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Immortal He, amidſt the wreck ſecure, 
Shall fit exalted, anently pure! 
As in the Sacred Puſh, ſhall ſhine the ſame, 
And from the ruin raiſe a fairer frame 


VI. OMNIPOTENCE., 


Far hence, ye viſionary charming maids, 
Ye fancied nymphs that haunt the Grecian ſhades! 
Your birth who from conceiving fiftion drew, 
Yourſelves producing phantoms as untrue ; 
But come, ſuperior Muſe ! divinely bright, 
Daughter of heav 'n, whoſe offspring ſtill is light; 
= OI, * ſacred gueſt 2 
o purge my fight, and animate m aſt, 
While I ET Omnipotence tc — 
And ſing that Pow'r who peopled boundleſs ſpace! 
Thou preſent wert, when forth th' Almighty 


8 
While Chaos trembled at the voice of God ¶ drew, 
Thou faw'ft, when o'er ch immenſe his line he 
When Nothing from his Word exiſtence knew ! 
His Word, that wak d to life the vaſt profound, 
While conſcious light was kindled at the found |! 
Creation fair ſurpris d th' angelic eyes, 
And ſov'reign Wiſdom ſaw that all was wiſe! 

Him, ſole almighty, nature's book diſplays, 

Diſtin& the page, and legible the rays! | 
Let the wild ſcepric his attention throw 
To the broad horizon, or earth below; . 
He finds thy ſoft impreſſion touch his breaſt, 
He feels the God, and owns him unconfeſt; 
Should the ſtray pilgrim, tir'd of ſands and ſkies, 
In Lybia's waſte behold a palace riſe, 
Would he believe the charm from atoms zvrought ? 
Go, atheiſt, hence, and mend thy juſter thought 

What hand, Almighty Architect! but thine, 
Could give the model of this vaſt defign ? 
Whar hand but thine adjuſt th' amazing whole ? 
And bid conſenting ſyſtems beauteous roll! 
What hand but thine ſupply the ſolar light? 
Ever beſtowing, yet for ever bright! 
What hand bur thine the ſtarry train array, 
Or give the moon to ſhed her borrow'd ray? 
What hand but thine the azure convex ſpread? 
What hand but thine compoſe the oceans bed? 
To the vaſt main the ſandy barrier throw, 
And with the feeble curb reſtrain the foe! » 
What hand but thine the wint'ry floud aſſuage, 
Or ſtop the tempeſt in its wildeft rage 

Thee infinite ! what finite can explore ? 
Imagination finks beneath thy pow'r ; 
Thee could the ableſt of thy creatures know, 
Loſt were thy Unity, for he were Thou ! 
Yet preſent to all ſenſe thy pow'r remains, 
Reveal'd in nature, nature's Author reigns ! 
In vain would error from conviction fly, 
Thou ev'ry where art preſent to the eye! 
The ſenſe how ſtupid, and the fight how blind, 
That fails this univerſal truth to find 

Go! all the ſightleſs realms of ſpace ſurvey, 
Returning trace the Planetary Way! ey! 
The fun, that in his central glory ſhines, 
: While ev'ry planet round his orh inclines; 
85 + B+ | | 
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| Than at our intermediate globe repoſe, 
And view yon lunar ſatellite that glows ! 
| Or caſt along the azure vault thy eye, 
When golden day enlightens all the ky; 
Around, behold earth's variegated ſcene, 
| The mingling proſpects, and the flow'ry green; 
| The mowntain brow, the long-extended wood, 
Or the rude rock that threatens o'er the flood 
And fay, are theſe the wild effects of chance? 
Oh, ſtrange effect of reas'ning ignorance ! 

Nor pow'r alone confeſs'd in grandeur lies, 
The glittering planet, or the painted ſkies! 
Equal, the elephant's or emmet's dreſs 
The wiſdom of Omnipotence confeſs ; 

Equal, the cumbrous whale's enormous maſs, 
With the ſmall inſe& in the crowded graſs; 
The mite that gambols in its acid ſea, 
In ſhape a porpus, though a ſpeck to thee 1 

| Ev'n the blue down the purple plum ſurrounds, 
A living world, thy failing tight confounds, 
To him a peoplcd habitation thows, 

W here millions taſte the boynty God beſtows ! 

Great Lord of life, whoſe all-controuling might 
Thro' wide creation beams diyinely bright, 

Nor only does thy pow'r in forming ſhine, 

Bur to annihilate, dread King! is thine, 

Shouldſt thou withdraw thy ſtill-ſupporting 
hand, 8 ; 

Ho languid nature would aſtoniſh'd ſtand ! 

Thy frown the ancient realm of night reſtore, 

And raiſe a blank—where ſyſtems ſmil'd before 

See in corruption, all- ſurpriſing ſtate, 

How ftruggling life eludes the ſtroke of fate; 
Shock d at the ſcene, tho' ſenſe averts its eye, 
Nor ſtops the wondrous proceſs to deſcry ; 
Yet juſter thought the myſtic change purſucs, 
And with delight Almighty Wiſdom views |! 
The brute, the vegetable world ſuryeys, 

Sees life ſubſiſting ev'n from life's decays! 


— 


| Mark there, ſelf- taught, the penſive reptile come, 


Spin his thin ſhroud, and living build his tomb 
With conſcious care his former pleaſures leave, 
And dreſs him for the bus'neſs of the grave 
Thence, paſs'd the ſhort-liv'd change, renew'd 
he ſprings, | 
Admires the ſkies, and tries his ſilken wings 
With airy flight the inſect roves abroad, 
And ſcorns the meaner earth he lately trod! 
Thee, potent, let deliver'd Iſrael praiſe, 

And to thy name their grateful homage raiſe ! 
Thee, potent God ! let Egypt's land declare, 
Thar felt thy juſtice, awfully ſevere ! 
How did thy frown benight the ſhadow'd land! 
Nature, revers'd, how own thy high command 
When jarring elements their uſe forgot, : 
And the ſun felt thy overcaſting blot 
When earth produc'd the peſtilential brood, 
And the foul ſtream was crimſon'd into blood! 
How Ucep the horrors of that awful night, 
How ſtrong the terror, and how wild the fright ! 
When o'er the land thy ſword vindictive paſs d, 
And men and infants breath'd at once their laſt, 
How did thy arm thy favour'd tribes convey ! 
Thy light conducting point the patent way! 

| O'bedient 
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Obedient ocean to their march divide 

The wat'ry wall diſtin& on either fide ; 

While thro” the deep the long proceſſion led, 

And ſaw the wonders of the. 00zy bed ! 

Nor long they marchꝰ d, till, black ning inthe rear, 

The vengeful tyrant and his hoſt appear 

Plunge down the ſteep, the waves thy nod obey, 

And whelm the threatn' ing ſtorm beneath the ſea! 
Nor yet thy pow'r thy choſen train forſook, 

When thro' Arabia's falde their way they took; 

By day thy cloud was preſent to the fight, 


Thy fiery pillar led the march by night; 


Thy hand amidſt the waſte their table ſpread, 
With feather'd viands, and with heav'nly bread: 
When the dry wilderneſs no ſtreams ſupplied, 
Guſh'd from the yielding rock the vital tide | 
What limits can Omnipotence confine ? 
What obſtacles oppoſe thy arm divine ? 

Since tones and waves their ſettled laws forego, 
Since ſeas can harden, and ſince rocks can flow 
On Sinai's top, the Muſe with ardent wing 

The triumphs of Omnipotence would fing ! 
When o'er its airy brow thy cloud difplay'd 
Involv'd the nations in its awful ſhade ; 

When ſhrunk the earth from thy approaching 
And the rock trembled to its rooted baſe ; | face, 
Yet where thy majeſty divine appear d, 
Where ſhone thy glory, and thy voice was heard; 
Ev'n in the blaze of that tremendous day, 
Idolatry its impious rites could pay ſ'vade, 
Oh ſhame to thought!—thy facred throne in- 
And brave the bolt that linger'd round its head ! 


VII. w1sDoM. 


Othou,who,when th' Almighty form d this All, 


* 


U pheld the ſcale, and weigh'd each balanc'd ball; 


And as his hand completed each deſign, 

Number'd the work, and fix'd the feal divine; 

O Wiſdom infinite ! creation's ſoul, | 

Whoſe rays diffuſe new luſtre o'er the whole, 

What tongue ſhall make thy charms celeſtial 
- known? | 

What hand, fair Goddeſs ! paint thee but thy own ? 

What tho' in nature's univerſal ſtore 

Appear the wonders of almighty pow'r ; 
Pow'r, unattended, terror would inſpire, 
Aw'd muſt we gaze, and comfortleſs admure, 
But when fair wiſdom; joins in the deſign, 

The beauty of the whole reſult 's divine! / 

Hence life acknowledges its glorious cauſe, 
And matter owns its great diſpoſer's laws; 
Hence in a thouſand different models wrought, 
Now fix'd to quiet, now allied to thought ; 
Hence flow the forms and properties of things, 
Hence riſes harmony, and order ſprings; 

Elſe, had the maſs a ſhapeleſs chaos lay, 
Nor ever felt the dawn of Wiſdom's day ! 

See, how aſſociate round their central ſun 
Their faithful rings the circling planets run 
Still equi-diſtant, never yet too near, 

Exactly tracing their appointed ſphere. 
Mark how the moon our flying orb purſues, 


While from the ſun her monthly light renews ; 


| 
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Breathes her wide influence en the world below, 

And bids the tides alternate ebb and flow. 

View how in courſe the conſtant ſeaſons riſe, 

Deform the earth, or beautify the ſkies ; 

Firſt, Spring advancing, with her flow'ry train; 

Next, 2 hand, that ſpreads the ſylvan 
cene'; 

Then, Autumn, with her yellow harveſtscrown'd; 

And trembling Winter cloſe the annual round. 

The vegetable tribes obſervant trace, 

From the tall cedar to the creeping graſs : 

The chain of animated beings ſcale, 2 £3 


{From the ſmall reptile to th enormous whalez 


From the ſtrong eagle ſtooping thro' the ſkies, 

To the low inſect that eſcapes thy eyes 

And ſee, if ſee thou canſt, in ev'ry —— 

Eternal Wiſdom ſhine confeſs d the ſame: 

As proper organs to the leaſt aſſign d, 

As proper means to propagate the kind, 

As juſt the ſtructure, and as wiſe tne plan, 

As in this lord of all- debating man! _ -. 
Hence, rea'sning creature, thy diſtinction find, 

Nor longer to the ways of Heav'n be blind. 

Wiſdom in outward beauty ſtrikes the mind, 

But outward beauty points a charm behind. 

W hat gives the earth, the ambient air, or ſeas, 

The plain, the river, or the wood to pleaſe > _ . 


Oh ſay, in whom does beauty's ſelf reſide, 


The Beautifier, or the beautified ? 

There dwells the Godhead in the brightdiſguiſe, 
Beyond the ken of all created eyes; 

His works our love and our attention ſteals _ 
His works (ſurpriſing thought !) the Maker veil; 


= 
- 


Too weak our fight topierce the radiant cloud, 
Where Wiſdom ſhines, in all her charms avow'd. 


O gracious God, omnipotent and wile; 
Unerring Lord, and Ruler of the ſkies ! 
All-condeſcending, to my feeble heart 
One beam of thy celeſtial light impart; 

I ſeek not ſordid wealth, or glitt'ring pow; 
O grant me Wiſdom—and I aſk no more! 


VIII. PROVIDENCE. 


As from ſome level country's melter d ground, 


Wich towns replete, with green encloſures hound, 
Where the eye kept within the verdant maze 


| But gets a tranſient viſta as it ſtrays; 


The pilgrim to ſome riſing ſummit tends, 

Whence opens all the ſcene as he aſcends: 

So providence the friendly heights ſupplies, 
Where all the charms of Deity ſurpriſe; 

Here Goodneſs, Power, and Wiſdom all unite, ' 

And dazzling glories whelm the raviſh'd fight! 
Almighty Cauſe ! tis thy preſerving care, 

That keeps thy works for ever freſh and fair; 

The ſun, from thy ſuperior radiance bright, 

Eternal ſheds his delegated light; 

Lends to his ſiſter orb inferior day, 

And paints the ſilver moon's alternate ray: 

Thy hand the waſte of eating Time renews: 

Thou ſhedd'ſt the tepid morning's balmy dews : 

Wen raging winds the blacken'd deep deform, 


* 
. 


Thy ſpirit rides commiſſion'd in the ſtorm z 


j 
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Bids at thy will the ſlack ning tempeſt ceaſe, 

While the calm ocean ſmooths its ruffled face; 

When lightnings thro” the air tremendous fly, 

Or the blue plague is looſen'd to deſtroy, 

Thy hand directs, or turns afide the firoke ; 

Thy word the fiend's commiſſion can revoke; 

When fubterraneous fres the ſurface heave, 

towns are buried in the vawning grave; 

Thou ſutfer'ſt not the miſchief to prevail; 

Thy ſov'reign touch the recent wound can heal. 

To Zembla s rocks thouſend'ſi the cheerful gleam :; 

Oer Lybia's ſands thou pour ſtthe cooling fiream ; 

'Thy watchful Providence o'er all intends ; 

Thy works obey their great Creator's ends. 
When man roo long the paths of vice purſued, 

Thy hand prepar'd the univerſal flood; 

Grecious, to Noah gave the timely fign, 

To fave a remnant from the wrath divine ! 

One . the globe terreſtrial lay, 

And the ark heav'd along the troubled ſca; 

Thou bad'f the deep his ancient bed explore, 


The clouds their wat'ry deluge pour'd no more 


The ſkies were clear d the mountain tops were 
The dove pacific . the olive green. | ſeen, 
On Ararat the happy Patriarch toſt, 

Found the recover d world his hopes had loſt ; 
There his fond eyes review d the pleating ſcene, 
The earth all verdant, and the air ſcrene ! 


| is precious freight the guardian ark diſplay d, 


ile Noah gratcful aduration paid! 
Beholding in the many-tinEtur'd bow 
The promiſe of a ſafcr world below. 


EXTRACTS; Boor f. 


| Why ſaints and ſages, mark'd in ev'ry age, 
Periſh the victims of tyrannic rage; | 
Why Socrates for truth and freedom fell, 
Or Nero reign'd the delegate of hell 2 

In vain by reaſon is the maze purſued, 

Jo il triumphant, and afflicted good. 


TFix'd to the hold, fo might the ſailor aim 


To judge the pilot, and the fieerage blame, 

As we direct to God what ſhould belong, 

Or fay, that ſov'reign wifdom governs wrong. 

Nor always vice does uncorrected go, 

Nor virtue unrewarded paſs below ! 

Oft facred Juſtice lifts her awful head, 

And dooms the ty rant and th' uſurper dead; 

Oft Providence, more friendly than ſevere, 

Arreſts the hero in his wild career; 

Directs the fever, poniard, or the ball, 

By which an Ammon, Charles, or Cæſar fall: 

Or, when the curſed Borgias brew the cup 

For merit, bids the monſters drink it up; 

On violence oft retorts the cruel ſpear, 

Or fetters cunning in its crafty ſnare 

Relieves the innocent, exalts the juſt, 

And lays the proud oppreſſor in the duſt ! 
But, faſt as Time's ſwift pinions can convey, 

Haſtens the pomp of that tremendous day, 

When to the view of all created eyes 

God's high tribunal ſhall majeſtic riſe, _ 

When the loud trumpet ſhall aſſemble round 

The dead, reviving at the piercing ſound ! 

Where men and angels ſhall to audit come, 

And milliens yet unborn receive their doom! 


When wild ambition rear d its impious head, T hen ſhall fair Providence, to all diſplay'd, 


And rifing Babel Heav'n with pride furvey'd ; 
Thy word the mighty labour could confound, 
And leave the maſs to moulder with the ground. 


From Thee all human actions take their ſprings, 


The riſe of empires, and the fall of kings 

See the vaſt theatre of time diſplay'd. 

While oer the ſcene ſucceeding heroes tread ! 
With pomp the ſhining images ſucceed, 

What leaders triumph! and what monarchs bleed 
Perform the parts thy providence aftien'd, 


Awhile they glitter in the face of day, 
Then at thy pod the phantorns pals away ; 
No traces leftxof all the buſy ſcene, 


Appear divincly bright without a ſhade; 

In light triumphant all her acts be ſhown, 

And bluſhing Doubt eternal Wiſdom own ! 
Mean while, theu great Intelligence ſupreme, 

Sov'reign Director of this mighty frame, 

Whoſe watchful hand, and all-obſerving ken, 

Faſhions the hearts, and views the ways of men; 

Whether thy hand the plentcovs table ſpread, 

Or meaſure ſparingly the daily bread; 

Whether or wealth or honours gild the ſcene, 


Their pride, their paſſions, to thy ends inclin'd : | Or wants deform, and waſting anguiſh ſtain ; 


On thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 
Bleſs'd in the care of thy approving eye ! 
Know that thy Providence, their conſtant friend, 


But that remembrance ſavs he things have been! | Thro' life ſhall guard them, and in death attend; 
But (queſtions Doubt) whence —_— ature feels | With everlaſting arms their cauſe embrace, 


The -ague-fits her face fo oft reveals? | breaſt ? 


« Whenceearthquakes heave theearth'saſton:th'd 


«« Whence tempeſts rage? or yellow plagues infeſt 


« Whencedraws rank Afric her empoiton'd ſtore * 


« Or liquid fires exploſive Ætna pour? 

Go, ſceptic mole ! — th eternal cauſe, 

The ſecret of his all- preſerving laws ; 

The gr of wiſdom infinite explore, 

And aſk thy Maker—why he knows no more ? 
Thy error ſtill in moral things as great, 

As vain to cavil at the ways of fate, 

To aſk why preſp'rous vice ſo oft ſucceeds, 

Why ſuffers innocence, or virtue bleeds ? 

Why monſters, nature muſt with bluſhcs own, 


By crimes grow pow 'rful, and diſgrace a throne? | Oh deign my glowing boſom to nſpire, 


And crown the paths of piety with peace. 


IX. GOODNESS. 


Ye ſeraphs, who God's throne encircling ll, 
With holy zeal your golden cenſers fill; | 
Ye flaming miniſters, to diſtant lands 

Who bear, obſequious, his divine commands ; 
Ye cherubs, who compoſe the ſacred choir, 
Attuning to the voice th' angelic lyre ! 

Or ye, fair natives of the heav'nly plain, 

Who once were mortal—now a happier train! 
Who ſpend m peaceful love your joyful hours, 
In bliſsful meads and amaranthme bow'rs, 

Oh lend one ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 
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Delighted nature feels its warmth divine; 


As nightly thro' the foreſt walks they roar, 
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And aid the Muſe's unexperienc'd wing, 

While Goodneſs, theme divine, ſhe foars to ſing 
Tho' all thy attributes, divinely fair, 

Thy full perfection, glorious. God! declare; 

Vet if one beams ſuperior to the reſt, 

Oh let thy goodneſs faireſt be confels'd : . 


As ſhines the moon amidſt her ſtarry. train, 


As breathes the roſe amongſt the flow ry ſcene, 
As the mild dove her ſilver plumes diſplays, 
do ſheds thy mercy its diſtinguiſh'd rays. 

This led, Creator mild, thy gracious hand, 
When formleſs Chaos heard thy high command; 
When, plcas'd, thy eye thy matchleſs works re- 

view'd, | 
And Goodnefs, placid, ſpoke that all was good 


Nor only does in heav*n thy goodneſs ſhine; 


The vital ſun's illuminating beam, 
The filver creſcent, and the ftarry gleam, 


As day and night alternate they command, 


Proclaim that truth to ev'ry dittant land. 
See ſmiling nature, with thy treaſures fair, 
Confeſs thy bounty aud parental care; | 
Renew'd by thee, the faithful ſeafous riſe, 
And carth with plenty all her ſons ſupplies, 
The generous lion, and the brinded boar, 


From thee, Almighty Maker, ſeck their prey, 
Nor from thy hand unſated go away: 
To thee for meat the callow ravens cry, 
Supported by thy all-prelerving eye: 
From thee the fcather'd natives of the plain, 
Or thoſe who range the field, or plough the main, 
Receive with conſtant courſe th' appointed food, 
And taſte the cup of univerſal good ; 
Thy hand thou open'ſt, million d myriads live; 
Thou frown'tft, they faint; thou ſmil'ſt, and they 
On virtue's acre, as on rapine's ſtores, | revive! 
Sce Heav'n impartial deal the fruitful ſhow'rs ! 
Life's common bleſlings all her children ſhare,” 
Tread the ſame earth, and breathe a gen ral air! 
Without diſtinction boundleſs blethogs fall, 
And Goodneſs, like the ſun, enlightens all! 
Oh man, degenerate man] offend no more! 
Go, leara of brutes thy Maker to adore ! 
Shall theſe thro' ev'ry tribe his bounty own, 
Of all his works ungrateful thou alone ! 
Deaf whea the tuneful voice of mercy cries, 
And blind when ſov'reign Goodneſs charms the 
eyes! 
Mark how the wretch his awful name blaſphemes, 
His pity ſpares—his clemency reclaims ! 
Ubſerve his patience with the guilty ſtrive, 
And bid the criminal repent and live; 
Recal the fugitive with gentle eye, 
Beſecch the obſtinate, he would not die 
Amazing tenderneſs—amazing moſt, 
The ſoul 6n whom ſuch mercy ſhould be loſt ! 
But wouldfi thou view therays of goodneſs join 
In one ſtrong point of radiance all divine, 
Behold, celeſtial Muſe ! yon caſtern light; 
To Bechlem's plain, adoring, bend thy fight ! 
Hear the glad meſſage to the ſhepherds giv'n, 
*Guod-willon carth to man, and peace in heav'n!” 


| 
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Attend the ſwains, purfue the ſtarry road, - 

Aud hail to earth the Saviour and the Gd! 
Redemption ! oh thou beauteous myſtic plan? 

Thou ſalutary ſource of life to man! 

What tongue can tpeak thy comprehenfive grace? 

What thought thy depths unfathomable trace? 

When loſt in fin our ruin'd nature lay, 

When awful juſtice claim'd her righteous pay ! 

See the mild Saviour bend his pitying eye, 

And ftop-the lightning juſt prepar'd to fly! 

(O ſtrange effect of unexampled love!) 

View him deſcend the heav'nly throne above; 

Patient, the ilts of mortal life endure, 

Calm, though revil'd, and innocent, tho' poor ! 

Uncertain his abode, and coarſe his food, 

His life one fair continued ſcene of good; 


« 


For us ſuſtain the wrath to man decreed, 


The victim of eternal juſtice bleed! 

Look ! to the croſs the Lord of life is tied, 

They pierce his hands, and wound his ſacred fide! 

See God expires ! our forfeit to atone, 

While nature trembles at his parting groan ? 
Advance, thou hopeleſs mortal, ſteel'd in guilt, 

Behold, and, if thou canſt, forbear to melt! 

Shall Jeſus die thy freedom to regain,” | 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain? 


| Wilt thou refuſe — Kind aſſent to give, 


When dying he looks down to bid thee live? 
Perverſe, wilt thou reject the proffer d good, 
Bought with his life, and ſtreaming in his blood ? 
Whole virtue can thy deepeſt crimes efface, 


|Re-heal thy nature, and confirm thy peace ! 


Can all the errors of thy life atone, 
And raiſe thce from a rebel to a fon ! 

O bleſt Redeemer, from thy ſacred threne, 
Where faints and angels ſing thy triumphs won! 
(Where from the grave thou rais'd thy glorious 

head, * 


| Chain'd to thy car the pow rs infernal led) 


From that exalted height of bliſs ſupreme, 
Look down on thoſe who bear thy ſacred name; 
Reftore their ways, infpire them by thy grace, 
Thy laws to follow, and thy ſteps to trace; | 
Thy bright example to thy doctrine join, | 
And by their morals prove their faith divine“ 
Nor only to thy church conſine thy ray, 
O'er the glad world thy healing light diſplay; 
Fair Sun of Righteouſneſs } in beauty riſe, 
And clear the miſts that cloud the mental ſkies } 
To Judah's remnant, now a fcatter'd train, 
Oh great Meſhah ! ſhew thy promis d reign ; 
O'er earth as wide thy ſaving warmth diftaſe, 
As ſpreads the ambient air, or falling dews ;z. 
And haſte the time when, yanquiſh'd by thy 


ow'r, 
Death ſhall expire, and fin defile no more ! 


X. RECTITUDE. 


Hence diſtant far, ye ſons of carth | 
The looſe, ambitious, covetous, or vain: 7 


| Ye worms of power! ye minjon'd ſlaves of tate, 


The wanton vulgar, and the ſordid great! 
But come, 1 purer ſouls, from droſs reſin d, 
The blameleſs heart and uncorrupted mind? 


Let 


Let chaſte hands the holy altars raiſe, 
Freſſi incenſe bring, and light the glowing blaze; 
Your grateful voices aid the Muſe to ſing 
The ſpotleſs juſtice of th' Almighty King ! 
As only Rectitude divine he knows, | 
As truth and ſanctity his thoughts compoſe ; 
So theſe the diftates which th' Eternal Mind 
To reaſonable beings has aſſign ; 7 
Theſe has his care on ev'ry mind impreſs'd, 
The conſcious ſeals the hand of Heav'n atteſt ! 
When man, perverſe, for wrong forſakes the 
+ uoghe, 7 + 
He ftill — keeps the fault in fight; 
Demands the ſtrict atonement ſhould be made, 
And claims the forfeit on th offenders head ! 
But Doubt demands Why man difpos'd 
« this way ? | 
* left the dang'rous choice to go aftray ? 
If Heav'n that made him did the fault foreſee, 
* Thence follows, Heav'n is more to blame than 
No- had to good the heart alone inclin'd, [ he.” 
What toil, what prize had virtue been affign'd ? 
From obſtacles her nobleſt triumphs flow, 
Her ſpirits languiſh when ſhe finds no foe ! 
Man might perhaps have ſo been bappyatill, 
Happy, without the privilege of will, | 
And juſt, becauſe his hands were tied from ill 
O wondrous ſcheme, to mend th aimighty plan, 
By finking all the dignity of man * 
Yer turn thy eyes, vain ſceptic, own thy pride, 
And view thy happineſs and choice allied; 
* _— from herſelf her bliſs derive, 
iſs, beyond the r of thrones to give; 
See 43x empire Lars of wealth voſleſs'd, | 
Pine at the heart, and feel herſelf unbleſs'd : 
And fay, were yet no farther marks aſſign'd, 
Is man u dell ? or is Heav'n unkind ? 
« Yes, all the woes from Heav'n permiſſive fall, 
«© The wretch adopt the wretch improves them 
From his wild luſt, or his oppreſſive deed, Call.“ 
„ battles, murders, ſacrilege proced ; 
His wild ambition thins the pcopled earth, 
Or from his av'rice famine takes her birth; 
Had nature giv'n the hero wings to fly, 
His pride would lead him to attempt the {ky ! 
To angels make the pigmy's folly hen, 
And draw ev'n pity th' eternal throne. 
Vet while on earth triumphant vice prevails, 
Celeftial Juſtice balances her ſcales. | 
Win eye unbiaſs'd all the ſcene ſurveys, 
With hand impartial ev'ry crime ſhe weighs; 
Oft cloſe purſuing at his trembling heels, 
The man of blood her awful preſence feels ; 


Oft from her arm, amidſt the blaze of ſtate, 
The tyrant, with ſucceſs elate, 
Is fore'd to leap the precipice of fate ! 


Or if the villain paſs unpuniſh'd here, 
"Tis but to make the future ſtroke ſevere; 
For ſoon or late eternal Juſtice pays 
Mankind the juſt deſert of all their ways. 
Tis in that awful all-diſcloſing day, | 
When high Omniſcience ſhall her books diſplay; 


When Juſtice ſhall preſent her ſtrict account, 


atteſt the due amount; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


| While heav'nly patience 


Boox l. 
That all who feel, condemn'd, the dreadful rod, 
Shall own that righteous are the ways of God! 


Oh then, while penitence can fate diſarm, 
While ling'ring Juſtice yet withholds its arm ; 


ants the precious time, 
Let the loſt ſinner think him of his crime; 
Immediate, to the ſeat of mercy fly, 
1 wait to- morrowẽ - leſt to-night he die! 

ut tremble, all ye ſins of blackeſt birth, 
Ye giante, that deform the face of earth; 
Tremble, ye ſons of aggravated guilt, 
And, ere too late, let ſorrow learn to melt; 
Remorſeleſs Murder! drop thy hand ſevere, 
And bathe thy bloody weapon with a tear; 


Forſake the manſions of defiling night; 


| Quit, dark Hypocriſy, thy thin diſguiſe, 


Nor think to cheat the notice of the ſkies ! 
Unſocial Avarice, thy graſp forego, 

And bid the uſeful treaſure learn to flow ! 
Reſtore, Injuſtice, the defrauded gain 
Oppreſſion, bend to eaſe the caprive's chain, 

Ere awful Juſtice ſtrike the faral blow, 

And drive you to the realms of night below! _ 

But Doubt reſumes=* Tf fuſtice has decreed 
* The puniſhment proportion'd to the deed; 
Eternal milery ſeems too ſevere, 

* Tov ditad a weight for wretched man to bear! 
* To9 harſh !—that endleſs torments ſhould repay 
© The crimes of life the errors of a day!” 

In vain our reaſon would preſumptuous pry ; 
Heav'n's counſels are beyond conception high; 
In vain would thought his meaſur'd juſtice ſcan ! 
His ways how different from the ways of man 
Too deep for thee his ſecrets are to know, q 
Enquire not, but more wiſely ſhun the woe ; 
Warn'd by his threat'nings to his laws attend, 
And learn to make Omnipotence thy friend ! 

Our weaker laws, to gain the purpos'd ends, 
Oft paſs the bounds the 83 intends; 


Oft partial pow'r, to ſerve its own deſign, 


Warps from the text, exceeding reaſon's line; 
Strikes biaſs'd at the perſon, not the deed, 
And fees the guiltleſs unprotected bleed! 

But God alone, with unimpaſſion'd fight, 
Surveys the nice barrier of wrong and right ; 
And while ſubſervient, as his will ordains, 
Obedient nature yields the preſent means; 
While neither force nor paſſions guide his views, 
Ev'n Evil works the purpoſe he purſues! _ 
That bitter ſpring, the ſource of human pain ! 


And dark affliction, at his potent rod, 
Withdraws its cloud, and brightens into good. 
Thus human juſtice (far as man can go) 
For private ſafety ſtrikes the dubious blow; 
But Rectitude divine, with nobler ſoul, 
Conſults each individual in the whole ! 
Directs the iſſues of each moral ſtrife, 
And ſees creation ſtruggle into life 
And you, ye happier ſouls ! who in his ways 
Obſervant walk, and fing his daily praiſe ; 
Ye righteous few ! wy, | calm unruffled breaſts 


333 fears can darken, and no guilt infeſts, 


Go, Luſt impure! converſe with friendly light, 


Heal'd by his touch, does mineral health contain; 
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To whom his gracious promiſes extend, 

In whom they centre, and in whom ſhall end, 
Which (blets'd on that foundation ſure who build) 
Shall with eternal Juſtice be fulfill'd : 

Ye ſons of life, co whoſe glad hope is giv'n 

The bright reverſion of approaching heav'n, 
With grateful hearts his glorious praiſe recite, 
Whoſe love from darkneſs call'd you out to 
So let your piety reflective ſhine, light; 
As men may thence confeſs his truth divine! 
And when this mortal veil, as ſoon it muſt, 

Shall drop, returning to its native duſt ; 

The ern of life with approbation done, 

Receive from God your bright immortal crown. 


XI. GLORY. 


But oh, advent'rous Muſe, refrain thy flight, 
Dare not the blaze of uncreated light! 
Before whoſe glorious throne with dread ſurpriſe 
Th' adoring ſeraph veils his dazzled eyes; 
Whoſe pure effulgence, radiant to exceſs, 
No colours can deſcribe, or words expreſs ! 
All the fair beauties, all the lucid ores, 
Which o'er thy works thy hand reſplendent pours, 
Feeble, thy brighvrer glories to diſplay, 
Pale as the moon before the ſolar ray ! 

Sce on his throne the gaudy Perhan plac'd, 
In all the pomp of the luxuriant caſt ! 
While mingling gems a borrow'd day unfold, 
And the rich purple waves emboſs'd with gold; 
Yet mark this ſcene of painted grandeur yield 
To the fair lily that adorns the field 
Ovicur'd, behold that fainter lily lies 
By the rich bird's inimitable dyes; 
Vet theſe ſurvey confounded and outdone 
By the ſuperior luſtre of the ſan ; 
That fun himſelf withdraws his leſſen'd beam 


From Thee, the glorious Author of his frame 


Tranſcendent Pow'r ! ſole arbiter of fate 
How great thy glory! and thy bliſs how great! 
To view from thy exalted throne above, 
(Eternal ſource of light, and life, and love!) 
Unnumber'd creatures draw their ſmiling birth, 
To bleſs the heav*ns, or beautify the earth; 
While ſyſtems roll, obedient-to thy view, 

And worlds rejoice —which Newton never knew. 

Then raiſe the fong, the gen'ral anthem raile, 
And ſwell the concert of eternal praiſe! ' 

Aſſiſt, ye orbs, that torm t::is boundleſs whole, 
Which in the womb of ſpace unnumber'd roll; 
Ye planets who compoſe our leffer ſcheme, - 
And bend, concertive, round the ſolar frame; 
Thou eye of nature! whoſe extenſive ray 

With endleſs charms adorns the face of day; 
Conſenting raiſe th* harmonious joyful ſound, 
And bear his praiſes thro' the vaſt profound 
His praiſe, ye winds that fan the cheerful air, 
dwift as they paſs along your pinions bear 

lis praiſe let ocean thro” her realms diſplay, ' 
Far as her circling billows can convey | 

His praiſe, ye miſty vapours, wide diffuſe, 

In rains deſcending, or in milder dews ! 

His praiſes whiſper, ye majeſtic trees, 

As your tops ruſtle to the gentle breeze 


His praiſe around, ye 2 tribes, exhale, 
Far as your ſweets embalm the ſpicy gale 

His praiſe, ye dimpled ſtreams, to earth reveal, 
As pleas'd ye murmur through the flow'ry vale! 
His praife, ye feather'd choirs, diſtinguifh'd ſing, 
As to your notes the vocal foreſts ring ! 

His praiſe proclaim, ye monſters of the deep, 
Who in the vaſt abyſs your revels keep! 

Or ye, fair natives of our earthly ſcene, 

Who range the wilds, or haunt the paſture green! 
Nor thou, vain lord of earth, with careleſs ear 
The univerſal hymn of worſhip hear ! s 

But ardent in the ſacred chorus join, 

Thy ſoul tranſported with the taſk divine! 
While by his works th' Almighty is confeſs d, 
Supremcly glorious, and ſupremely bleſs'd ! 

Gre Lord of life! from whom this humble 
Derives the pow'r to ſing thy holy name, [frame 
Forgive the lowly Muſe, whoſe artleſs lay 
Has dar'd thy ſacred Attributes ſurvey ! 
Delighted oft thro' nature's beauteous field 
Has the ador'd thy Wiſdom bright reveal'd ; 
Oft have her wiſhes aim'd the ſecret ſong, 

But awful rev'rence ſtill withheld her tongue; 
Vet as thy bounty lent the reas'ning beam, 

As feels my conſcious breaſt thy vital flame, 

So, bleſt Creator, let thy ſervant pay 

His mite of gratitude this feeble way 

Thy Goodnefs own, thy Providence adore, 
And yield thee ouly—— what was thine before. 


5 5r. The Day of Judgment: a Sealonian Prizes ' 
Poem. By Dr. GLYNN. 
HV Juſtice, heav'nly King! and that great day, 
When Virtue, long abandon'd and forlorn, 

Shall raiſe her penſive head; and Vice, that erſt 
Rang'd unreprov'd and free, ſhall fink appall'd ; 
I fing advent'rous —But what eye can pierce 
The vaſt immeaſurable realms of ſpace, 

Ver which Meſſiah drives his flaming car 


To that bright region, where enthron d he fits, 


Firſt-born of Heav'n, to judge aſſembled worlds, 
Cloth'd in celeſtial radiance ? Can the Muſe, 


| Her feeble wing all damp with earthly dew, 


Soar to that bright empyreal, whete around 
Myriads of angels, God's perpetual choir, 


Hymn hallelujahs, and in concert loud 


Vet will I ftrive to ſing, albeit unus'd 

To tread poetic foil. What though the wiles 

Of Fancy me enchanted, ne'er could lure 

To rove o'er fairy lands; to ſwim the ſtreams 

That through her valleys wave their mazy way; 

Or climb her mountain tops; yet will J raiſe 

My feeble voice to tell what harmony 

(Sweet as the muſic of the rolling ſpheres) 

Attunes the moral world: that Virtue ſtill «+ 

May hope her promis'd crown; that Vice maꝝ dread 

Vengeance, though late; that reas ning Pride may 

own 

Juſt, though unſcarchable, the ways of Heav'n. 

Sceptic ! whoe'er thou art, who fay'ſ the ſoul, . 


Chant ſongs of rriumph to their Maker's praiſe?— 


That divine particle which God's own breath 
E Inſpir d 
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Inſpir'd into the mortal maſs, ſhall reſt 5 Parthians; and they who dwelt on Tyber's banks, 


Annihilate, till Duration has unroll'd 
Her never-cuding line; tell, if thou know'ſt, 
Why every nation, every clime, though all 

n laws, in rites, in manners diſagree, 
With one conſent expect another world, 
Where wickedneſs ſhall weep? Why Paynim bards | 
Fabled Elyſian plains, Tartarean lakes, 
Styx and Cocytus ? Tell, why Hali's ſors , 
Have feigu'd a paradiſe of miith and love, 
Banquets, and blooming nymphs > Or rather tell, 
Why, on the brink of Orellana's ſtream, 
Where never Science rear'd her ſacred torch, 
Th' unturor'd Indian dreams of happier worlds 
Behind the cloud-topt hill? Why in each breaſt 
Is plac'd a friendly monitor, that prompts, 
Informs, directs, encourages, forbids ? 
Tell, why on unknown evil grief attends, 
Or joy on ſecret good > Why conſcience acts 
Wich tenfold forces when ſickneſs, age, or pain 
Stands tott ring on the precipice of death 
Or why ſuch horror gnaws the guilty ſoul 
Of dying ſinners, While the good man flecps 
Peaceful and calm, and with a ſmile expires ? 
Look round the world! with what a partial hand 
The ſcale of bliſs and mis'ry is ſuſtain'd! 
Beneath the ſhade of cold obſcurity 
Pale Virtue lics ; no arm ſupports her head, 
No friendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her foul, 
Nor foft-cyed Pity drops a melting tear; 
But, in their Read, Contempt and rude Diſdain 
Inſult the baniſh'd wanderer: on ſhe goes, 
Neglected and forlorn : Diſeaſe and Cold, 
And Famine, worſt of ills, her ſteps attend ! 
Yer patient, and to Heaven's juſt will reſign'd, 
She ne'er is ſeen to weep, or heard to ſigh. 

Now turn your eyes to yon ſweet-ſmellingbow'r, 
Where, ſuſh d with all the infolence of wealth, 
Sits pamper'd Vice! For him th' Arabian gale 
Breathes forth delicious odours ; Gallia's hills 
For him pour nectar from the purple vine. 

Nor think for theſe he pays the tiibute due 

To Heav'n: of Heav'n he never names the name, 
Save when with imprecaticns dark and dire 

He points his jeſt obſcene. Yet buxom Health 
' Sits on his roſy cheek ; yet Honour gilds 
His high · xploits; and downy-pinion'd Sleep 
Sheds 2 ſoft opiate o'er his peaceful couch. 

Seeſt thou this, righteous Father! ſeeſt thouthis, 
And wilt thou ne'er repay ? Shall good and ill 
Be carried undiftingvitn'd to the land 
Where all things are forgot *—Ah, no! the day 
Willcome, when Virtue from the cloud ſhall burſt, 
That long obſcur'd her beams; when Sin ſhall fly 
_— her native Hell; there fink eclips'd 
In penal darkneſs; where nor ſtar ſhall riſe, 
Nor ever ſunſhine pierce th' impervious gloom. 

On that great day the ſolemn trump ſhall found, 
CThat trump which once in heav'n on man's revolt 
Convok'd th' afonifh'd ſeraphs) at whoſe voice 
Ttr unpeopled graves ſhall pour forth all their dead, 

Then mall th aſe bled gations of the carth 
From e ry quarter at the judgment · ſeat 


Names fam'd of old: or who of later age, 
Chineſe and Ruſſian, Mexican and Turk, 
Tenant the wild terrene; and they who pitch 
Their tents on Niger's banks; or, where the ſun 
Pours on Golconda's ſpires his early light, 


Drink Ganges ſacred fiream. At once ſhall riſe, 
Whom diſtant ages to each others fight 
Had long denied: before the throne ſhall knee! 
Some great Progenitor, while at his fide 
Stand his deſcendants through a thouſand lines, 
Whate'cr their nation, and whate*er their rank, 
Heroes and patriarchs, ſlaves and ſceptred Kings, 
With equal eye the God of all ſhall ſee, 
And judge with equal love. What though the 
With coſtly pomp and aromatic ſweets [ gtcet 
Embalm'd tus poor remains; or through the dume 
A thouſand tapers ſhed their gloomy light, 
While ſolemn organs to his parting foul 
Chanted flow orifons ? Say, by what mark 
Deſt thou diſcern him from that lowly ſwain 
Whoſe mouldering bones beneath the thogn-bound 
Long lay neglected ? All at once ſhall Me, [tut 
But not to equal glory; for, alas! 
With howlings dire, and exccrations loud, 
Some wail their fatal birth. Firſt among theſe 
Behold the mighty murd'rers of mankind : 
They who in ſport whole kingdoms flew ; or they 
Who to the tott'ring pinnacle of power . 
Waded through ſeas of blood! How will they curle 
The madnefs of ambition! how lament 
Their dear bought laurels; when the widow'd wife 
And childleſs mother at the judgment ſeat [ they 
Plead trumpet-tongued againſt them! Hexe are 
Who funk an aged father to the grave; 
Or with unkindneſs hard, and cold diſdain, 
Slighted a brother's ſuff 'rings.—Here ale they 
Whom fraud and ſkilful treachery long ſecur d; 
Who from the infant virgin tore Ba dow'r, 
And ate the orphan's bread ; who ſpent their ftore 
In c:fifh luxury; or o'er their gold 
Profirate and pale ador'd the uſeleſs Ps 
Here too who ſtain d the chaſte connubial bed! 
Who mix'd the pois'nous bowl ;—or broke the tics 
Of hoſpitable friendſhip ;—and the wretch 
Whole liſtleſs ſoul, fick with the cares of life, 
Unſummon'd, to the preſence of his God 
Ruſh'd in with inſult rude. How would they e 
Once more to viſit earth, and, though opprels d 
With all that pain and famine can nflict, 
Pant up the hill of life > Vain wiſh ! the Jucg: 
Pronounces doom eternal on their heads, 
Perpetual puniſhment. Seek not to know | 
What puniſhment ! for that th' Almighty wil 
Has hid from mortal eyes: and ſhall vain man 
With curious ſearch refin'd preſume to pry ' 
Into thy ſecrets, Father? No! let him 
Wich bumble patience all thy works adore, 
And walk in all thy paths; ſo fhall his metd 
Be great in heav'n, ſo haply ſhall he "ſcape. 
Th' immortal worm and never-ceafing fire. 
But who are they, who bound in tenfold chan; 
Stand horribly aghaſt ? This is that crew 


Unite; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, 


| Who ſtrove to pull Jehovah from his „ 


, 
hey 

7 
ur d; 


y 
ores 
Tn 
ne tc 
ife, 


ey jf 
els d 


Jug 


Book I. 


And in the place of heaven's eternal King 

Set up the phantom Chance. For them in vain 

Alternate ſeaſons cheer d the rolling year; 

In vain the ſun o'er herb, tree, fruit and flow'r 

Shed genial influence mild; and the pale moon 

Repair d her waning orb.—-Next theſe is plac'd 

The vile blaſphemer ; he whoſe impious wit 

Profan'd the ſacred myſteries of faith, 

And 'gainſt th' impenetrable walls of heav'n 

Planted his fecble battery. By theſe ſtands 

The Arch-Apoſtate: he with many a wile 

Exhorts them till to foul revolt. Alas 

No hope have they from black deſpair, no ray 

Shines through the gloom to cheer their ſinking 

ſouls : 2 

In agonĩes of grief they curſe the hour 

When firſt they left Religion's onward way. 
Theſe on the left are rang'd : but on the right 

A choſen band appears, who fought beneath 

The banner of Jchovah, and defied 

Satan's united legions. Some, unmov'd 

At the grim tyrant's frown, o'er barb'rous climes 

Diffus'd the Goſpel's light: ſome long immur'd 

(Sad ſervitude |) in chains and dungeons pin'd 

Or, rack'd with all the agonies of pain, they 

Breath'd out their faithful lives. Thrice happy 

Whom Heav'n elected to that glorious ſtrife !— 

Here are they plac'd, whoſe kind munificence 

Made heaven-born Science raiſe her drooping 

And on the labours of a future race [head ; 

Entail'd their juſt reward. Thou amongſt theſe, 

Good Seaton | whoſe well-judg'd benevolence 

Foſt'ring fair Genius, bade the poet's hand 

Bring annual off rings to his Maker's ſhrine, 

dhalt find the generous care was not in vain. 

Here is that fav'rite band, whom mercy mild, 

God's beſt-lov'd attribute, adorn'd ; whoſe gate 

Stood ever open to the ſtranger's call; 

Who fed the hungry; to the thirſty lip 

Reach'd out the friendly cup; whoſe care benign 

From the rude blaſt ſecur'd the pilgrim's ſide ; 

Who heard the widow's tender tale, and ſhook 

The galling ſhackle from the pris'ner's feet; 

Who each endearing tie, each office knew 

of meck-eyed, heaven-deſcended Charity. 

0 Charity, thou nymph divinely fair ! 

dweeter than thoſe whom ancient poets bound 

In amity's indiſſoluble chain, 

The Graces ! how ſhall I eſſay to paint 

Thy charms, celeſtial maid ! and in rude verſe 

Baron thoſe deeds thyſelf didit nc'er reveal? 

For thee nor rankling Envy can infect, 

Nor Rage tranſport, nor high o erweening Pride 

Puff up with vain conceit: ne'er didſt thou ſmile: 

To ſee the finner as a verdant tree 

Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the ſtream ; 
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| | Conduct my ſteps, ſafe from the fiery gulph 


While, like ſome blaſted trunk, the righteous fall | 


oſtrate, ferlorn. When prophecies ſhall fail, 
When tongues ſhall ceale, when knowledye is no 
more, 
And this great day is come, thou by the throne 
Salt fit triumphant. Thither, lovely maid ! 


ar me, O beat me on thy ſoaring wing, 
ind through the adamantine gates of heav'n 


of 


FA 


And dark abyſs, where Sin and Satan reign ! 
But can the Muſe, her numbers all too wagk, 
Tell how that reſtleſs element of fire 
Shall wage with ſeas and earth inteſtine war, 
And deluge all creation? Whether (fo x 
Some think) the comet, as through fields of air 
Lawleſs he wanders, ſhall ruſh headlong on 
Thwartingth' ecliptic, here th unconſcious ea 


| Rolls in her wonted courſe; whether the ſun 


With force centripetal into his orb 
Attract her, long reluctant; or the caves, 
Thoſe dread volcanos, where engend'ring lie 
Sulphureous minerals, from their dark abyſs 
Pour ſtreams of liquid fire; while from above, 
As erſt on Sodom, Heaven's avenging hand 
Rains fierce combuſtion. —W here are now the 
Of art, the toil of ages? Where are now { works 
Th' imperial cities, ſepulchres, and domes, 
Trophies and pillars > Where is Egypt's toaſt, 
Thoſe lofty pyramids, which high in air 
Rear'd their aſpiring heads, to diſtant times 
Of Memphian pride a laſting monument? 
Tell me where Athens rais*d her tow'rs? where 
Thebes h 
Open'd her hundred pertals ?—Tell me where 
Stood ſea-girt Albion? where imperial Rome, 
Propt by ſeven hills, fat like a ſceptred queen) 
And aw'd the tributary world to peace? 
Shew me the rampart which o'er many'a hill, 
Fhrough many a valley, ſtretch'd its wide extent, 
Rais'd by that mighty monarch to repel _ 
The roving Tartar, when with inſult rude * 
'Gainſt Pekin's tow'rs he bent th” unerring bow. 
But what is mimic art? E'en Nature's works, 
Scas, meadows, paſtures, the meand'ring ſtreams, 
And everiaſting hills, ſhall be no more. | 
No more ſhall Teneriff, cloud-piercing height“ 
O'erhang th'Atlantic furge ; nor that fam d cliff, 
Thro' which the Perſi m ſteer'd with many a fail, 
Throw to the Lemnian iſle its evening ſhade 
N'er half the wide ZEgean.—Where are now 
The Alps that confin'd with unnumber'd realtng, 
And from the Black Sea to the ocean ſtream 
Stretch'd their extended arms? — Where's Ararat, 
That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark, 
Which ſeven long months had voyag'd o'er its top, 
Firſt reſted, when the earth with all her ſoas, 
As now by ſtreaming cataracts of fire, ; 
Was whelm'd by mighty waters? —All at ance 
Are vaniſh'd and diſſolv'd; no trace remains, 
No mark of vain diſtindtion: heaven irſclf, 
That asure vault, with all thoſe radiant orbs, 
Sinks in the univetfal ruin loft. 
No more ſhall planets round their central ſun 
Move in harmonious dance; no more the moon 
Hang out her filver lamp; and thoſe fix'd ſtars, 
Spangling the golden canopy of night, 
Which oft the Tuſcan with his optic glaſs - 
Call'd from their wondrous height, to read their- 


| And magnitude, ſome winged miniſter {names 


Shall quench ; and (ſuteſt fign that all on earth 


| Is loſty ſhall rend from heaven the myſtic bow. 


Such is that awful, that tremendous * 
ä 


| 
| 
| 
} 
# 


Ad rudely carol theſe incondite lays, [mouth 


Hymning my great Creator 


Think on thine own bright image ! Think on 
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Whoſe coming who ſhall tel! > For as a thief | 
Unheard, unſeen, it ſteals with filent pace | 1 fir, 
Through night's dark gloom. —Perhaps as here 


Soon ſhall the hand be check'd, and dumb the 
That liſps the falt' ring ffrain.—O may it nc'er 
Intrude unwelcome on an ill- ſpent hour; 

But find me wrapt in meditations high, 


8 « Pow'r Supreme! 

« O everlaſting King! to thee 1 kneel, 

4 To thee I lift my voice. With fervent heat 
« Melt, all ye elements And thou, high heav'n, 
4 Shrink like a ſhrivell'd ſcroll! Butthink,OLord, 
4 Think on the beſt, the nobleſt of thy works; 


&« him 


Who died to fave us from thy righteous wrath; | 
And midſt the wreck of worlds remember man ! 


'$ 52. Hymns. By Mrs. BAR BAUL D. 


Quid prins dicam ſolitis Parent is 

Laudibus qui res hominum ac decrut 

Qui mare ac ferras. varuſque mundum 
Temperat hors * 


HYMN I. 
* FEHOVAH reigns : let ev'ry nation hear, 
J ana at his footſtool bow with holy fear 3 
heaven's high arches echo with his name, 
And the wide peopled carth his praiſe proclaim ; 
Then ſend it down to hell's deep glooms re- 
ſounding, ; | ſing. 
Thro! all her caves in dreadful murmurs ſound— 
He rules with wide and abſolute command 
O er the broad ocean and the ſtedfaſt land: 
Jehovah reigns, unbounded and alone, 
And all creation hangs beneath his throne : 
He reigns alone; let no inferior nature 
Uſurp or ſhare the throne of the Creator. 
He ſaw the ſtruggling beams of infant light 
Shoot thro" the maſſy gloom of ancicnt night; 
His ſpirit huſh d the elemental ſtri fe, 


HORAT. 


Book . 


At length ſhe roſe complete in finiſh'd pride, 
All fair and ſpotleſs, like a virgin bride: 
Freſh with untarniſh'd luſtre as ſhe ſtood, 
Her Makerbleſs'd his work, andcall'd it good, 
The morning ſtars, with joyful acclamation, 
Exulting ſung, and hail'd the new creation. 


Yet this fair world, the creature of a day, 
Tho' built by God's right hand, muſt paſs away; 
And long oblivion creep o'er mortal things, 
The fate of empires, and the pride of kings: 
Eternal night ſhall veil their preudeſt ſtory, 


And drop the curtain o'er all human glory, 


The ſun himſelf, with weary clouds oppreſt, | 


Shall in his filent, dark pavilion reſt; 

His golden urn ſhall broke and uſeleſs lie, 
Amidſt the common ruins of the ſky! 
The ftars ruſh headlong in the wild commotion, 
And bathe their glitr'ring forchcads in the ocean. 


But fix'd, O God! for ever ſtands thy throne; 
Tchovah reigns, a univerſe alone; 
T!:' eternal fire that feeds each vital flame, 
Collected or diffus'd, is ſtill the ſame. 
He dwells within his own unfathom'd effence, 
And fills all fpace with his unbounded preſence, 


But oh! our higheſt notes the theme debaſe, 
And filence is our leaſt injurious praiſe: [ trou!, 
Ceafe, ceaſe your ſongs, the daring flight con- 
Revere him in the ſtillneſs of the . 
Wich filent duty meekly bend before him, 
And deep within your inioſt hearts adore him, 


HY MN*11, 
PRAISE to God, immortal praiſe *, 


For the love that crowns our days 
Bouyteous ſource of ev'ry joy, 

Let thy praiſe our tongues employ 
For the bleſſings of the field, 

For the ftores the gardens yield, 
For the vine's exalted juice, 


And brcoded o'er the kindling ſecds of life: 


| Seaſons and months began the long procet!.on, 


And meaſur d o'er the year in bright ſucceſhon. 
The joyful fun ſprung up th' ethereal way, 


Strong as a giant, as a bridegroom gay; 
And the pale moon diffus'd her ſhadow y lighit 
Superior o'er the duſky brow of night; 

Ten thouſand glittering lamps the ſkies adorning. 


Numerous? as dew-drops from the womb of 


morning. | 
Earth's blooming face with riſing flow'rs he 
dreſs d, 


And fpread a verdant mantle o'er ber breaſt; 
Then from the hollow of his hand he pours 
The circling waters round her winding ſhores, 

The new-born world in their cool arms em- 
bracing, ; 
And with fofe murmurs ſtill her banks careſſing. 


Although the fig-tree ſhall not bloſſom, neither ſhall. ſruit be in the vines, the labdur of the olive ſal 
fail, and the fields ſhall yield no meat, the flocks ſhall be cut off from the fold, and there ſhall be no herd i 


the Halls: yet I will rejoice im the Lord, I will joy in the God of my falyation Hanarkxuk, ui. 0 4 


For the gen'rous olive's uſe; 


| Flocks that whitenall the plain, 
{ Yellow ſheaves of ripen'd grain, 


Clouds that drop their fatt ning dews, 
guns that temp'rate warmth diffuſe ; 


All that Spring with bounteous hand 
Scaiters o'er the ſmiling land; 

All that lib'ral Autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing ſtores : 


Lheſe to thee, my God, we'owe, 
Source whence all sur bleſſings flow ; 
And for theſe my ſoul ſhall raiſe 
Grateful vows and ſolemn praiſe, 
Vet, ſhould riſing whirlwinds tear 
From its ſtem the rip'ning ear; 
Should the fig-tree's blaſted ſhoot 
Drop her green untimely fruit; 


x 


4 


* ay . 


ye ſhall 
herd la 
17, 18. 
Should 
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Should the vine put forth no more, 


Nor the olive yield her ſtore; 


Though the ſick ning flocks ſhould fall, 
And the herds deſert the ſtall; _ 


Should thine alter'd hand reſtrain 
The early and the latter rain; 

Blaſt each op'ning bud of joy, 

And the rifing year deſtroy; 

Yet to thee my ſoul ſhould raiſe 
Grateful vows, and ſolemn praiſe ; 
And, when ev'ry blefling 's flown, 
Love thee—for thyſelf Abe. 


— 


HYMN III. 
For Eafter-Sunday. 


AGAIN the Lord of life and light 
Awakes the kindling ray; _ 
Unſeals the eyelids of the morn, 
And pours increaſing day. 


O what a night was that which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom! 

O what a ſun which broke this day, 
Triumphant from the tomb! 


This day be grateful homage paid, 
And loud hoſannas ſung ; 

Let gladneſs dwell in ev'ry heart, 
And praiſe on ev'ry tongue. 

Ten thouſand diff ring lips ſhall join 
To hail this welcome morn, | 

Which ſcatters bleſſings from its wings 
To nations yet unborn. 


Jeſus, the friend of human kind, 
With ſtrong compaſſion mov'd, 
Deſcended, like a pitying God, 
To fare the fouls he lov'd. 
The pow'rs of darkneſs leagu'd in vain 
To bind his ſoul in death; 
He ſhook their kingdom, when he fell, 
With his expiring breath. 
Not long the toils of hell could keep 
The hope of Judah's line; 
Corruption never could take-hold 
On aught fo much divine. 


And now his conqu'ring chariot wheels 
Aſcend the lofty ſkies ; 

While broke, beneath his pow'rful croſs, 
Death's iron ſceptre lies. 


Exalted high at God's right hand, 
And Lord of all below, 

Thro' him is pard'ning love diſpens'd, 
And boundleſs bleflings flow. 

And ſtill for erring, guilty man 
A brother's pity flows; 

And ſtill his 1 heart is touch'd 
With mem'ry of our woes. 

To thee, my Saviour and my King, 
Glad homage let me give; 

And ſtand prepar'd like thee to die, 
With thes that I may live, | 
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BEHOLD where, breathing love divine, 
Our dying Maſter ſtands ! 


His weeping followers gath'ring round 


Receive his laſt commands. 


From that mild teacher's parting lips 
What tender accents fell! 


The gentle precept which he gave 


Became its author well: I 
„ Bleſs'd is the man whoſe ſofr'ning heart 

„Feels all another's pain; | 
To whom the ſupplicating eye 


« Was never rais'd in vain ; 


cc 


| © Whoſe breaſt expands with gen'rous warmth, 


A ſtranger's woes to feel; 

And bleeds in. pity o'er the wound 
„He wants the pow'r to heal. 

«ec 


He ſpreads his kind ſupporting arms - 
« Toev'ry child of grief; 

« His ſecret bounty largely flows, 
And brings unaſk'd relief, 


To gentle offices of love 

His feet are never flow ; 
He views, thro' mercy's melting eye, 
A brother in a foe. 


Peace from the boſom of his God, 


My peace to him I give; 
«© And when he kneels before the throne, 
„His trembling foul ſhall live. 4 


To him protection ſhall be ſhewn ; 


And mercy from above 4 


4 Deſcend on thoſe who thus fulfil 


The perfect law of love.“ 


| * HYMN v. 
AWAKE, my ſoul! lift up thine eyes, 
Sce where thy foes againſt thee riſe, 


In long array, a num'rous hoſt; 


Awake, my foul, or thou art loſt. 


Here giant Danger threat'ning ſtands 


Muſt'ring his pale terrific bands; 
There Pleaſure's filken banners ſpread, 
And willing ſouls are captive led. 


See where rebellious paſſions rage, 

And fierce deſires and luſts engage; 

The meaneſt foe of all the train ; 
Has thouſands and ten thouſands lain. : 


Thou tread'ſt upon enchanted ground, 
Perils and ſnares beſet thee round; 
Beware of all, guard ev'ry part, 


| But moſt the traitor in thy heart. 


Come then, my ſoul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal ſhield; 
Put on the armour from above 

Of heav'nly truth and heav'nly love. 


Che terror and the charm repel, _ 
And pow'rs of earth, and pow'rs of hell 
The man of Calvary triumph'd here; 


1 1 hy ſhould his faithful followers fear? 


E 3 $ 53. 
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| f Nor leſs the myſtic characters I ſee 
; $ $3-] dares ve Dorey. Wrought in each flow'r, inſerib'd on ev'ry tree; 


Book l. 


Mrs. BARBAULD. | In ev'ry leaf that trembles to the breeze = 

| made F978 ART RO : I hear the voice of God among the trees ; 
| * | Om 195 " LUCAN, With thee in ſhady ſolitudes I walk, : : 
OD of my life, and author of my days With thee in buſy crowded cities talk; _ 
G Permit my feeble voice to liſp thy praiſe ; -4 3 ES Toy oy _— POW] T, Th 
And trembling take upon a mortal tongue n cach event thy providence adore. _ 


Thy hopes ſhall animate my drooping ſoul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear controul. 1 
Thus ſhall I reft unmor'd by all alarms, » 


That hallow'd name to harps of Seraplis ſung. 
Yet here the brighteſt Seraphs could no more 


Than hide their faces, tremble, and adorc. . TS ; Tats 
Worms, angels, men, in ev'ry diff rent ſphere you within the * eee de c Hor 
Are equal all, for all are nothing here. e e ee 3 trom g * terrors free, But 
All Nature faints beneath the mighty name Th . wy ys un gp ae E ee q At 
Which Nature's works, thro? all her parts, pro- Amen the laft, the clo wy wur draws nigh, An 

wimming eye; 


THIER | And earth recedes before my 
| When trembling on the doubtful edge of fate 

[ Rand, and firetch my view to either ſtate ; 

{ Teach me toquit this tranſitory ſcene 

With decent triumph and a look ſerene ; 


J feel that name my inmoſt thoughts controul, 
And breathe an awful ſtillneſs chiro' my foul 
As by a _ the waves - — ſubñde; 
Impetuous paſſion ſtops her headlong tide: / 
Ar chy fel Cs A emorions — by 2 to 3 my ardent 7 on high, 
And my huſn d ſpirit finds a ſudden peace, | nd, having ivd to thee, in thee to die. 
Till ev ry worldly thought r me dies, —— !ĩ— 
And earth's gay pageants vaniſh from my eyes; HR YET" 3 
Till all tay fone is Toft in infinite, e $ 54: . 
And one vaſt object fills my aching fight. | 55 Mrs. BARBAULD. 
But ſoon, alas! this holy calm is broke; One ſun dy day, by night ten thouſand ine. YOUNG. 
My foul ſubmits to wear her wonted yoke ; K paſt ! the ſultry tyrant of the ſouth 
With ſhack led pinions ſtrives to ſoar in vain, Has ſpent his ſhort-liv'd rage: more grate - 


And mingles with the drofs of earth again. ful hours 
But he, our gracious Maſter, kind as juſt, | Move filent on: the ſkies no more repel 
Knowing our frame, remembers man is duſt. The dazzled fight ; but, with mild maiden beams 
His ſpirit, ever brooding o'er our mind, Of temper d light, invite the cheriſh'd eye 
Sees the firſt wiſh to better hopes inclin'd ; To wander o'er their ſphere ; where hung aloft 
Marks the young dawn of ev'ry virtuous aim, | Dian's bright creſcent, like a filver bow 
And fans the ſmoking flax into a flame. New ftrung in heaven, lifts high its beamy horns, 
His ears are open to the ſofteſt cry, | Impatient for the night, and ſeems to puſh 
His grace deſcends to meet the lifted eye; Her brother down the KV. Fair Venus ſhines 
He reads the language of a ſilent tcar, Ev'n in the eye of day; with ſweeteſt beam 
And ſighs are incente from a heart ſincere. | Propitious ſhines, and ſhakes a trembling flood 
Such hre the vows, the ſacrifice I give; Of ſoften'd radiance from her dewy locks. 
Accept the vow, and bid the ſuppliant live: The ſhadows ſpread apace; while meeken'd Eve, 
From each terreſtrial bondage ſet me free; Her check yet warm with bluſhes, ſlow retires 
Still er ry wiſh that centres not in thee; Thro' the Heſperian gardens of the weſt, 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain diſquiets ccaſe, And ſhuts the gates of day. Tis now the hour 
And point my path to everlaſting peace. When Contemplation, from her ſunleſs haunts, 
If the ſoft hand of winning pleaſure leads The cool damp grotto, or the lonely depth 
= hving waters, and thro' flow'ry mcads, Of unpierc'd woods, where wrapt in e ſhade 
hen all is ſmiling, tranquil, and ſerene, She mus'd away the gaudy hours of noon, 
And vernal beauty paints the flatt'ring ſcene, And fed on thoughts unripen'd by the ſun, 
Oh ! teach me to elude cach latent ſnare, | Moves forward; and with radiant finger points 
And whiſper to my ſliding heart—Beware ! To yon blue concave ſwell'd by breath divine, 
With caution let me hear the Syren's voice, Where, one by one, ths living eyes of heaven 
And doubrful, with a trembling heart, rejoice. | Awake, quick kindling o'er the face of ætlier 
If friendleſs ia a vale of tears bo. One boundleſs blaze; ten thouſand trembling 
Where briers wound, and thorns perplex my way, fires, | 1 
Still let my ſteady foul thy e a ſce, And dancing luſtres, where th' unſteady eye, 
And with ftrong confidence lay hold on thee; | Reſtleſs and. dazzled, wanders unconfin'd 
With equal eve my vat ious lot receive, Oer all this field of glories: ſpacious field, 
Refign'd to die, or reſolute to live; And worthy of the maſter : he whoſe hand, 
Prepar d tu kiſs the ſceptre or the rod, With hicroglyphics elder than the Nile, 
While God is ſeen in all, and all in God. [nſcrib'd the myſtic tablet; hung on high 
I read his awful name emblazon'd high To public gaze; and faid, Adore, O man, 


With golden letters on th' illumin'd iy ; The finger of thy God! From what pure _ 
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Of milky light, what ſoft o erflowing urn, 

Are all theſe lamps ſo fill'd? theſe friendly lamps, 

For ever ſtreaming o'er the azure deep 

To point our path, and light us to our home. 

How ſoft they flide along their lucid ſpheres ! 

And, filent as the foot of Time, full ' 

Then deftin'd courſes : Nature's ſelf is huſh'd, 

And, but a ſcatter'd leaf, which ruſtles thro' 

The tlnck-wove foliage, not a found is heard 

To break the midnight air; tho' the rais'd ear, 

Intenſely liſt'ning, drinks in ev'ry breath. 

How deep the filence, yet how loud the praiſe ! 

But are they ſilent all? or is there not 

A tongue in ev'ry ſtar that talks with man, 

And wooes him to be wiſe? nor wobes in vain : 

This dead of midnight is the noon of thought, 

And wiſdom mounts her zenith with the ſtars. 

At this ſtill hour the ſelf- collected ſoul 

Turns inward, and beholds a ſtranger there 

Of high deſcent, and more than mortal rank; 

An embryo God; a ſpark of fire divine, 

Which muſt burn on for ages, when the ſun 

(Fair tranſitory creature of a day!) | 

Has clos'd his golden eye, and, wrapt in ſhades, 

Forgets his wonted journey thro” the caſt, 
Ye citadels of light, and ſears of Gods! 

Perhaps my future home, from whence the ſoul, 

Revolving periods paſt, may oft look back, 

With recollected tenderneſs, on all 

The various buſy ſcenes ſhe left below, 

Its deep - laid projefts and its ſtrange events, 

As on ſome fond and doting tale that ſooth'd 

Her infant hours O be it lawful now 

To tread the hallow'd circle of your courts, 

And with mute wonder and delighted awe 

Approach your burning confines ! Sciz'd in 

On fancy's wild and roving wing fail thought, 

From the green borders of the peopled earth, 

And the pale moon, her dureous fair attendant; 

From ſolitary Mars; from the vaſt orb 

Of Jupiter, whoſe huge gigantic bulk 

Dances in ether like the hghteſt lcaf; 

To the dim verge, the ſuburbs of the ſyſtem, 

Where cheerleſs Saturn, midſt his wat'ry moons, 

Girtvith a lucid zone, in gloomy pomp, 

Sits like an exil'd monarch : fearlets thence 

I launch into the trackleſs deeps of ſpace, 

Where, burning round, ten thouſand ſuns appear, 

Of elder beam ; which aſk no leave to ſhine 

Of our terreſtrial ſtar, nor borrow light 

From the proud regent of our ſcanty day; 

Sons of the morning, firſt-born of creation, 

And only lefs than Go who marks their track, 


And guides their fiery wheels. Here muſt I ſtop, 


Or is there aught beyond? What hand unſeen 
Impels me onward rhro' the glowing orbs 

Of habitable nature, far remote, 

To the dread confiaes of eternal night, 

To folitudes of vaſt unpeopled ſpace, 

The deſerts of creation, wide and wild, 
Where embryo ſyſtems and unkindled ſuns 
Sleep in the womb of chaos ? Fancy droops, 
And thought aſtoniſh'd ſtops her bold career. 


Bur, oh thou mi glty Mind ! whoſe pow 'rful word 


4 


| 


Book l. SACRED AND MORAL. = 


Said, Thus let all things be, and thus they were, 
Where ſhall I ſeek thy preſence? how unblam'd 
Invoke thy dread perfeCtion ? | 
Have the broad cye-lids of the morn beheld thee ? 
Or does the beamy ſhoulder of Orion 

Support thy throne ? O look with pity down 

On erring, guilty man! not in thy names 

Of terror clad ; not with thoſe thunders arm'd 
Lin conſcious Sinai felt, when fear appall'd 
The Catter'd tribes! Thou haſt a gentler voice, 
That whiſpers comfort to the ſwelling heart, 


Abaſh'd, yet longing to behold her Maker. 


But now my ſou}, unus'd th ſtretch her pow'rs 
In flight ſo daring, drops her weary wing, 
And ſecks again the known accuſtom'd ſpot, 
Dreſt up with ſun, and ſhade, and lawns, and 
A manhon fair and ſpacious for its gueſt, | fireams z 
And full replete with wonders. tet me here, 
Content and grateful, wait the appointed time, 
And ripen for the ſkies: the hour will come 
When all theſe ſplendovrs burſting on my ſight 
Shall ſtand unveil'd, and to my raviſh'd ſenſe 
Unlock the glories of the warld unknown. 


3 55. Hymn 10 Content. Mrs. BARBAULD, 


natura heatos 
Omnibus eſſe decit, & quis cognoverit uti. CLAUNIAN, 


CY THOU, the Nymph with placid eye! 
O ſeldom found, yet ever nigh ! 

Receive my temp Tate vow : 

Not all the ſtorms that ſhake the pole 

Can e'er diſtprb thy halcyon foul, 
And ſmooth unalter d brow. 

O come, in ſimple veſt array d, 

With all thy ſober cheer diſplay d, 
To bleſs my longing fight ; 

Thy mien compos'd, thy even pace, 

Thy meck regard, thy matron grace, 
And chaſte ſubdued delight. 


No more by varying paſſions beat, 

O gently guide my pilgrim feet 
To find thy hermit cell; 

Where in ſome pure and equal ſky 

Bencath thy ſoft indulgent eye 

| The modeſt virtues dwell. 


Simplicity in Attic veſt, 


And Innocence with candid breaſt, 


And clear undaunted eye; | 
And Hope, who points to diſtant years, 
Fair op'ning thro'-this vale of tears 

A viſta to the ſky. q 

There Health, thro' whoſe calm boſom glidg 
The temp'rate joys in even tide, 

That rarely ebb or flow ; 
And Patience there, thy ſiſter meek, 


| Preſents her mild unvarying cheek 


To meet the offer d blow. 
Her influence taught the Phrygian ſage 


1 A tyrant maſter's wanton rage 


With ſettled ſmiles to meet; 
Tnur'd to toil and bitter bread, 

He bow'd his meek ſubmitted head, 
| And kiſs'd thy ſainted feet, 


„ | But 


56 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


But thou, oh Nymph retir'd and coy ! 
In what brown hamler doſt thou joy 
To tell thy tender tale ? 5 
The lowlieft children of the ground, 
Moſs- roſe and violet, bloſſom round, 
And lily of the vale. | 


O ſay what ſoft propitious hour 

I beſt may choole to hail thy pow'r, 
And court thy gentle {way ? 

When Autumn, friendly to the Muſe, 

Shall thy own modeſt tints diffuſe, 
And ſhed thy milder day: 


When Eve, her dewy ſtar beneath, 

Thy balmy ſpirit loves to breathe, 

And ev'ry ſtorm is laid; 

If ſuch an hour was e er thy choice, 

Oft let me hear thy ſoothing voice 
Low whiſp'ring thro' the ſhade. 


8 56. To Wiſdom. Mrs. BARBAULD. 


Dona pracſcntis rare laetus horac ac 
loads ſevera. N HORAT, 


O WISDOM ' if thy ſoft controu! 
Can footh the ficknefs of the foul, 
Can bid the warring paſſions ccaſe, 
And breathe the calm of tender peace; 
Wiſdom ! I bleſs thy gentle ſway, - 
And ever, ever will obey. 

But if thou com ſt with frown auſtere 
To nurſe the brood of care and fear; 
To bid our ſweeteſt paſſions dic, 

And leave us in their room a ſigh ; 
Or if thine aſpect ſtern have pow'r 
To wither each poor tranſient flow'r 
That cheers this pilgrimage of woe, 


And dry the ſprings whence hope ſhould flow; | 


Wiſdom, thine empire I diſclaim, 
Thou empty boaſt of pompous name! 
In gloomy ſhade of cloifters dwell, 
But never haunt my cheerful cell. 
Hail to pleaſurc's f train 

Hail to fancy's golden reign! 
Feſti ve mirth, and laughter wild, 
Free and ſportful as the child 
Hope with eager ſparkling eyes, 
And eaſy faith, and fond ſurpriſe! 
Let theſe, in fairy colours dreſt, 
For ever ſhare my careleſs breaſt: 
Then, tho' wiſe I may not be, 
The wile themſelves ſhall envy me. 


$ 57. Deſpondency. An Ode. Burns. 
Oran with grief, oppreſs'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 
I fit me down and figh : 

O life! thou art a galling load, 
Along a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches ſuch 2s I 
Dim-backward as I caſt my view, 

What ſick ning ſcenes appear ! 
What ſorrows yet may pierce me through, 


1 


Too juſtly I may fear 
Still caring, defpairing, 
Muſt be my bitter doom; 


Book I. 


My woes here ſhall cloſe ne'er, 
But with the clofing tomb 

Happy ! ye ſons of buſy life, 

Who, equal to the buſtling ſtrife, 
No other view regard ! 

Ev'n when the wiſhed end 's denied, 

Yer, while the buſy means are plicd, 
They bring their own reward : 

Whilſt I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 
Unfitted with an aim, 

Meet ev'ry fad returning night 
And joyleſs morn the tame. 
Lou, buſtling and juſtling, 

Forget each grief and pain; 
J, liſtleſs yet reſtleſs, 
Find ev'ry proſpect vain. 

How bleſt the Solitary's lot, 

Who, all-forgetting, all- forgot, 
Within this humble cell, 

The cavern wild with tangling roots, 

Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 
Beſide his cryſtal well! 

Or haply to his ev'ning thought, 

By unfrequented ftream, | 

The ways of men are diſtant brought, 
A faint- collected dream: 

While praiſing, and raiſing 

His thoughts to Heav'n on high, 
As wand' ring, meand' ring, 

He views the foleran ſk y. 

Than I, no lonely Hermit plac'd 

Where never human footſtep trac'd, 
Leſs fit to play the part, 

The lucky moment to improve, 

And juſt to ſtop, and juſt to move, 
With felf-reipeCting art: 

But ah! thoſe pleaſures, loves, and joys, 
Which I too keenly taſte, 

The Solitary can deſpiſe, 

Can want, and yet be bicſ ! 
He needs not, he heeds not, 
Or human love or hate; 
Whilſt I here, muſt cry here, 
At perfidy ingrate ! 

Oh! enviable carly days, 

When dancing thoughtleis Pleafurc's maze, 
To Care, to Guiit unknown ! 

How ill exchang'd for riper times, 

To feel the follies or the crimes 
Of others, or my own ! 

Ye tiny elves, that guiltleſs ſport 
Like linnets in the buſh, 

Ye little know the ills ye court, 

When manhood is your wiſh ! 
The loſſes, the croiles, 
That active man engage; 
The fears all, the tears all, f 
Of dim declining age! 


P 


$ 58. The Frailty and Folly of Man. Pr1o8. 
GREAT Heav'n ! how frail thy creature Man 


is made 


| 351 by himſelf inſenſibly betray d! 


Is 


SACRED AND MORAL 


J. Book I. 
In our own ſtrength unhappily ſecure, | How ſhall a child preſume to ſing 
Too little cautious of the adverſe pow'r; His dreadful Majeſty ! 


And, by the blaſt of ſelf-opinion mov d, How great his pow'r is, none can tell, 
We with to charm, and ſeek to be belov'd. Nor think how large his grace 


On pleaſure's flow'ry brink we idly ſtray, Not men below, nor ſaints that dwell 
Maſters as yet of our returning way : | On high before his face. 


Seeing no danger, we diſarm our mind, Not angels, that ſtand round the Lord 
And give our conduct to the waves and wind: Can ſearch his ſecretwilts ©. +: 


Then in the flow'ry mead, or verdant ſhade, | But they perform "EM heav'nly word, 
To wanton dalliance negligently laid, And fing his praiſes ſtill. 
We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl, Then let me join We e eee a 
And ſmiling ſee the FELT n z ; 5 my firſt offvings brings {ed 
Till the ſtrong guſts of raging paſſion riſe, ; 1 we 
Till the dire SE Wil tort and ſkies ; Vee rnal God I Bn difdain 
And, ſwift into the boundleſs ocean borne, n . 
Our fooliſh confidence too late we mourn : My heart reſolves, my tongue obeys ; 
Round our devoted heads the billows beat ; And angels ſhall rejoice - 
And from our troubled view the leſſen'd lands | To hear their m_ Maker's praiſe 
e N Sound from a feeble voice. 


Praiſe for Creation and Providence. 5 


8 59. A Paraphraſe on the latter Part of the Sixth 


Chapter of St. Matthew. THOMSON. 


5 W HEN my breaſt labours with oppreſſive care, 
And o'er my cheek deſcends the falling tear; 


While all my warring paſſions are at ſtrife, 

Oh let me liſten to the words of life 

Raptures deep-felt his doctrine did impart, 

And thus he rais d from earth the drooping heart: 
Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford 

Is ſpread at once upon the | e Get 


Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 


While on the roof the howling tempeſt bears; 
What farther ſhall this feeble life ſuſtain, 

And what ſhall clothe theſe ſhiv'ring limbs again, 
Say, does not life its nouriſhment exceed ? 

And the fair body its inveſting weed ? 

Brhold ! and look away your low deſpair— 


See the light tenants of the barren air: 


To them nor ſtores nor granaries belong, 


[ SING th' almighty pow'r of God, 
That made the mountains riſe ; 

T hat ſpread the flowing ſeas abroad, 
And built the lofty tkies! 


[ fing the Wiſdom that ordain'd 
The fun to rule the day ; 

The moon ſhines full at his command, 
And all the ſtars obey. | 


I fing the goodneſs of the Lord, 
That fill'd the earth with food; 
He form'd the creatures with his word, 
And then pronounc'd them good. 
Lord, how thy wonders are diſplay d, 
Where'er I turn mine eye! 
If I ſurvey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the ſky; 
There 's not a plant or flow'r below 
But makes thy glories known; 


Nought but the woodland and the pleaſing fong ; And clouds ariſe, and tempeſts blow, 


Vet your kind heav'nly Father bends his cye 

On the leaſt wing that flits along the ſky. 

To him they ſing when ſpringrenews the plain, 

To him they cry in winter's pinching reign ; 

Nor is their muſic or their ms in vain : 

He hears the gay and the diſtreſsful call, 

And with we x Pros bounty fills them all. 
Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace, 

Obſerve the various vegetable race; 

They neither toil nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 


By order from thy throne, 


Creatures (as num'rous as they be) 

Are ſubject to thy care; 

There 's not a place where we can flee, 
But God is preſent there. 


In heav'n he ſhines with beams of love, 
With wrath in hell beneath ! | 


Tis on his earth I ftand or move, 


And 'tis his air I breathe. 


Vet ſee how warm they bluſh! how bright they His hand is my perpetual guard : 


glow |! | | 
What regal veſtments can with them compare? 
What king ſo ſhining, or what queen ſo fair? 


If ceaſcleſs thus the fowls of heaven he feeds, 


If o'er the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads, 
Will he not care for you, ye faithleſs, ſay ? 
Is he unwiſe ? or are ye leſs than they ? 


$ 60. Songs of Praiſe, WaTTs. 
A general Song of Praiſe to God. 
HI glorious is our heav'nly King, 
* Who reigns above the ſky! - 


He keeps me with his eye: 
Why ſhould I then forget the Lord, 
Who 1s for ever nigh ? 


Praiſe io God for our Redemption. 
BLEST be the wiſdom and the pow'r, 
The juſtice and the grace, 
That join'd in council to reſtore 
And fave our ruin'd race! 


Our father ate forbidden fruit, 
And from his glory fell ; 

And we his children thus were brought 
To death, and near to hell. 


| 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS; 


| Boos I. 
Bleſt be the Lord that ſent his Son I would not change my native land 
To take our fleſh and dlood ! For rich Peru, with all her gold : 
He for our lives gave up his own, A nobler prize lies in my hand 
To make our peace with Gd. Than Eaſt or Weſtern Indies hold. 
He honour'd all his Father's laws, How do I pity thoſe that dwell 
Which we have diſobey d; Where ignorance or darkneſs reigns! 
He bore our fins upon the croſs, They know no heav'n, they fear no hell, 
And our full ranſom paid. Thoſe endleſs joys, thofe endleſs pains, _ 
Behold him rifing from the grave; Thy glorious promiſes, O Lord, 
Behold him rais'd on high: I Kindle my hopes and my deſire; 
He pleads his merit, there to ſave While all the preachers of thy word 
1 doom'sd to die. Warn me to ſcape eternal fire. 
There on a glorious throne he reigns, Thy praiſe ſhall till employ my breath, 
And by his pow'r divine Since thou haſt mark'd my way to heav'n ; 
Redeems us from the ſlaviſh chains Nor will I run the road to death, 
Of Satan and of fin. 


Thence ſhall the Lord to judgment come, 
And with a ſov'reign voice 5 
Shall call and break up ev'ry tomb, 
While waking faints rejoice. 
O may I then with; | 
Before the Judges face! 
And, with the bleſs d afſembly there, 
© Sing his redeeming grace ! 
Praijfe for Mercies Spiritual and Temporal, 


WHENE'ER I take my walks abroad, 
How many poor I ſee ! 
What ſhall I render to my God 
For all his gifts to me! 


Not more than others I deſerve, 
Yer God has giv'n me more; 
For I have food while others ſtarve, 
Or beg from door to door. 
How many children in the ſtreet 
Half naked I behold ! 
While I am cloth'd from head to feet, 
And cover'd from the cold! 


While ſome poor wretches ſcarce can tell 
Where they may lay their heac, 
J have a home wherein to dwell, 
And reſt upon my bed. 
While others early learn to ſwear, 
And curſe, and lie, and ſteal, 
I am taught thy name to fear, | 
And do thy holy will. 
Are theſe thy favours, day b. 
To me 3 reſt * . 
Then let me love thee more than they, 
And try to ſerve thee beſt, 
Praiſe for Birth and Education in a Chriftian Land. 


GREAT God! to thee my voice I raiſe, 
To thee my youngeſt hours belong; 

I] would begin my life with praiſe, 

Till growing years improve the ſong. 
*Tis to thy fov'reign grace I owe 

That I was born on Win ground ; 
Where ſtreams of heav'nly mercy flow, 


And words of ſweet ſalvation found, 


| And make his goſpel known, 


And waſte the bleſſings thou haſt giv'n. 
Praiſe for the Goſpel. 


LORD, I afcribe it to thy grace, 
And rot to chance, as others do, 
That I was born of Chriſtian race, 
And not a Heathen or a Jew. | 


What would the ancient Jewtſh kings 


And Jewiſh prophets once have giv'n, 


Could they have heard thoſe glorious things 
Which Chritt reveal'd and brought from heav'n ? 


How glad the Heathens would have been, 


That worſhip'd idols, wood and ſtone, 


If they the book of God had ſeen, 
Or Jefus and his goſpel known! 
Then, if this goſpel I refuſe, 

How thall I c'er lift up mine eyes! 
For all the Gentiles and the Jews 


| Againſt me will in judgment riſe. 


Praiſe to God for learning is Read, 
THE praiſes of my tongue 
I offer to the Lord, . 
| That I was taught, and learnt ſo young. 
To read his holy word. 


That I am brought to know 


The danger I was in; 
By nature, and by practice too, 
A wretched flave to fin, 
That I am led to ſee 
I can do nothing well ; 
And whither ſhall a ſinner flee 
To ſave himſelf from hell? 


Dear Lord, this bock of thine 
Informs me where to go 

For grace to pardon all my fin, 
And make me holy too. 

Here I can read and learn, 

How Chriſt, the Son of God, 


| Did undertake our great concern ; 
Our ranſom coſt his blood. 

And now he _— above, 
He ſends his Spirit down 

| To ſhew the wonders of his love, 


O may 


. 


. Poor . SACRED AND MORAL. 


O may-that Spirit teach, ; O may I now for ever fear 
And make my heart receive, | T' indulge a ſinful thought, 

Thoſe truths, which all thy ſervants preach, | Since the great God can ſee and hear, 
And all thy ſaints believe! And writes down ev'ry fault! 


Then ſhall I praiſe the Lord, | # 


In a more cheerful ſtrain, | x hy e Wy" 
That I was taught to read his word, $ 63. Solemn Thonghti c e eg 
And have not learnt in vain. 8. WATTS. 


- . THERE is a God that reigns above, 
$ 61. The Eæcellenqy of the Bible demonſtrated. Lord of the heav'ns, and earth, and ſeas: 
Warrs. | 1 fear his wrath, I aſk his love, 
GAT God, with wonder and with praiſe | And with my lips I fing his praiſe, 


On all thy works I look; There is a law which he has writ, 


But fill thy wiſdom, power, and grace, | To teach us all what we muſt do: 
Shine brighteſt in thy book. My ſoul, to his commands ſubmit, 
The ſtars, that in their courſes roll, | For they are holy, juſt, and true. 
Have much inſtruction given 5 | 1 There is a goſpel of rich grace, N 
But thy good word informs my ſoul Whence ſinners all their comforts draw: 
How 1 may climb to heaven. | | Lord, I repent, and ſeek thy face, : 
The fields provide me food, and ſhew For I have often broke thy law, 
The goodneſs of the Lord; There is an hour when I muſt die, 
But fruits of life and glory grow Nor do I know how ſoon t will come 
In thy moſt holy word. 
Here are my choiceſt treaſures hid, | Are call'd by death to hear their doom, 
ee — 22 2 : | Let me improve the hours I have, 
CIITCS Als | 3 . 
a? And hence my hopes ariſe. Taten tha day of Os 


—_— 


There 's no repentance in the grave, 
Nor pardons cler d to the 9 1 


Juſt as the tree, cut down, that fell 


Lord, make me underſtand thy law, 
Shew what my faults have been ; 
And from thy goſpel let me draw 


ay Lo north or ſouthward, there it hes ; 
Aae TOC. BAL NE Ne --> ; | | So man departs to heav'n or hell, 
Here would I learn how Chriſt has died Fix'd in the ſtate wherein he dies. 


To fave my ſoul from hell : 
Not all the books on earth beſide 


Such heav'nly wonders tell. {-RHERE is beyond the & 
Then let me love my Bible more, & 4 A 3 — and 2 


And take a freſh delight 1 holy child i : 
By day to read theſe wonders o'er, * on = on my 3 die, 


5 INE 5 There is a dreadful hell, 
$ 62. The All-ſeeing God. Warrts. And everlaſting pains z 


; 

A thouſand children, young as I, 
$ 64. Heaven and Hell, WATTS | 
| 


: 3 There ſinners muſt with devils dwell, | 

LMIGHTY God, thy piercing eye ; i | | 
A Strikes thro” the ſhades of night, In darkneſs, fire, and chains. | 
And our moſt ſecret actions lie | Can ſuch a wretch as I | 
All open to thy ſight. f | Eſcape this curſed end? | 


There is not a ſin that we commit, * 3 N I die, 


Nor wicked word we ſay, a | 


But in thy dreadful book 'tis writ, Then will I read and pray, | 
Againſt the judgment day. | While I have life and — | 
And muſt the crimes that I have done © — | ft J ſhould be cut off to-day, 
Be read and publiſh'd there? And ſent to eternal death. — 
Be all expos'd before the Sun, — 
While men and angels hear ? {$ 65. The Advantages of early Religion. WATTS, 
Lord, at thy foot aſham'd 1 lie; ; Hur the child whoſe tender years 


Receive inſtructions well; 


Who hates the finner's path, and fears 


| Upward I dare not lock: 
Pardon my ſins before I die, 


; "as 


And blot them from thy book. The road that leads to hell, 
Remember all the dying pains | When we devote our youth to God, 
That my Redeemer felt; Tis pleaſing in his eyes; 
And let his blood wauſli out my ſtains, A flow'r when offer d in tue bud 
And antwer for my guilt, | Is no vain ſactiſice. 


'Tis 


65 ELEGANT 
*Tis eaſier work, if we begin 
To fear the Lord betimes; 


While finners that grow old in fin 
Are harden'd m their crimes. 


*T will ſave us from a thonſand ſnares, 
To mind religion young; 

Grace will preſerve our following years, 
And make our virtue ſtrong. 

To thee, almighty God, to thee, 

_ Our childhood we refign ; 

*T will pleaſe us to look back and ſee 
That our whole lives were thine. 

Let the fweet work of pray'r and praiſe 
Employ my youngeſt breath: ; 

Thus I 'm prepar'd for longer days, 
Or fit for early death. | 


$ 66. The Danger of Detay. Wars. 
WIV ſhould I ſay, Tis yet too ſoon 


« To ſeek for Heav'n, or think of death?” 


A flow'r may fade before tis noon, 
And I this day may loſe my breath. 
If this rebellious heart of mine | 
Deſpiſe the gracious calls of Heaven, 
I may be harden'd in my fin, 
And never have repentance given. 
What if the Lord grow wroth, and ſwcar, 
While I refuſe to read and pray, 
That he il refuſe to lend an car 
To all my groans another day ! 
What if his dreadful anger burn, 
While I refuſe his offer d grace, 
And all his love to fury turn, 
And ſtrike me dead upon the place! 


"Tis dangerous to provoke a God! 

His power and vengeance none can tell: 
One ſtroke of his almighty rod ; 
Shall ſend young ſinners quick to hell. 
Then twill for ever be in vain | 
To cry for pardon and for grace; | 
To with I had my time again, 
Or hope to ſee my Makers face! 


$ 67 Examples of early Piety. Warrs: 
WHAT bleſs d examples do I find 
Writ in the word of truth, 
Of children that began ro mind 
Religion in their youth 
Jeſus, who reigns above the ſky, 
And keeps the world in awe, 
Was once a child as young as I, 
And kept his Father's law. 
At twelve years old he talk'd with men, 
(The Jews all wond' ring ftand ) 
Yer he obey'd his mother then, 
And came at her command. 
Children a ſweet hoſannah ſung, 
And bicis'd their Saviour's name 
They gave him honour with their tongue, 
While fcrives and pricfts blaſpheme. 
4 


EXTRACTS, Bbour 


Samuel the child was wean'd, and brought 
To wait upon the Lord; 

Young Timothy betimes was taught 
To know his holy word. 


Then why ſhould I'fo long dchy 
What others learn fo ſoon? 

I would not paſs another day 
Without this work begun. 


$ 68. Again Lying, Warts, 
O Tis a lovely thing for youth 


To walk betimes in wiſdom's way; 


To fear a lie, to ſpeak the truth, 


That we may truſt to all they ſay. 

Bur liars we can never truſt, 3 
Tho' they ſhould ſpeak the thing that 's true 
And he that does one fault at firſt, | 
And lies to hide it, makes it two. 


Have we not known, nor heard, nor read, 
How God abhors deceit and wrong? 

How Ananias was ſtruck dead, 

Caught with a lie upon his tongue ? 

So did his wife Sapphira die, 

When ſhe came in, and grew fo bold 

As to confirm that wicked he 

That juſt before her huſband told. 


The Lord delights in them that ſpeak 
The words of truth; but ev'ry har 
Muſt have his portion in the laxe 

That burns with brimſtone and with fire 
Then let me always watch my lips, 

Leſt I be ſtruck to death and hell, 
Since God a book of reck'ning Keeps ' 
tor ev Ty he that children tell. 


$ 69. Agarn/t Quarrelling and Fighting, Wa rns, 


LE dogs delight to bark and bite, 
For God hath made them ſo; 
Let bears and lions growl and fight, 
For tis their nature too: , 


But, children, you ſhould never let 
Such angry patiions riſe; 

Your lirtle hands were never made 
To tear each other's eyes. 


Let love through ail your actions run, 
And all your words be mild; 

Live like the bleſſed Virgin's Son, 
That ſwect and jovely Child. 


His ſoul was gentle as a lamb : 
And, as his ſtature grew, 


He grew in fayour both with man 


And God his Father too. 


Now, Lord of all, he reigns above; 
And from his heav'nly throne 

He ſees what children dwell in love, 

And marks then for his own, 
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$ 70. Love between Brothers and Siſters. 
. WATTS. 
HATEVER brawls diſturb the ſtreet, 
There ſhould be peace at home; 
Where ſiſters dwell and brothers meet, 
Quarrely ſhould never come. 


Birds in their little neſts agree; 
And 'tis a ſhameful fight, 

When children of one tamily 
Fall out, and chide, and fight ! 


Hard names at firſt, and threat'ning words, 
That are but noiſy breath, 
May grow to clubs and naked ſwords, 
To murder and to death. 


The depil tempts one mother's ſon 
To rage againſt another; 

So wicked Cain was hurried on 
Till he had kill'd his-brother. 


The wiſe will make their anger cool, 
At leaſt before 'tis night; 
But in the boſom of a fool 

It barns till. morning-light. 


Pardon, O Lord, our childiſh rage, 
Our little brawls remove ; 

That, as we grow to riper age, 
Our hearts may all be love. 


$ 71. Againſt Scoffing and calling Names. 
WATTS. 
O tongues were made to bleſs the Lord, 
And not ſpeak ill of men; 
When others give a railing word, 
We muſt not rail again. | 
Croſs words and angry names require 
To be chaſtis'd at ſchool; 
Aud he's in danger of hell- fire 
That calls his brother Fool. 


But lips that dare be ſo profane, 


To mock and jeer and ſcoff 
At holy things or holy men, 
The Lord ſhall cut them off. 


When children in their wanton play 
Serv'd old Eliſha fo; 
And hid the prophet go his way, 
&« Go up, thou bald-head, go!“ 


God quickly ftopp'd their wicked breath, 
And ſent two raging bears, 

That tore them limb from limb to death, 
With blood, and groans, aud tears. 


Great God, how terrible art thou 
To finners e er fo young 
Grant me thy grace, and teach me how 
To tame and rule my tongue | 


$ 12+ Againfl Swearing and Curfing, and taking 


God's Name in vain. WATTS, 
NGELS, chat high in glory dwell, 
Adore thy name, Almighty God! 
And devils tremble, down in hell, 


Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 
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And yet how wicked children dare 

Abuſe thy dreadful glorious name | 
| And, when they 're angry, how they wear, 
| And curſe their fellows, and blaſpheme ! 

How will they ſtand before thy face, 

Who treated thee with ſuch diſdain, 

While thou ſhalt doom them to the place 

Of cverlaſting fire and pain 

Then never ſhall one cooling drop 26 

To quench their burning tongues be given; 


But I will praiſe thee here, and hope 
Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 


My heart ſhall be in pain to hear 


| Wretches affront the Lord above; 


Lis that great God whoſe pow'r I fear, 
That heav'nly Father whom I love. 


If my companions grow profane, 


Lell leave their friendſhip when I hear 
Young ſinners take thy name in vain, 
And lcarn to curſe, and learn to ſwear. 


|S 73- Againſt Idleneſs and Miſchief... Warrs. 


pow doth the little buſy bee 
Improve each ſhining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 
From ev'ry op ning flow'r ! 


How ſkilfully ſhe builds her cell! 
How neat ſhe ſpreads the wax! 

And labours hard to ftore it well 
With the ſweet food ſhe makes. 


In works of labour, or of kill, 
I- would be buſy too; | 
For Satan finds ſome miſchief fill - * 
For idle hands to do. | 


in books, or work, or healthful play, 
Let my firſt years be paſt, __ 

Ihnat I may give for ev ry dax 
Somme good account at laſt. 


: 
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| $74 Againſt Evil Company. Warrs. 
HY ſhould I join with thoſe in play 
In whom I 've no delight; 
\Vho cutle and ſwear, but never pray; 
Who call ill names, and fight 2 


hate to hear a wanton ſong, 
TT heir words offend mine ears; 
{ ſhould not dare defile my tongue 
With language ſuch as theirs. 


Away from fools I Il turn mine eyes, 
Nor with the ſcoffers go: 

I would be walking with the wiſe, 
That wiſer I may grow. 


From one rude boy that's us'd to mock, 
They learn the wicked jeſt : 
One ſickly ſheep infects the flock, 
Aud poiſons all the reſt, My 
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God, L hate to walk or dwell 
With ſinful children here: 


Then let me not be ſent to hell, 
Where none but finners are. 


8 75. Agamft Pride in Cluubes. War rs. 
WX ſhould our garments, made to hide 


Our parents ſhame, provoke our pride ? | 


The art of drefs did ne er begin 
Till Eve, our mother, learnt to fn. 
When firſt ſhe put the cov'ring on, 
Her robe of innocence was gone; 
And yet her children vainly: boaſt 
In the fad marks of glory loft. 


„re. we are ! how fond to fhew 
Our clothes, and call them rich and new ! 
When the poor ſheep and filkworm wore 
That very clothing long beforc. 

The tulip and the butterfly 

Appear in gayer coats than I: 

Let me be dreſt fine as I will, 

Flies, worms, and flow'rs, excced re ſtill. 


Then will I ſer my heart to find 
Inward adornings of the mind; 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace: 
Theſe are the robes of richeſt dreſs. 


No more ſhall worms with me compare; 
This is the raiment angels wear; 

The Son of God, when here below, 

Put on this bleſt apparel too. 

It never fades, it ne er grows old; . 
Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mould: 
It takes no ſpot, but ſtill refines ; 

The more tis worn, the more it ſhines. 
In this on earth ſhould I appear, 

Then go to heav'n and wear it there, 
God will approve it in his fight ; 

Tis his own work, and his delight. 


& 76. Obedience to Parents, Warrs. 
ET children that would fear the Lord 
Hear what their teachers ſay ; 
With rev'rence meet their parents' word, 
And with delight obey. 
Have you not heard what dreadful s 
| ——— by the Lord, ** 
To him that breaks his father's law, 
Or mocks his mother's word ? 


What heavy guilt upon him les ! 
How curſed is his name ! 

The ravens ſhall pick out his cyes, 
And cagles cat the fame. | 

But thoſe who worſhip God, and give 
Their parents honour due, 


Here on this earth they long ſhall live, 
And live hereafter too. 


$ 77. The Child's Complaint. WATTS. 
WHY ſhouid I love my ſport ſo veil, 

So conſtant at my play, 

And loſe the thoughts of heav'n and hell, 


And then forget to pray ? 


EXTRACTS, 


| What do I read my Bible for, 
But, Lord, to learn thy will ? 
And ſhall I daily know thee more, 


Boox I, 


And leſs obey thee ſtall? 


How ſenſeleſs is my heart, and wild ! 
How vain are all my thoughts ! 

Pity the weakneſs of a child, 

And pardon all my faults. 

Make me thy heav'nly voice to hear, 

And let me love to pray; 

Since God will lend a gracious car 

To what a child can ſay. 


; 


ab 


13 78. 4 Morning and Evening Song. WATTS, 


Morning Song. 
MY God, who makes the ſun to know 
His proper hour to rife, 
And to give light to all below, 
Doth ſend him round the ſkies. 


When from the chambers of the caſt 
His morning race begins, 

He never tires, nor ſtops to reſt, 
But round the world he ſhines. 


So, like the ſun, would I fulfil 

| The bus'neſs of the day: 
Begin my work betimes, and till 
March on my heav'nly way. 


Give me, O Lord, thy early grace, 
Nor let my foul complain 

That the young morning of my days 

Has all been ſpent in vain !. 


a 


. 
; 
; 
| 


. Evening Song | 
AND now another day is gone, 

I'll ting my Maker's praiſe: | 
My comforts ev'ry hour make known 
Vis providence and grace. 

But how my childhood runs to waſte ! 
My fns, how great their ſum ! 


Lord, give me pardon for the paſt, 
And ſtrength for days to come. 


I lay my body down to ſleep; 

| Let angels guard my head, 

And through the hours of darkneſs keep 
Their watch around my bed. 


With cheerful heart I cloſe my eyes, 
Since thou wilt not remove 

And in the morning let me riſe, 
Rejoicing in thy love. 


Y 8 wt 


8 0 For the Lord's Day Morning. WATTS» 


TH IS is the day when Chriſt aroſe 
So early from the dead ; 
Why ſhould I keep my eye-lids clos d, 
And waſte my hours in bed? 
This is the day when Jeſus broke 
The pow'r of death and hell; 
And thall I ftill wear Satan's yokey 
| And love my fins ſo well? 


To- 
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d 80. For the Lord's Day Evening. WATTS. 


Boot I. 


To- day with pleaſure Chriſtians meet | 
To pray, and hear the word: 

And 1 would go with cheerful feet 
To learn thy will, O Lord. 

I 'll leave my ſport, to read and pray, 
And ſo prepare for heaven; 

O may I love this bleſſed day 
The beſt of all the ſeven | 


12 how delightful tis to ſee 

A whole aſſembly worſhip thee ! 
At once they ſing, at once they pray; 

They hear of heav'n, and learn the way. 


I have been there, and ſtil] would go; 
'Tis like a little heav'n below : 

Not all my pleaſure and my play 

Shall tempt me to forget this day. 


O write upon my mem'ry, Lord, | 


The texts and doctrines of thy word ; - 
That I may break thy laws no more, 

But love thee better than before. | 
With thoughts of Chriſt, and things divine, 
Fill up this fooliſh heart of mine; | 
That, hoping pardon thro' his blood, 1 
I may lie down, and wake with God. 


4 


'$ $1. The Sluggard, W Ar Ts. 
TI the voice of a ſluggard— heard him 


complain, [again.” 
« You have wak'd me too ſoon, I muſt ſlumber 
As the door on its hinges, ſo he on his bed [head. 
Turns his ſides and his ſhoulders, and his heavy 


« A little more ſleep and a little more ſlumber,” 


i 


Thus he waſtes half his days, and his hours| 


without number ; 
And when he gets up, he fits folding his hands, 
Or walks abour ſaunt'ring, or trifling he ſtands. 


I paſs'd by his garden, and ſaw the wild brier, 
Thethorn and the thiftle grow broader and higher; 
The clothes that hang on him are turning to rags; 
And his money till waſtes, till he ſtarves or he begs. 
I made him a viſit, ſtill hoping to find 
He had took better care for improving his mind; 
He told me his dreams, talk d ofcatinganddrinking, 
But he ſcarce reads his Bible, and never loves 
thinking. | 
Said T then to my heart, “Here 's a leſſon for me; 
That man 's but a picture of what I might be; 
But thanks to my friends for their care in my 
breeding," {reading 1” 
Who taught me betimes to love working and 


$ 82. [Innocent Play, WATTS. 


F 


A BROADin the meadows,toſee the younglambs| 


Run fporting about by the ſide of their dams, 
With flecces fo clean and fo white ; 

Or a ncit of young doves in a large open cage, 
When they play all in love, without anger or rage, 
How much we may learn from the fight ! | 

2 | . 
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If we had been ducks, we might dabble in mud, 


[Or dogs, we might play till it ended in blood; 


So foul and fo fierce are their natures : 
But Thomas and William, and ſuch pretty names, 
Should be cleanly and harmleſs as doves or 25 


| Thoſe lovely ſweet innocent creatures. [ lambs, 
{ Not a thing that we do, nor a word that we ſay, 


Should hinder another in jeſting or play; | 
For he 's ſtill in earneſt that 's hurt: [mire ! 

How rude are the boys that throw pebbles and 

There 's none but a madman will fling about fire, 
And tell you © *Tis all but in ſport.” . 


$ 53. The Roſe. WATTS. | 
ow fair is the roſe ! what a beautiful flower 
The glory of April and May ! 
But the leaves are beginning to Ade in an hour 
And they wither and die in a day. 


Vet the roſe has one powerful virtue to boaſt, 
Above all the flowers of the field: Tloſt, 

When its leaves are all dead, and fine colours are 
Still how ſweet a perfume it will yield? 


80 frail is the youth and the 9 of mats + 5 
ike the roſe; 


Tho” they bloom and look gay 
But all our fond care to preſerve them is vain 
Time kills them as faſt as he goes. 


Then II not be proud of my youth or my beauty 
Since both of them 5 aad fade N y 
But gain a good name by well doing my duty: 
This will ſcent like a roſe when I m "Io 


3 


$ 84. The Thief WarTrTs. 
HY chould I deprive my neighbour 
Of his goods againſt his will? Res hs 
Hands were made for honeſt labour, 
Not to plunder or to ſteal. | 


]'Tis a fooliſh 1 
gain: 


By ſuch tricks to hope 

All that 's ever got by thieving 
Turns to ſorrow, ſhame, and pain. 

Have not Eve and Adam taught us 
Their ſad profit to compute ? 

To what diſmal ftate they brought us, 
When they ſtole forbidden fruit 

Oft we ſee a young beginner 
Practiſe little pilf ring ways, 

Till grown up a harden d ſinner: 
Then the gallows ends his days. 


Theft will not be always hidden, 
Though we fancy none can ſpy : 


y | When we take a thing forbidden, 


God bcholds it with his eye. | 
Guard my heart, O God of heaven, 
Left I covet what 's not mine; 
Leſt I fteal what is not given, ; 
Guard my hcart and hands from fin. 


© 8&6, The Ant, or Emmet. Warrs. 
HESE emmets, how little they are in our eyes 


We tread them to duſt, and a troop of them 
dirs, | , | 


Without 


1 
1 
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VS; e 
, 8 * 
„ 
A es rr een — 


Now, now, while my ſtrength and my youth are 


E: . RO 


I u fupply the poor with meat, 


Why ſhould I return them railing ? 
Since 1 


64 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


' Without our regard or concern: | 
Yet as wiſe as we are, if we went to their ſchool, 
There s many a flu , and many a fool, 

Some leſſons of wiſdom might learn. 


"They don'twear their time out in ſleeping or play, 
Burt gather up corn in a ſun-ſhiny day, 

And for winter they lay up their f 
They manage their work in ſuch regular forms, 
One would think they forefaw all the froſts and 

is the ſtorms, | 
And fo brought their food within doors. 


Bur I have leſs ſenſe than a poor creeping ant, 

If I take not due care for the things I ſhalt want, 
Nor provide againſt dangers in time. 

When death or old age ſhall ſtare in my face, 

What a wretch ſhall I be in the end of my days, 
If I trifle away all their prime! 


in bloom, [ ſhall come, 

Let me think what will ſerve me when fickneſs 
And pray that my fins be forgiven ; 

Let me read in good books, and believe and obey, 

That, when death turns me out of this cottage of 

I may dwell in a palace in heaven. | clay, 


— 


8 86. Good Reſolutions. Warts. 
HOUGH I am now in younger days, 
Nor can tell what thall befal me, 
I Il prepare for ev'ry place 
here my growing age ſhall call me, 
Should Ie er be rich or great, 
Others ſhall partake my goodneſs, | 


Never thewing ſcorn or rudeneſs. 


Where I ſee the blind or lame, 

Deaf or dumb, I II kiudly treat them; 
J deſerve to feel the fame, 

If I mock, or hurt, or cheat them. 


If I meet with railing tongues, 


beſt revenge my wrongs 
By my patience never failing, 
When I hear them telling lies, 
Talking fooliſh, curſing, {wearing ; 
Firſt I Il try te make them wile, 
Or I go out of heating. 


What though I be low and mean, 
I'll engage the rich to love me, 

While I 'm modeſt, neat, and cican, 
And ſubmit when they reprove me. 


If I ſhould be poor and fick, 
I ſhall meet, I hope, with pity ; 
Since I love to help the weak, : 
Though they 're neither fair nor witty, 
I '*ll not willingly offend, 
Nor be caſily offended ; 


b 
; 


"Tis thy ; W 5 ſits beſide thee, 


Boon 1, 


May I be fo watchful ſtill 
O'er my humours and my paſſion, 
As to ſpeak and do no ill, PER 
Though it ſhould be all the faſhion ! * 
Wicked faſhions lead to hell; 
Ne'er may I be found complying ; 


ores : But in life behave ſo well, 


Not to be afraid of dying. 


——— 


'$ 87. A Summer Evening. Wars. 
Ho fine has the day been, how bright was 


the {un, 

How lovely and joyful the courſe that he run, 
Though he roſe in a miſt when his race he begun, 
And there follow'd ſome droppings of rain ! 

But now the fair traveller 's come to the weſt, 


His rays all are gold, and his beauties are beſt; 


He paints the iky gay as he ſinks to his reſt, 
And foretels a bright riſing again. 


Juſt ſuch is the Chriſtian : his courſe he begins 

Like the fun in a miſt, when he mourns for his ſins, 

And melts intotears; then he breaks out and ſhines, 
And travels his heavenly way : 

But, when he comes nearer to finiſh his race, 

Like a fine ſetting ſun, he looks richer in grace, 

And gives a ſure hope at the end of his days 
Ot riſing in brighter array! 


$ 88. A Gad Hymn. War rs. 


| HU my dear, lie ſtill and ſlumber, 


Holy angels guard thy bed! 
Hcav'nly bleſſings, without number, 
Gently falling on thy head. 


Sleep, my babe ! thy food and raiment, 


Houſe and home, thy friends provide; 
All without thy care or payment, 
All thy wants are well tupplicd. 
How much better thou irt attended 
Than the Son of God could be; 


When from heaven he deſcended, - 
And became a child like thec! 


{Soft and eaſy is thy cradle, 


Courſe and hard thy Saviour lay; 
When his birtk-place was a ſtable, 
And his ſofteſt bed was hay. 


Bleſſed babe ! what glorious features 
Spotleſs fair, divincly bright ! 


| Muſt he dwell with brutal creatures? 


How could angels bear the ſight ? 


Was there nothing but a manger 
Curſed finners could afford, * 


To receive the heav'nily ſtranger ? 


Did they thus affront their Lord ? 


Soft, my child! I did not chide thee, 


Though my ſong might found too hard : 


nurſe that 


What s amiſs III ſtrive to mend, 
And endure what can 't be mended. 


* Here you may uſe the words Brother, Sifter, Neighbour, Friend, &c. 


' And her arms ſhall be thy guard, 


e, 


| oo. The Benedicite paraphraſed. 


Book I. 
Yet to read the ſhameful ſtory, 
How the Jews abus'd their King, 


How they ſerv'd the Lord of glory, 
Makes me angry while I ting. 


See the kinder ſhepherds round him, 
Telling wonders from the {ky ! 

Where they ſought him, there they found him, 
With his Virgin mother by. 


Sec the lovely babe a-dreſſing, 
Lovely Infant, how he fmil'd! 

When he wept, the Mother's bleſſing 
Sooth'd and huſh'd the holy child. 


Lo, he ſlumbers ia his manger, 
Where the horned oxen fed : 

Peace, my darling, here's no danger, 
Here 's no ox a-near thy bed. 


'Twas to ſave thee, child, from dying, 
Save my dear from buraing flame, 

Bitter groans, and endleſs crying, - 
That thy bleſt Redeemer came. 


May'f thou live to know and fear him, 
Truſt and love him all thy days; 
Then go dwell for ever near him, 
See his face, and ſing his praiſe ! 


I could give thee thouſand kiſſes, 
Hoping what I muſt deſire; 

Not a mother's fondeſt wiſhes 

Can to greater joys aſpire ! 


§ 89. The Nunc Dimittis. MERRICK. 

T* enough the hour is come : 

Now within the ſilent tomb 
Let this mortal frame decay, 
Mingled with its kindred clay; 
Since thy mercies, oft of old 
By thy choſen ſeers foretold, 
Faithful now. and ſtedfaſt prove, 
God of truth, and God of love! 
dince at length my aged eye 
Sees the day- ſpring from on high! 
Son of righteouſneſs, to thee, 
Lo! the nations bow the knee; 
And the realms of diſtant kings 
Own the healing of thy wings. 
Thoſe whom death had overſpread 
With his dark and dreary ſhade, 
Lift their eyes, and from afar 
Hail the light of Jacob's Star; 
Waiting till the promis'd ray 
Turn their darkneſs into day, 
dee the beams, intenſely ſhed, 
Shine o'er Sion's favour'd head! 
Never may they hence remove, 
God of truth, and God of love! 


MERRICK. 


E works of God, on him alone, 
In earth his footſtool, heav'n his throne, 
Be all your praiſe beſtow'd ; 
Whole hand the beautcous fabric made, 
Whoſe eye the finiſh'd work ſurvey'd, 
* And ſaw that all was good, 
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Ye angels, that with loud acclaim 


Admiring view'd the new-born frame, 
And hail'd the Eternal RI 2 
Again proclaim your Maker's praiſe ; 


Again your thankful voices raiſe, 
And touch the tuneful ſtring. 


Praiſe him, ye bleſt æthereal plains, 
Where, in full majeſty, he deigns 
To fix his awful throne: 
Ve waters that above him roll, ! 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole, 
O make his praiſes known ! 


Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pow'rs, 
Join ye your joyful ſongs with ours + 
With us your voices raiſe; ; 
From age to age extend the lay, 
To heaven's Eternal Monarch pay 
Hymns of eternal praiſe. 


Celeſtial orb! whoſe powerful ray 
-Opes the glad.eyelids of the day, 
Whoſe influence all things own; 
Praiſe him, whoſe courts effulgent ſhine 
With light as far excelling thine, 

As thine the paler moon. |; 
Ye glitt'ring planets of the ſky, 
Whoſe lamps the abſent ſun ſupply, 

With him the ſong purſue; 


And let himſelf ſubmiſſive own, 


{le borrows from a brighter Sun 
The light he lends to you. 


Ye ſhow'rs and dews, whoſe moiſture ſhed 
Calls into life the op'ning feed, 

To him your praiſes yield, 
Whoſe influence wakes the genial birth, 
Drops fatneſs on the pregnant earth, 

And crowns the laughing field. 


Ye winds, that oft tempeſtuous ſweep 
The ruffled ſurface of the deep, 
With us confeſs your God; 
See thro' the heav'ns the King of kings, 
Upborne on your expanded wings, 
Come flying all abroad. 


ve floods of fire, where'er ye flow, 

With juſt ſubmiſſion humbly bow 
To his ſuperior pow'r, 

Who ſtops the tempeſt on its way, 

Or bids the flaming deluge ſtray, 
And gives it ſtrength to roar. 


Ye ſummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
By turns in long ſucceſſion roll'd, 

The drooping world to cheer, 
Praiſe him who gave the ſun and moon 
To lead the various ſeaſons on, 

And guide the circling year. 


Ye froſts, that bind the wat'ry plain, 
Ye ſilent ſhow'rs of fleecy rain, 
Purſue the heav'nly theme; 
Praiſe him who ſheds the driving ſnow, 
Forbids the harden'd waves to flow, 
And ſtops the rapid ſtream. 
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Alternate glide away, 
Praiſe him, whoſe never - varying light, 
Abſent, adds horror to the night, 
But, preſent, gives the day. 
Light, from whoſe rays all beauty ſprings; 
Darkneſs, whoſe wide-expanded wings 
Involve the duſky globe; 
Praiſe him who, when the heav'ns he ſpread, 
Darkneſs his thick pavilion made, | 
And light his rcgal robe. 


Praiſe him, ye lightnings, as ye fly ; 
Wing'd with his vengeance thro the ſcy, 
And red with wrath divine ; 
"Praiſe him, ye clouds that wand'ring ſtray, 
Or, fix'd by him, in cloſe array 
Surround his awful ſhrine. 


Fxalt, O earth thy Heav'uly King, 
Who bids the plants that form the ſpring 
| With annual verdure bloom; | 
Whoſe frequent drops of kindly rain 
Prolific ſwell the rip niag grain, 

And blefs thy fertile womb. 


Ye mountains, that ambitious riſe, 
And heave your ſummits to the ikies, 
Revere his awful nod; p 
Thiak how you once affrighted fied ; 
When Jordan ſought his fountain-head, 
And own'd the approaching God. , 


Ye trees, that fill the rural ſcent; 

Ye flow'rs, that o'er th' enamell d green 
In native beauty reign ; 

O praiſe the Ruler of the ſkies, 

Whoſe hand the genial fap ſupplies, 
And clothes the ſmiling plain. 


Ye ſecret ſprings, ye gentle rills, 
That — bs riſe among the hills, 
Or fill the humble vale; 

Praiſe him, at whoſe Almighty nod 

The rugged rock diſſolving flow's, 
And form'd a ſpringing well. 

Praiſe him, ve floods, and ſeas profound, 

Whoſe waves the ſpacious carth ſurround, 
And roll from ſnore to ſhore ; 5 

Aw'd by his voice, ye ſeas, ſubſide; 

Ye floods, within your channels glide, 
And tremble and adorc. 


Te whales, that ſtir the boiling deep, 

Or in its dark receſſes ſleep, 

Remote from human eye, : 

Praiſe him by whom ye all are fed; 

Praiſe him, without whoſe hcavenly aid 
Ye languith, faint, and die. 


Ye birds, exalt your Maker's name; 
Begin, and with th' important theme 
Your artleſs lays improve; 
Wake with your ſongs the riſing day, 
Let muſic found on ev'ry ſpray, 
And fill the yocal grove. 
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Ve days and niglits, chat ſwiftly borne 
From morn _ from eve to morn, 
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Prajſe him, ye beaſts, that nightly roam 
Amid the ſolitary gloom, 
Th' expected prey to ſeize, 


{Ye ſlaves of the laborious plough, 


Your ſtubborn necks ſubmiſſive bow, 
And bend your wearied knees. 


ve ſons of men, his praiſe diſplay, 
| Who ſtamp'd his image on your clay, 


And gave it pow'r to move; 
Ye that in Judah's confines dwell, 
From age to age ſucceſſive tell 

The wonders of his love. 


Let Levi's tribe the lay prolong, 
Til! angels liften to the ſong, 

And bend attentive down ; 
Let wonder ſeize the heavenly train, 


{ Pleas'd while they hear a mortal train 
2 So {weet, ſo like their own. 


And you your thankful voices join, 
That oft at Salem's ſacred ſhrine . 
Before his altars kneel ; 


Where thron'd in majeſty he dwells, 


And from the myſtic cloud reveals 
The dictates of his will, 
Ye ſpirits of the juſt and good, 
That, eager for the bleſs'd abodez 
To heavenly manſions ſoar z 
O let your ſongs his praiſe diſplay, 


Till heaven itſelf ſhall melt away, 


And time ſhall be no more! 


Praiſe him, ye meek and humble train, 
Ye ſaints, whom his decrecs ordain 
The boundleſs dlifs to ſhare ; 
O praiſe him, till ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day, 

And reign for ever there. 


Let us, who now impaſlive ſtand, 

Aw'd by the tyrant's ſtern command, 

| Amid the fiery blaze ; 

While thus we triumph in the flame, 

Riſe, and our Maker's love proclaim, 
In hymas of endleſs praiſe. 


$91. The Ignorance of Man. Meznicr. 


BE HOLD yon new-born infant griey'd 
, With hunger, thirſt, and pain; 
That alks to have the wants reliev'd 

It knows not to complain. | 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs ſuppliant cries, 
And utters, as it can, 

The woes that in its boſom. riſe, 
And ſpeak its nature man. 


That infant, whoſe advancing hour 
Life's various ſorrows 
(Sad proof of fin's tranſmiſſive pow'r !), 
That infant, Lord, am I. 
A childhood yet my thoughts confeſs, 
Though long in years mature; 
Unknowing whence I feel diſtrefs, 
And where, or what, its cure. 


Autor 
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Author of good ! to thee I turn: Kno, when he bade the deep appear, 
Thy ever - wakeful eye „Thus far, th' Almighty faid, 
Alone can all my wants diſcern ; Thus far, nor farther, rage ànd here 
Thy hand alone ſupply. | Let thy proud waves be ſtay d.“ 


O let thy fear within me dwell, I heard; and; lo! at once controul'd; 
Thy love my footſteps guide ; | The waves, in wild retreat, 
That love ſhall vainer loves expel ; Back on themſelves reluctant roll'd; 
That fear all fears beſide. And murmuring left my feet. 


And, bh ! by error's force ſubdued, Deeps to aſſembling deeps in vain 
Since oft my ſtubborn will Once more the ſignal gave: 

Prepoſt'rous ſhuns the latent good, | The ſhores the ruſhing weight ſuſtainz 
And graſps the ſpecious ill; And check th' uſurping wave. 

Not to my wiſh, but to my want, Convinc'd, in Nature's volume wiſe; 
Do thou thy gifts apply: The imag'd truth I read; 

Unaſk'd, what good thou knoweſt grant; And ſudden from my waking eyes 3 
What ill, tho aſk'd deny. Th' inſtructive viſion fled. 5 S 


| — Then why thus heavy, O my ſoul i 
- 5 * Say why, diftruſtful ſtill | 
} 94+ n nn AORNARER: — 1) Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
PLACD on the verye of youth, my mind * Ofer ſcenes of future ill? - 


Life's op'ning ſcene furvey'd ; Let faith ſuppreſs each riſing fear, 
I view'd its ills of various kind, Each anxious doubt exclude ; 


Afflicted and afraid. : Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee here, 
But chief my fear the dangers mov'd, A Maker wiſe and good! 

That virtue's path incloſe: — « He to th ev'ry trial knows 
My heart the wiſe purſuit approv d; « Irs jull reſtraint to give; 

But, oh, what toils oppoſe ! | 


« Attentive to behold thy woes, 
For ſee! ah ſee ! while yet her ways And faithful to relieve. 


With doubtful ſtep I tread, © Then why thus heavy, O my ſoul ! 
A hoſtile world its terrors raiſe, Say why, diſtruſtful ill, 


Its ſaares deluſive ſpread. © Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 


Oh how ſhall I, with heart prepar'd, © O'er ſcenes of future ill ? 
Thoſe terrors learn to meet ? © Tho' griefs unnumber'd throng thee round, 
How from the thouſand ſnares to guard Still in thy God confide, | 
My unexperienc'd feet? © Whoſe finger marks the ſeas their bcund, 
As thus I mus d, oppreſſive ſleep And curbs the headlong tide.” | 
Soft o'er tny temples drew Tem mung 9 3 
Oblivion's veil.—The wat'ry deep, $ 93. Chrift's P e : fi Ne 22 Ode of Mr. 
An object ſtrange and new, MASTERS, formerly of _ PITT. 
Before me roſe : on the wide ſhore . NS of earthly OR ag h 
Obſervant as I ſtood, | | 5 3 "_ 3 a e aw | 
The gathering ſtorms around me roar, | * her eg FE * ev ry firing, : 
. And heave the boiling flood. | c 6-226 AIRY 


Begin, in lofty numbers ſhow 
Th' Eternal King's unfathom'd love; 
Who reigns the Sov'reign God above, 
And ſuffers on the croſs below. 
Prodigious pile of wonders ! rais'd too high 


Near and more near the billows riſe; 
E'en now my ſteps they lave; 

And death to my affrighted eyes 

Approach'd in ev'ry wave. 


_ 


What hope, or whither to retreat! For the dim ken of frail «6 hang | 
Each nerve at once unſtrung, | What numbers ſhall I bring along? 
Chill fear had fetter'd faſt my feet, From whence ſhall I begin the ſong ? 
And chain'd my ſpeechleſs rongue. The mighty myſtery 1 I fing, inſpir d, 
1% ũ ae 88 Beyond the reach of human wiſdom wrought, 
When ſu ans. | Beyond the compaſs of an ras thought, 
A voice, deſcending from on high, Io by the rage of man his God enpit d. 
Reprov'd my _ "RE | | [ '11 make the trackleſs depths of mercy known, 


: How to redeem his foe God render'd up his Son: 
What tho” the ſwelling ſurge thou ſee 


['ll raiſe my voice to tell mankind 
* Impatient to devour; The victor's conqueſt o'er his doom; 

© Reſt, mortal, reſt on God's decree, How in the grave he lay-confin'd, 
And thankful own his pow x. To ſcal more fure the rav nous tomb. 


Three 


3 
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Three days, th' infernal empire to ſubdue, 

He paſs d triumphant through the coaſts of woe ; 

With his own e tyrant Death he flew, 

And led Hell captive through her realms below. 
A mingled found from Calvary I hear, 

And the loud tumult thickens on my ear, 

The ſhouts of murd'rers that infult the ſlain, 

The voice of torment, and the fſhrieks of pain. 

I caſt my eyes with horror up 

To the curſt mountain's guilty top; 
dee there! whom hanging in the midſt 

Ah! how unlike the other two! 
1 fee him high above his focs, | 
And gently bending from the wood 

His head in pity down to thoſe 

© Whoſe guilt conſpires to ſhed his blood. 

. 5 wide - extended arms I ſee 
Transfix d with nails, and faſten'd to the tree. 
Man, ſenſeleſs man! canſt thou look on, 
Nor make thy Saviour's pains thy own ? 

The rage of all thy grief exert, 

Rend thy garments and thy heart : 

Beat thy breaſt, and grovel low, 

Beneath the burden of thy woe; 

Bleed through thy bowels, tear thy hairs, 
Breathe gales of fighs, and weep a flood of tears. 

Behold thy Kiog, with purple cover'd round, 

Not in the Tyrian tinctures dycd, 

Nor dipt in poiſon of Sidonian pride ; h 

But in his own rich blood that ſtreams from every 

| wound. 

Doſt thou not ſee the thorny circle red ? 
The guilty wreath that bluſhes round his head 
And with what rage the bloody ſcourge applicd 
Curls round his limbs, and ploughs into his fide ! 
At ſuch a fight let all thy anguith rife ; 

Break up, break up the fountains of thy eyes. 

Here bid thy tears in guſhing torrents flow, 

Indulge thy grief, and give a looſe to woe. 
from thy foul, till earth be drown'd ; 

Weep, till thy ſorrows drench the ground. 
Canſt thou, ungrateful man! his tor ments fee, 
Nor drop à tear for him, who pours his blood 

for thee? | 


I view ! 


OO Cn 


$ 94. A Funeral Hymn. MALLET. 


E midnight ſhades, o'er nature ſpread ! 
* Dumb ſilence of the dreary hour! 
In honour of th approaching dead, 
Around your awful terrors pour. 
Yes, pour aroupd, 

On this pale ground, 
Eko = all this deep ſurroun 
The ſober thought, 

The tear untaught, 
Thoſe meeteſt mourners at a tomb. 


Lo! as the ſurplic'd train drew near 

Too this laſt manſion of mankind, 

The flow fad bell, the ſable bier, 

In holy muſing wrap the mind! 
And while their beam, 


ding gloom, 


| 
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Attending tapers faintly dart; 
Each mould'ring bone, 
Each ſculpur'd ſtone, | 
Strikes mute inſtruction to the heart! 


| 


Now let the facred organ blow, 
With ſolemn pauſe, and ſounding flow 
Now let the voice due meaſure keep, 
In ſtrains that ſigh, and words that weep ; 
Till all the vocal current blended roll, 
Not to depreſs, but lift the ſoaring foul : 


To lift it in the Maker's praiſe, 
Who firſt inform'd our frame with breath; 
And, after ſome few ſtormy days, 
Now, . gracious, gives us o'er to death. 
No King of Fears 
In him appears, 
Who thuts the ſcene of human woes: 
Beneath his ſhade 
Sccurely laid, 
The dead alone find true repoſe. 
They, while we mingle duſt with duft, 
To One, ſupremely good and wiſe, 
Raite hallelujahs ! God is juſt, 
And man moſt happy when he dies! 
His winter paſt, ; 
Fair ſpring at laſt 
Reccives him on her flow'ry ſhore 
Where pleaſure's roſe | 
Immortal blows, - 
And fin and forrow are no more ! 


$ 95. Veni Creator Spiritus, parapbraſed. 
| DRY DEX. 
CEE ATOR Spirit, by whoſe aid 
The world's foundations firſt were laid, 
Come viſit ev'ry pious mind; 
Come pour thy joys on human kind 
From fin and forrow ſet us free, 
| And make thy temples worthy thee. 
O ſource of uncreated light, 
The Father's promis'd Paraclete ! 


| Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 


Our hearts with heavenly love inſpire ; 

Come, and thy ſacred unction bring 

To ſanctify us, while we ſing. 
Plenteous of grace, deſcend from high, 

Rich in thy ſevenfold energy 


Thou ſtrength of his Almighty hand, 


Whoſe power does heaven and earth command. 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence, 
Who doſt the gift of tongues diſpenſe, j 
And crown'ſt thy gift with eloquence ! 
Refine and purge our earthly parts; 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Our frailties help, our vice controul, 
Submit the ſenſes to the ſoul ; 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 
Chaſe from our minds th' infernal foe, 
And peace, the fruit of love, beſtow ; 
And, leſt our feet ſhould ſtep aſtray, 


Protect and guide us in the way. 


With trembling ſtream, 


Make 


ke 
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Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practiſe all that we believe: 
Give us thyſelf, that we may ſee 
The Father, and the Son, by thee. 


Immortal honour, endleſs fame, 


Attend th' Almighty Father's name : 
The Saviour Son be glorified, 


Who for loſt man's redemption died; 
And equal adoration be, 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee ! 


$ 96. On True Nobility. DRvpen's JUVENAL. 


OBILITY of blood 

Is but a glitt'ring and fallacious good. 
The Nobleman is he, whoſe noble mind [kind. 
Is fill'd with inbred worth, unborrow'd from his 
Virtue alone is true nobility :- 

Let your own acts immortalize your name, 

*Tis poor relying on another's fame: 

For take the pillars but away, and all 


The ſuperſtructure muſt in ruins fall; 
As a vine droops, when by divorce remov'd 


From the embraces of the elm ſhe lov'd. 


$.97- A Night Piece. Miſs CARTER. 


x 7 HILE night in ſolemn ſhade inveſts the pole, 
And calm reflection ſoothis the penſive ſoul, 
While reaſon undiſturb'd aſſerts her ſway, 
And life's deceitful colours fade away 
To thee! all-conſcious Preſence ! I devote 
This peaceful interval of ſober thought : 


Here all my better faculties confine ; 


And be this hour of ſacred filence thine ! 

If, by the day's illufi-e ſcenes miſled, 

My erring ſoul from virtue's path has ſtray'd; 
vnar'd by example, or by paſſion warm'd, 

Some falſe delight my giddy ſenſe has charm'd ; 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove, 
And my beſt hopes are centre'd in thy love. 
Depriv'd of this, can life one joy afford ? 

Its utmoſt boaſt a vain unmeaning word, 

But, ah! how oft my lawleſs paſſions rove, 
And break thoſe awful precepts I approve ! 
Purſue the fatal impulſe I abhor, | 
And violate the virtue I adore ! 

Oft, when thy better Spirit's guardian care 
Warn'd my fond foul to ſhun the tempting ſnare, 
My ftubborn will his gentle aid repreſs'd, 

And check'd the rifing goodneſs in my breaſt; 
Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd by falſe defires, 
Still'd his ſoft voice, and quench'd his ſacred fires. 

With grief oppreſs'd, and proſtrate in the duſt, 
Shouldſt thou condemn, I own thy ſentence juſt. 
But, oh 1 thy ſofter titles let me claim, 


And plead my cauſe by Mercy's — name. 
a 


Mercy i that wipes the penitential tear, 

And diffipates the horrors of deſpair ; 

From righteous juſtice fleals the vengeful hour, 

Softens the dreadful attribute of pow'r, 

Diſarms the wrath of an offended God, 

And ſeals my pardon in a Saviour's blood! 
All-powerful Grace, exert thy gentle ſway, 

And teach my rebel paſſions to obey; | 
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Calm let me ſlumber in that 
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Leſt lurking Folly, with inſidious art, 
Regain my volatile inconſtant heart 
Shall every high reſolve Devotion frames 
Be only lifeleſs ſounds and ſpecious names 
Oh rather, while thy hopes and fears controul, 
lu this ſtill hour, each motion of my foul, 
Secure its ſafety by a ſudden doom, 
And be the ſoft retreat of = my tomb! 

ark repoſe, 


Till the laſt morn its orient beam diſcloſe : 


| Then, when the great archangel's potent ſound | 


Shall echo thro? creation's ample round, 
Wak'd from the fleep of death, with joy ſurvey 
The opening ſplendours of eternal day, 


$ 98. Ode to Melancholy. CARTER. _ 
OME, Melancholy! filent pow'r, | 


Companion of my lonely hour, 
To ſober thought confin'd ! 
Thou ſweetly fad ideal gueſt, _ 

In all thy ſoothing charms confeſt, 
Indulge my penfive mind. 


No longer wildly hurried 3 

The tides of mirth, that ebb and flow 
In folly's noiſy ſtream, 

[ from the buſy crowd retire, 

To court the objects that inſpire 

Thy philoſophic dream. 


Thro' yon dark grove of mournful yews 
With ſolitary ſteps I muſe, 

By thy ain s led: 
Here, cold to pleaſure's tempting forms, 
Conſociate with my fiſter worms, 

And mingle with the dead. 
Ye midnight horrors, awful gloom! 
Ye ſilent regions of the tomb, 

My future peaceful bed 
Here ſhall my weary eyes be clos'd, 
And ev'ry ſorrow he repos d 


In death's refreſhing ſhade. 


Ye pale inhabitants of night, 
Before my intellectual fight 
In ſolemn pomp aſcend :* 
O tell how trifling now appears 
The train of idle hopes and fears, 
That varying hfe attend ! 


Ye faithleſs idols of our ſenſe, 

Here own how vain the fond pretence, 
Ye empty names of joy ! 

Your tranſient forms like ſhadows paſs, 

Frail offspring of the magic glaſs, 


Before the mental eye, 


The dazzling colours, falſely bright, 
Attract the gazing vulgar ſight 
With ſuperficial ſtate : 
Thro' reaſon's clearer optics view'd, : 
How ftrizp'd of all its pomp, how rude, 
Appears the painted cheat! 


Can wild ambition's tyrant pow'r, 
Or ill-got wealth's ſuperfluous tore, 


The dread of death controul > 
| F 3 Can 
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Can pleaſure's more bewitching charms | 


Avert or ſooth the dire alarms 
That ſhake the parting ſoul ? 


Religion ! ere the hand of Fate 
Shall make reflection plead too late, 
My erring ſenſes teach, 
Amidſt the flatt'ring hopes of youth, 
To meditate the folemn truth _ 
Theſe awful relics preach. 
Fhy penetrating beams diſperſe 
The miſt of error, whence our fears 
Derive their fatal ſpring : 
*Tis thine the trembling heart to warm, 
And ſoften to an angel form 
T he pale terrific king. 
When, funk by guilt in ſad deſpair, 
Repentance breathes her humble pray'r, 
And owns thy threat'nings juſt ; 
Thy voice the ſhudd'ring ſuppliant cheers, 
With mercy calms her torturing fears, 
And lifts her from the duſt. | 


Sublim'd by thee, the ſoul aſpires 
Beyond the range of low defires, 
In vobler views elate: 
Unmov d her deftin'd change ſurveys, 
And, arm'd by faith, intrepid pays 
The univerſal debt. 
In death's ſoft lumber lull'd to reſt, 
She fleeps, by ſmiling viſions bleſt, 
Thar gently whiſper peace ; 
Till the Jatt morn's fair op'ning ray 
Untolds the bright eternal day 
Of active life and bliſs, 


$ 99. Wiijten at Midnight, in @ Thunder 
Storm. CARTER. 
ET coward Guilt, with pallid Fear, 
To ſhelr'zing caverns fly, 
And juſtly dread the vengetul fate 
That thundeta through the ſæy. 
Protected by that hand, whoſe law 
The threat ning ſtorms obey, 
Intrepid Virtue ſmiles ſecure, 
As in the blaze of day, 
Ja the thick clabd's tremendous gloom, 
The I;ghtning's lurid glare, 
It views the ſame all- gracipus Pow'r 
That br;athes the vernal air. 
Thro' Nature's ever- varying ſcene, 
By diffęrent ways purſued, 
The one eternal end of Heaven 
Is univerſal good : 


With like bgneficent effec}; 
O'er flaming æther glows, 

Az when it tunes the linnct's voice, 
Or bluſhes in the roſe, 


By reaſus taught to ſcorn thoſe fears *_ 
That vulgar minds moleſt, 
Let ro fantaſtic terrors break 
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Thy life may all the tend'reſt care 
Of Providence defend ; 

And delegated angels round 

Their guardian wings extend ! 
When thro' creation's vaſt 2 
The laſt dread thunders roll, 
Untune the concord of the ſpheres, 
And ſhake the riſing ſoul; 


Unmov'd mayſt thou the final ſtorm 
Of jarring worlds ſurvey, 

That uſkers in the glad ſerene 

Of everlaſting day! 


$ 100. The Vanity of Human Wiſes. 
 _JonunsovN, 
Ir Imitation of the Tenth Satire of Juvenal. 


LET * obſervation with extenſive view 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager ſtri fe, 
And watch the buſy ſcenes of crowded life ; 
Then ſay how hope and fear, deſire and hate, 
O'erſpread with ſnares the clouded maze of fate, 
Where wav'ring man, betray'd by vent'rous pride, 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide; 
As treach'rous phantoms in the miſt delude, 
Shuns fancied ills, or chaſes airy good + + 
How rarely reaſon guides the ſtubborn choice, 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the ſupplian 
voice: 
Hew nations fink by darling ſchemes oppreſt, 
When vengeance liſtens to the fool's requeſt. 
Fate wings with ev'ry wiſh th' affliftive dart, 
Each gift of nature, and each grace of art ; 
Wirn fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 
With fatal ſwectnelſs elocution flows; _. 
Impeachment ſtops the ſpeaker's pow*rful breath, 
And reſtleſs fire precipitates on death. 

+ But, ſcarce obſerv'd, the knowing and the bold 
Fall in the gen'ral maſlacre of gold; 
Wide-waſtiag peit ! that rages unconfin'd, 

And crowds with crimes the records of mankind ! 


For gold his ſword the hireling ruffian draws, 


For gold the hirgling judge diſtorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth nor truth nor ſafety 

| The dai-gers gather as the treaſures riſe. buys; 
Let biſt'ry tell, where rival kings command, 
And dubious title ſhakes the madden'd land, 
When ſtatutes glean the refuſe of the ſword, 
How much more ſafe the vaſſal than the lord: 


And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tow'r, 
Untouch'd his cottage, and his flumbers ſound, 
Fho' confiſcation's vultures hover round. 

The needy traveller, ſercne and gay, 
Walks the wild heath, and ſings his toil away. 
Does envy ſeize thee ? cruſh th* upbraiding joy, 
Increaſe his riches, and his peace deſtroy. | 
New fears in dire viciſſitude invade, 
The ruſtling brake alarms, and quiv'ring ſhade ; 


My dear Nargily s peſt. 
| * Ver. — I, 


Nor light nor darkneſs brings his pain relief, 
| One ſhews the plunder, and one hides the thief, 


7 Ver, 12— 22. 


Yet 


Low ſculks the hind beneath the rage of pow'r, 


S 


a , at 


Book I. 


Yet * ſtill one gen'ral cry the ſkies aſſails, | 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted pales 
Few know the toiling ſtateſman's fear or care, 
Th' inſidious rival and the gaping heir. 

Once + more, Democritus, ariſe on earth, 
With cheerful wiſdom and inftructive mirth, | 
See motley life in modern trappings dreſt, 

And feed with varied fools th' eternal jeit : 
Thou who couldſt laugh where want enchain'd 
caprice, 8 
Toil cruſh*d conceit, and man was of a piece; 
Where wealth unlov'd without a mourner died; 
And ſcarce a ſycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 
Or ſeen a new-made mayor's unwieldy ſtare ; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of laws, 
And ſenates heard before they judg'd a cauſe; 
How wouldſt thou ſhake at Britain's modiſh tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibc? 
Atientive, truth and nature to deſcry, | 
And pierce each ſcene with philoſophic eye, | 
To thee. were ſolemn toys or empty ſhow, | 
The robes of pleaſure and the veils of woe: | 
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Turn'd by his nod the ſtream of honour flows, 
His ſmile alone ſecurity beſtows: 

Stiil to new heights his reſtleſs wiſhes tow'r ; 
Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances pow'r ; 


| Til! conqueſt unreſiſted ceas'd to pleaſe, 


And rights ſubmi: ted left him none to ſeize. 

at tenvth his fovercign frowns—the train of ſtate 

Mark the keen glance, and watch the ſign to hate. 

Where- cer he turns he meets a ſtranger's eye, 

His ſuppliants ſcorn him, and his followers fly; 

Now drops at once the pride of awful ſtate, 

The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate, 

The regal palace, the luxurious board, 

The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. 

With age, with cares, with maladies oppreſt, 

He ſeeks the refuge of monaſtic reſt. 

Grief aids diſeaſe, remember'd folly ſtings, 

And his laſt ſiglis reproach the faith of kings. 
Speak thou, whoſe thoughts at humble peace 

r 

Shall Wolſey's wealth with Wolſey's end be thine? 

Or liv'ſt thou now, with ſafer pride content, 

Che wiſeſt juſtice on the banks of Trent? 


All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, | For hy did Wolſey, near the ſteeps of fate, 
Whole joys are cauſeleſs, or whoſe gricfs are vain. On weak foundations raiſe th enormous weight? 


Such was the ſcorn that fill'd the ſage's mind, | 


Renew'd at every glance on human kind; 
How juſt that ſcorn ere yet thy voice declare, 
Search every ſtate, and canvaſs ev ry PS 

{ Unnumber'd ſuppliauts crowd Pre erment's 

ate, | 

Athirit for wealth, and burning to be great ; 
Deluſtve Fortune hears th' inceſſant call, 
They mount, they ſhine, evaporate, and fall. 
On cv'ry (tage the foes of peace attend, 
Hate dogs their flight, and infult mocks their end. , 
Love ends with hope, the fanking ſtateſman's door 
Pours in the morning worſhipper no more 
For growing names the weekly ſcribbler lies, 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies ; 
From ev'ry room deſcends the painted face, | 
That hung the bright palladium of the place, 
And tmok'd in kitchens, or in auctions told, | 
To better features yields the frame of gold ; 
For now no more we trace in ev'ry line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine: 
The form diſtorted juſtikes the fall, 
And deteſtation rids th' indignant wall. ; 
But will not Britain hear the lait appeal, 
Sign her foes doom, or guard her fav'rites zeal ? 
Thro' Freedom's ſons no more remonſtrance rings, 
Degrading nobles and controuling kings; 
Our ſupple tribes repreſs their patriot throats, 
And aſk no queſtions bur the price of votes; 
With weekly libels and ſeptennial ale, 
Their wiſh 1s full to riot and to rail. | | 

In full-blown dignity, fee Wolſey ſtand, - 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand : 
To him the church, the realm, their pow'rs con- 


Thro him the rays of regal bounty ſhine ; | ſign, 
Ver. 23—27. 


daa greater than Bacon ſhall paſs under it 


+ Ver. 28%—55. f Ver. 56—107. ; Ver. 1 
T There is a tradition, that the ſtudy of friar Bacoa, built on an arch over the bridge, will 14:1, when a 
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Why bat to fink, beneath misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below? 

What & gave great Vilkersto th' aſſaſſin's knife, 
And fix'd diſcaſe on Harley's cloſing life? 


What murder'd Wentworth, and what exal'd 


Hyde, 


| By kings protected, and to kings ally d? 


What but their wiſh indulg'd in courts to ſhine, 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to reſign ? 

When {| firſt the college rolls receive his name, 
The young ſenthufiaſt quits his eaſe for fame; 
Reſiſtleſs burns the fever of renown, 


Caught from the ſtrong contagion of the gown : | 
{ O'er Bodley's dome his future labours ſpread, 


And d Bacon's manſion trembles o'er his head. 
Are theſe thy views ? proceed, illuſtrious youth, 
And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth ! 
Yet thould thy foul indulge the gen'rous heat, 
Lill captive Science yields her laſt retreat; 


| Should Reaſon guide thee with her brighteſt ray, 


And pour on miſty Doubt reſiſtleſs day: 
Should no falſe kiridnefs jure to looſe delight, 
Nor praiſe relax, nor difficulty frightz - 


{ Should 3 Novelty thy cell refrain, 
0 


And Sloth effuſe her opiate fumes in vain 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart, 
Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart; 

Should no Diſeaſe thy torpid veius invade, 


| Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy ſhade; ; 


Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee : 
Deign on the pathing world to turn thine eyes, | 
And pauſe a while from learning, to be wile ; 
There mark what ills the ſcholar' e aſſail, 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail, 


Ver. 1038—113. [| Ver. 114-122, 
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See nations ſlowly wiſe, and meanly juſt, 
To buried merit raiſe the tardy buſt. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 
Hear Lydiat's life , and Galileo's end. 
Nor deem, when Learning her laſt prize beſtows, 
The glitt ring eminence exempt from foes ; 
See, when the vulgar ſcapes, deſpis'd or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons ſeize on Laud. 
From meaner minds, tho' ſmaller fines content, 
The plunder d palace or ſequeſier'd rent; 
Mark d out by dang'rous parts he meets the ſhock 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block: 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and ſleep. 
The + feſt#l] blazes, the triumphal ſhow, 
The raviſh'd ſtandard, and the captive foe, 
The ſenate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale, 
With force reſiſtleſs o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Aſia whirl'd, 
For ſuch the ſteady Romans ſhook the world 
For ſuch in diſtant lands the Britons ſhine, 
And ftain with blood the Danube or the Rhine; 
This pow'r has praiſe, that virtue ſcarce can warm 
Till fame ſupplies the univerſal charm. 
Yet Reaſon frowns on War's unequal game, 
Where waſted nations raiſe a ſingle name, 
And mortgag'd ſtates their grandſires wreaths re- 
From age to age in everlaſting debt; [ gret, 
Wreaths which at laſt the dear-bought right con- 
To ruſt on medals, or on ſtones decay. [ vey 
On t what foundation ſtands the warrior's 
ride, 
How juſt his hopes, let Swediſh Charles decide; 
A frame of adamant, a foul of fire, 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire; 
O er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 
U conquer d lord of pleaſure and of pain; 
No joys to him pacific ſceptres yields, 
War ſounds the trump, he ruſhes to the field 
Behold ſurround:ng kings their pow'r combine, 
And one capitulatc, and one — ah [ vain; 
Peace courts his hand, but ſpreads her charms in 
„ Think nothing gain d, he crics, till nouglit re- 
main, ; 
& On Moſcow's walls till Gothic ſtandards fly, 
« And all be mine beneath the polar ſky.” | 
The march begins in military ſtate, 
And nations on his eye ſuſpended wait; 
Stern Famine guards the ſolitary coſt, 
And Winter barricades the realms of Froſt ; 
He comes, nor want nor cold his courſe delay ;— 
Hide, bluſhing Glory, hide Pultowa's day : 
The vanquiſh'd hero leaves his broken bands, 
And ſhews his miſcrics in diſtant lands; 
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Condemn'd a needy ſupplicant to wait, 
While ladies interpoſe, and ſlaves debate. 
But did not Chance at length her error mend? 
Did no ſubverted empire mark his end? 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound? 
Or hoſtile millions preſs him to the ground: 
His fall was deſtin'd to a barren itrand, 
A petty fortreſs, and a dubious hand ; 
He left the name, at which the world grew pale, 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. | 
All $ times theirſcenesof pompous woes afford, 
From Perſia's tyrant, to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hoſtility, and barb'rous pride, 
With half mankind embattled at his fide, 
Great Xerxes comes to ſeize the certain prey, 
And ſtarves exhauſted regions in his way; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 
Till counted myriads ſooth his pride no more; 
Freſh praiſe is try'd till madneſs fires his mind, 
The waves he laſhes, and enchains the wind; 
New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are till be- 
ſtow'd, 
Till rude reſiſtance lops the ſpreading god ; 
The daring Greeks deride the martial ſhow, 
And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe; 
Th inſulted fea with humbler thoughts he gains, 
A ſingle ſkiff to ſpeed his flight remains; 
TH' incumber'd oar ſcarce leaves the dreaded coaſt 
Through purple billows and a floating hoſt. 
The bold Bavarian, in a luckleſs hour, 
Tries the dread ſummits of Czfarcan pow'r, 
With unexpected legions burſts away, 
And ſees de fenceleſs realms receive his ſway; 
Short ſway! fair Auſtria ſpreads her mourafu! 
__ charms, 
The qucen, the beauty, ſets the world in arms; 
From hill to hill the beacon's rouſing blaze. 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praiſe; 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Huſſar, 
With all the ſons of ravage crowd the war; 
The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
Of haſty greatneſs fiads the fatal doom, 
His foes derifion, and his ſubjects blame, 

And ſteals to death from anguith and from ſhame. 
Enlarge || my life with multitude of days, 
In health, in ſickneſs, thus the ſuppliant prays; 
Hides from himſelf his ſtate, and ſhuns to know, 

That life protracted is protracted woe. 

Time hover» o'er, impatient to deftroy, 

And ſhuts up all the paſſages of joy : 

In vain their gifts the bounteous ſeaſons pour, 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow r— 
With liſtleſs eyes the dotard views the ſtore, 
He views, and wonders that they pleaſe no more; 


of New College Oxford, and re Tor of Okerton near 


Banbury. He wrote, among many others, a Latin Treatiſe De Natura Cœli, &c. in which he attacked the ſen- 
timents of Scaliger and Ariſtotle ; not bearing to hear it urged that ſome things are true in philoſophy and falie 


in divinity. He made above fix hundred ſermons on the harmony of the Evangeliſts. 


Being unſucceſstu; u 


bliſhing his works, he lay in the priſon of Bocardo at Oxford, and the king's-bench, till biſhop Uſher, Ur. 
Laud, Sir William Boſwell, and Dr, Pink, teleaſed him by paying his debts, He petitioned King Charles |. 
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ſhigeto ſhift him in three months, unleſs he borrowed it, and'he died very poor in 1646. 

1 Ver. 133—146. 


T Ver, 147—167. 
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Now pall the taſteleſs meats, and joyleſs wincs, ö 
And Luxury with ſighs her ſlave reſigus. 
Approach, ye minſtrels, try the ſoothing ſtrain, 
Diffuſe the tuneful lenitives of pain: 

No ſounds, alas ! would touch th' impervious ear, 
Though dancing mountains witneſs'd Orpheus 
Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'rs attend, [near ; 
Nor ſweeter muſic of a virtuous friend: 


But everlaſting dictates crowd his tongue, 


Perverſely grave, or poſitively wrong. 

The ſtill returning tale, and ling'ring jeſt, 
Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd gueſt, 
While growing hopes ſcarce awe the gath'ring 
And ſcarce a legacy can bribe to hear; { ſneer, 
The watchful gueſts ſtill hint the laſt offence, 
The daughter's petulance, the ſon's expence, 
Improve his heady rage with treach'rous ſkill, 
And mould his paſſions till they make his will. 

Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 

Lay ſiege to life, and preſs the dire blockade; 
But unextinguiſh'd Av'rice ſtill remains, 

And dreaded loſſes aggravate his pains; 

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 

Or views his coffers with ſuſpicious eyes, 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temp'rate prime 
Bleſs with an age exempt from ſcorn or crime; 
An age that melts with unperceiv'd decay, 

And glides in modeſt innocence away; 

Whole peaceful day Benevolence endears, 
Whoſe night congratulating Conſcience cheers; 
The gen'ral fav'rite as the gen'ral friend: 

Such age there is, and who ſhall wiſh its end? 

Yet ev'n on this her load Misfortune flings, 
To preſs the weary minutes flagging wings ; 

(ew ſorrow riſes as the day returns, 
A ſiſter ſiekens, or a daughter mourns. 
Now kindred Merit fills the ſable bier, 
Now lacerated Friendſhip claims a tear. 
Year chaſes year, decay purſues decay, 
Still drops ſome joy from with'ring life away; 
New forms ariſe, and diff rent views engage, 
duperfluous lags the vet'ran on the ſtage, 
Till pitying Nature ſigus the laſt releaſe, 
And bids alifted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like theſe await, 
Who ſet unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. | 
From Lydia's monarch ſhould the ſearch deſcend, 
By Solon caution'd to regard his end, 

In life's laſt ſcene what prodigies ſurpriſe, 
Fears of the braye, and follies of the wiſe ! 

From Marlb'rough's eyes the ſtreams of dotage 
And Swift expires a driv*ler and a ſhow. [ flow, 
The ® teeming mother, anxious for her race, 

Bezs for each birth the fortune of a face: 

Let Vane could tell what ills from beauty ſpring : 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of roſy lips and radiant eyes, 

Whom Pleaſure keeps too buſy to be wile, . 
Whom joys with oft varieties invite, 


Þy (ay the frolic, and the dance by night, 


Ver. 239—345» 


| Here Beauty falls betray'd, deſpis'd, diftreft, 


| No cries invoke the mercies of the ſkies ? 


| Which Heav'n may hear, nor deem religi + 


Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 


Who frown with vanity, who ſmile with art, 

And aſk the latcſ faſhion of the heart, 

What care, what rules your heedleſs charms ſhall 
ſave, | 

Each nymph your rival, and each youth yourflave? 

Againſt your fame with fondneſs hate combines, 

The rival batters, and tac lover mines. 

With diſtant voice negle&ed Virtue calls, 

Leſs heard and lefs, the faint remonſtrance falls; 

Tir'd with contempt, ſhe quits the lipp'ry rein, 

And Pride and Prudence take her ſeat in vain. 

In crowd at once, where none the paſs defend, 

The harmleſs freedom, and the private friend. 

The guardians yield, by force ſuperior ply d3 

To Int'reſt, Prudence; and to Flatr'ry, Pride. 


And hiſſing Infamy proclaims the reſt, a 
Where + then ſhall Hope and Fear their objects 
find? 
Maſt dull Suſpenſe corrupt the ſtagnant mind? 
Muſt helpleſs man, in ignorance ſedate, 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate? 
Muſt no diſlike alarm, no wiſhes riſe, 


Enquirer, ceaſe, petitions yet remain 


Still raiſe for good the ſupplicating voice, 
Burt leave to Heav'n the meaſure and the choice. 
Safe in his pow'r, whoſe eyes diſcern afar 

The ſecret ambuth of a ſpecious pray'r, 

Implore his aid, in his decifions reſt, 

Secure whate'er he gives, he gives the beſt. 

Yet when the ſenſe of ſacred preſence fires, - 
And ſtrong devotion to the ſkies aſpires, 


Obedient paſſions, and a will reſign d; 4 
For love, which ſcarce collective man can fill; 
For patience, fov'reign o'er tranſmuted ill; 
For faith, that, panting for a happier ſcat, K. 
Counts death kind Nature's ſignal of retreat: 
Theſe goods for man the laws of Heav'n ordain, 
Theſe goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to 
ain; | 
With chele celeſtial Wiſdom calms the mind, 
And makes tlie happineſs ſhe does not find. 


$ 101. Flegy on the Death of Lady Coventry. 
| Wriiten in 1760. Masov. 
THE midnight clock has toll'd and, hark 
* the bell | : 
Of death beats ſlow! heard ye the note profound? 
It pauſes now; and now, with rifing knell, 
Flings to the hollow gale its ſullen ſound, 


Yes—Coventry is dead. Attend the ſtrain, 
Daughters of Albion! ye that, light as air, 
So oft have tripp'd in her fantaſtic train, 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 


For the was fair beyond your brighteſt bloom 
(This envy owns, fince now her bloom is fled); 

Fair as the forms that, wove in F ancy's loom, 
Float in light viſion round the poet's head. 


Whene'er 
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Vene er with ſoft ſerenity ſhe ſmil'd, 1 
Or caught the orient bluſh of quick ſurpriſe, 
How fweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 
The liquid luſtre darted from her eyes! 


Each look, each motion, wak'd a new-born grace, 

That o'er her form its tranſient glory caſt : 

Some lovelier wonder ſoon uſurp'd the place, 
Chas d by a charm ſtill lovelier than the laſt. 


That bell _ It tells us what ſhe is; 
On what ſhe was, no more the ſtrain prolong : 
Luxuriant fancy, pauſe ! an hour like this 
Demands the tribute of a ſerious ſong. 


Maria claims it from that ſable bier, | 
Where cold and wan the flumb'rer reſts her 
bead; i 
In ftill ſmall whiſpers to reflection's ear 
She breathes the ſolemn diftates of the dead. 


O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud! 
Proclaim the theme by ſage, by fool, rever d; 
Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud ! 
Tis Nature ſpeaks, and Nature will be heard. 
Yes ; ye ſhall hear, and tremble as ye hear, 
Whale, high with health, your hearts exulting 
Den in the midſt of pleaſure s mad career, \ leap; 
The mental monitor ſhall wake and weep! | 


For fay, than Corentry's propitious ſtar, 
What brighter planet on your births aroſe? 
Or gave of fortune's gifts an ampler ſhare, 
In life to laviſh, or by dcath to loſe? 
Early to loſe ! While, borne on buſy wing, 
Ye ſip the nectar of each varying bloom ; 
Nor fear, while baſking fa dah of ſpring, 
The wint'ry ſtorm that ſweeps you to the tomb; 


Think of her fate! revere the heavenly hand 
That led her hence, tho ſoon, by ſteps fo flow ; 

Long at her couch Death took his patient ſtand, 
And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow: 


To give reflection time, with lenient art, 
Each fond deluſion from her foul to ſtcal ; 
Teach her from folly peaceably to part, | 
And wean her from a world ſhe lov'd fo well. 


Fay, are you ſure his mercy ſhall extend 
To you fo long a ſpan ? Alas, ye ſigh ! ſ friend, 
M.ke then, while yet ye may, your God your 
And learn with equal cafe to flecp or die! 
Nor think the Muſe, whoſe ſober voice yc hear, 
Conti acts with bigot frown her ſullen bro; 


EXTRACTS, 


Go ſooth your ſouls in ſickneſs, 
With the fad folace of ererna 


Yer will I praiſe you, triflers as you are, 
More than thoſe preachers of your fav'rite creed, 

Who proudly ſwell the brazen throat of war, 
Who form the phalanx, bid the battle blecd, 


Nor with for more ; who conquer but to die, 
Hear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the tale! 
Like you they reaſon, not like you enjo 
The breeze of bliſs that fills your falken ail: 
On pleaſure's glitt'ring ſtream ye gaily ſteer 
Your little courſe to cold oblivion's ſhore ; 
They dare the ſtorm, and thro' th' inclement year 
Stem the rough ſurge, and brave tlie torrent 
roar. 


Is it for glory? That juſt Fate denies; - 
Long muſt the warrior moulder in his ſhroud, 

Ere from her trump the heaven-breath'd accents 
That lift the hero from the fighting crowd! [riſe 


Is it his graſp of empire to extend 

To curb the fury of inſulting foes ? 
Ambition, ceaſe ! the idle conteſt end: 

Tis but a kingdom thou canſt win or loſe. 


And why muſt murder'd myriads loſe their all 
(If life be all), why deſolation low'r 

With famiſh'd frown on this affrighted ball, 
That thou mayſt flame the meteor of an hour? 


Go, wiſer ye, that flutter life away, 
Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high 
Weave the light dance, with feſtive 00 gay, 
And live your moment, ſince the next ye dic 
Yet know, vain ſceptics! know, th' Almighty 
e; 
Who breath'd on man a portion of his fre, 
Bade his free ſoul, by earth nor time conſin d, 
To heav n, to immortality aſpire. 
Nor ſhall the pile of hope his mercy rear'd 
By vain philoſophy be c'er deſtroy d: 
Eternity, by all or with'd or fear'd, 
Shali be by all or ſuffer'd or enjoy d! 


NoTr, In a book of French verſes, intitled, 
Orrvres du Pbilgſapbe de Saus Souct, and lately 
reprinted at Berlin by authority, under the tite 
* Poefies Di verſes, may be found an Epiliic 
to Marſhal Keith, written profeſſedly againſt the 
immortality of the foul. By way of ſpecimen at 
the whole, take the following lines: 


Book |, 


Pact or pain, 
ſleep ! 


aſts round religion 's orb the miſts of fear, | glow. h De Favenir, cher Keith, en par le paſſe oa i 
Or ſhades with horrors what with ſmiles ſhould Comme avant que je fuſſe il n'ayoit point penic; 


Ko—ſhe would warn you with ſeraphic fire, 
Heirs as ye are of heaven's eternal day ; 

Would bid you boldly to that heaven aſpire, 
Not ſink and flumber in your cells of clay. 

Kn:w, ye were form'd to range yon 22ure ficld, 

Isa yon ethereal founts of bliſs to lave : 

Force then, ſecure in fairh's protecting ſhield, 
The ſting from death, the vict' ry from the grave! 

þ+ this the bigot's rant? Away, ye vain! [fſteep; 


Lou ropes, your fears, in doubt, in dulneſe 


De meme, apres ma mort, quandtoutes mes parties 
Par la corruption ſeront ancantics, 

Par un meme deſtin il ne peuſera plus! 
Non, rien n'eſt plus certain, ſoyons en convaincu. 


It is to this Epiſtle that the latter part of ibe 
Elegy alludes. | 


$ 102, Elig to a young Nobleman leaving he 
| Univerſity. MASON. 


FRE yet, ingenuous youth, thy ſteps retire [ alc» 
From Cam's ſmoch margio, and the pn 
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n, Vhere Science call'd thee to her ſtudious quire, 
And met thee muſing in her cloiſters pale; 

) let thy friend (and may he boaſt the name!) 

reed, Breathe from his artleſs reed one-parting. lay: 

r, \ lay like this thy early virtues claim, 

red, And this let voluntary friendſhip pay. 

e. et know, the time arrives, the dang'rous time, 

e! When all thoſe virtues, op'ning now fo fair, 
[:anfplanted to the world's tempeſtuous clime, 

ſail: Muſt learn each paſſion's boiſt'rous breath to 

Io hear; 

; here, if ambition, peſtilent and pale, 

year or luxury ſhould taint their vernal glow ; 

ent's Wt cold ſelf-intereſt, with her chilling gale, 

| Should blaſt th unfolding bloſſoms ere they blow; 
If mimic hues, by art or faſhion ſpread, 

-oud, Their genuine ſimple colouring ſhould ſupply ; 


D may with them theſe. laureate honours fade, 
And with them (if it can) my friendſhip die ! 
hen do not blame, if, tho' thyſelf inſpire, 
Cautious I ftrike the panegyric ſtring ; 

he Muſe full oft purſues a meteor fire, 

And, vainly vent'rous, ſoars on waxen wing : 


i 


all co actively awake at friendſhip's voice, 
The poet's boſom pours the fervent ſtrain, 
: Till fad reflection blames the hatty choice, 
ur? And oft invokes oblivion's aid in vain. 
call we the ſhade of Pope from that bleſt bow'r, 
gh! Where thron' d he firs with many a tuneful ſage; 
gar, , if he ne'er bemoans that hapleſs hour 
dic! When St, John's name illumin'd glory's page. 
glty A, if the wretch, who dar'd his mem'ry ſtain; 
Ak, if his country's, his religion's foe, _ 
1 Deſerv d the meed that Marlbro' fail'd to gain; 
d, The deathleſs meed he only could beſtow : 
The bard will tell thee, the miſguided praiſe 
Clouds the celeſtial ſunſhine of his breaſt ; 
Len now, repentant of his erring lays, 
He heaves a ſigh amid the realms of reſt. 
Pope thro' friendſhip fail'd, indignant view, 
tled, et pity, Dryden—hark, whene'er he ſings, 
ately i adulation drops her courtly dew 
title Un titled rhymers and inglorious kings ! 
piltle dee, from the depths of his exhauſtleſs mine, 
t Us His glitt'ring ſtores the tuneful ſpendthrift 
an 0 throws ; | 
Where fear or int'reſt bids, behold they ſhine ; 
F Nowgracea Cramwell's, now a Charles's brows, 
nic; bn with too gen'rous or too mean a heart, 
tles Dryden in vain to thee thoſe ſtores were lent; 
Thy ſweeteſt numbers but a trifting art; 
| Thy ſtrongeſt diction idly eloquent. 
ncu. re bmpleft lyre, if truth directs its lays, 


Warbles a melody ne er heard from thine : 
Ne to diſguſt with falſe or venal praiſe, 
Was Parnell's modeſt fame, and may be mine, 
b then, my friend, nor let thy candid breaſt 
Condemn me, if I check the plauſive ſtring; 
"to the way ward world; complete the reſt ; 
de what the pureſt muſc would with to fing. 4 
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Be ill thyſelf : that open path of truth, 
Which led thee here, let manhood firm purſue g 
Retain the ſweet ſimplicity of youth; 
And all thy virtue dictates, dare to do. 


Still ſcorn, with conſcious pride, the maſk of art 
On vice's front let fearful caution lower; 
And teach the diffident, diſereeter part 
Of knives that plot, and fools that fawn for 
power. g 


So, round thy brow when age's honours ſpread, 
When death's cold hand unſtrings thy Maſon's 
lyre, 
When the green turf lies lightly on his head, 
Thy worth ſhall ſome ſuperior bard infpire 


He to the ampleſt bounds of time's domain 
On rapture's plume ſhall give thy name to fly ;. 
For truſt, with rev'rence truſt, this Sabine ſtrain, 
The Mule forbids the virtuous man to die.“ 


+4 103. The Chaice of Hercules: from the Greek 
of Prodicus. Bp. LowTH. 
New had the ſon of Jove, mature, attain'd 
The jovful prime; when youth, elate and gay, 
Steps into. life, and follows unreſtrain'd - 
Where paſſion leads, or prudencepointsthe way. 
In the pure mind, at thoſe ambiguous years, 

Or vice, rank weed, firſt ſtrikes her pois'nous 
Or haply virtue's op'ning bud appears root 
By juſt degrees, fair bloom of faireſt fruit ! 

For, if on yourh's untainted thought impreſt, 
The gen'rous purpoſe ſtill ſhall warm the manly 
breaſt. 
As on a day, reflecting on his age 
For higheſt deeds now ripe, Alcides ſought 
Retirement, nurſe of contemplation ſage, 
Step following ſtep, and thought ſucceeding 
thought; | 
Mufing, with ſteady pace the youth purſued 
His walk, and loſt in meditation ftray'd - 
Far in a lonely vale, with ſolitude 
Converting; while intent his mind ſurvey'd 
The dubious path of life: before him lay, [ way. 
Here virtue's rough aſcent, there pleaſure's flow'ry 
Much did the view divide his wav'ring mind: 
Now yviow'd his breaſt with gen'rous thirſt of 
Now love of eaſe to ſofter thoughts inclin'd ¶ fame; 
His yielding ſoul, and quench'd the rifing flame: 
When, lo ! far off two female forms he ſpies : 
Direct to him their ſteps they ſeem to bear; 
Both large and tall, exceeding human ſize; 
Both, far exceeding human beauty, fair. 
Graceful, yet each with diff rent grace they move; 
This ſtriking ſacred awe; that, a winning love. 
The firſt in native dignity ſurpaſs'd; n 
Artleſs and unadorn'd ſhe pleas- d the more; 
Health o'er her looks a genuine luſtre caſt; 
A veſt more white than new- fallen ſnow ſhe 
Auguſt ſhe trod, yet modeſt was her air; [wore : 
Serene her eye, yet darting heavenly fire. 
Still ſhe drew near ; and nearer ſtill more fair, 
More mild, appear'd : yet ſuch as might inſpire 
Pleaſure corrected with an awful fear; 
Majeſtically ſweet, and amiably ſevere, 
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The other dame ſeem d even of fairer hue; x 


But bold her mien, unguarded row d her eve, 
And her fluſh'd cheeks coafeſs d at ncarer view 
The borrow'd bluſhes of an artful dye. 
All foft and delicate, with airy ſwiin 
Lightly ſhe danc'd along ; her robe betray'd 
Thro the clear texture every tender limb, 
Height'niog thecharms it only ſeem'd to ſhade : 
And as it flow'd adown, fo looſe and thin, [ kin. 
Herftature ſhew'd more tall, more ſnowy white her 


Oft with a ſmile ſhe vicw'd herſelf aſkance; 

Even on her ſhade a conſcious look ſhe threw : 
Then all around her caſt a careleſs glance, 

To mark what gazing eves her beauty drew. 
As they came near, before that other maid 
Approaching decent, eagerly ſhe preſs'4 
With haſty ſtep ; nor of repulſe afraid, [drefs'd ; 

With freedom bland the wond'rmg youth ad- 
With winning fondneſs on his neck the hung ; 
Sweet as the honey-dew flow'd her enchanting 

tongue: 
< Dear Hercules, whence this unkind delay ? 
Dear youth, what doubts can thus diſtract thy 
Securely follow where I lead the way, mind; 

And range thro' wilds of pleaſure unconfin'd. 
With me retire from noite, and pain, and care, 

Embath d in biifs, and wrapt in endleſs cafe: 
Rough is the road to fame, thro' blood and war 
Smooth is my way, and all my paths are peace 
With me retire, from toils aud perils free, 


Leave honour tothe wretch ! picatures were made 


| 


for thee, 


% Then will I grant thee all thy ſoul's defire ; 
All that may charm thine car, and plcaſe thy 


— — — — 


ſight; | 
All that the thought can frame, or with require. 
To ſteep thy raviſh'd ſenſes in delight - | 


The ſumptuous feaſt, enhanc'd with muſic's ſound, 
Firtteſt to tune the melting fon! to love, 

Rich odours, breathing choiceſt ſweets around; 
The fra grant bow'r, cool fountain, ſhady grove; 

Fre ſh flow'rs to ftrew thy couch, and crown thy 
bead: [thy bed. 

Joy ſhall atrend thy ſteps, and caſe ſhail finooth 


Theſe will I freely, conftantly ſupply, 
Pleaſures not cain'd with toil, nor mix'd with 
Far from tay reſt repining want ſhall fly, | woe; 
Nor labour bathe in ſweat thy care ful brow. 
Mature the copious harveſt ſhall be thine, 
Let the laborious kind ſubdue the foil ; 
Leave the raſh ſoldier ſpoils of war to win, 
Won by the ſoldier thou ſhalt ſhare the fpoil : 
Theſe ſofter cares my beſt allies employ, 
New pleaſures to invent, to wiſh, and to enjoy.” 


Her winning voice the youth attentive caught: 
He gaz d impatient on the ſmiling maid ; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Tho' Slander call me Sloth (detraction vain! ), 
' Heed not what Slander, vain detracter, favs; 
Slander, ſtill prompt true merit to defame, name.“ 
To blot the brighteſt worth, and blaſt the faireſt 


By this arri: d the fair majeſtic maid; | 
She all the while, with the ſame modeſt pace, 
Compos'd advanc'd : “ Know, Hercules,” the aid 
With manly tone, © thy birth of heavenly race: 
Thy tender age, that lov'd inftruftion's voice, 
Promis'd thee generous, patient, brave, and wile; 
When manhood ſhould confirm thy glorious choice, 
Now expectation waits to ſce thee rife. 
Riſe, youth ! exalt thyſelf and me ; approve 
Thy high deſcent from heaven, and dare be 
worthy Jove. Cdiſguift: 
But what truth prompts, my tongue ſhall nc 
The ſteep aſcent muſt be with toil ſubdued, 
Watching and cares muſt win the lofty prize 
Propos d by Heaven true bliſs and real good, 
Honour rewards the brave and bold alone; 
She ſpurns the timorous, indolent, and baſe : 
Danger and toil ſtand ſtern before her throne, 
And guard (ſoJove commands)the ſacred place. 
Who ſeeks her muſt the mighty coſt ſuſtain, 


And pay the price of fame—labour, and care, and 


pain. 


Wouldſt thou engage the gods peculiar care 

O Hercules, th' immortal powers adorc! 
With a pure heurt, with ſacrifice, and prayer 
Attend their altars, and their aid implore. 
Or, v ouldſt thou gain thy country's loud applauſe, 

Lor'd as her father, as her god ador d? 

Ze thou the bold aſſerter of her cauſe; 

Her voice in council, in the fight her ſword: 
Ia peace, in war, purive thy country's good; 
For her bare thy bold breaſt, and pour thy genc- 

rous blood. ; 
Wouldfit thon,toquel} the proud n. 

In arts of war and matchleſs Mength c:ccl ? 
Firſt conquer thou thyſelf: to caſe, to reſt. 

To each foft thought of pleaſure, bid farcwel. 


The night alternate, due ro ſweet repoſe, 


In watches waſte ; in painful march, the day: 
Copgeal'd amidſt the rigorous winter's ſnows, 

Scorch'd by the ſummer's thirft- inflaming rar, 
Thy harden'd limbs ſhall boaſt ſuperior might: 
Vigour ſhall brace thine arm, re ſiſtleſs in the fight. 


© Hear'ſt thou what monſters then thou muſt 
engage ? 1 rorc? 
What dangers, gentle youth, ſhe bids thc? 
( Abrupt ſays Sloth)—* II fir thy tender age 
Tumult and wars, fit age for joy and love. 
Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love, and joy! 
To theſe I lead : no monſters here ſhall ſtav 
Thine eaſy courſe z no cares thy peace anno); 
I lead to bliſs a nearer, ſmoother way:; 


Still gaz d, and liften'd ; then her name bcfought : 
« My name, fair youth, is Happiocfs,” ſhe ſaid: 
„Well can my friends this envied truth maintain; 


— — — 


Short is my way, fair, eaſy, ſmooth, and plain: 
Turn, gentle youth—with me cternal picatuics 
reign.” 


They ſhare my Bliſs, they beft can ſpeak my | What pleaſures, vain miſtaken wretch,arethine:” 
. (Virtuc with ſcorn replied) c, ſleep fi in cale 
| Iniculats 3 


praite : 
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Book J. 


Inſeuſate; whoſe ſoft limbs the toil decline 
That ſeaſons bliſs, and makes enjoyment pleaſe : 
Draining the copious bowl ere thirſt require; 
Feaſting ere hunger to the feaſt invite; 
Whoſe taſteleſs joys anticipate deſire, | 
Whom luxury ſupplies with appetite : 
Vet nature loarhs, and you employ in vain 
Variety and art to conquer her diſdain. 


« The ſparklingneRar,cool'd with ſummer ſnows, 
The dainty board with choiceſt viands ſpread, 
To thee are taſteleſs all! fincere repoſe 
Flies from thy flow'ry couch and downy bed. 
For thou art only tir'd with indolence ; 
Nor is thv fleep with toll and labour bought, 
Th imperfect ſleep, that lulls thy languid ſenſe 
In dull oblivious interval of thought; 
That kindly ſteals th inactive hours away the day. 
From the long liag' ring ſpace, that lengthens out 


« From bounteous nature's unexhauſted ſtores 
Flows the pure fountain of fincere delights 
Arerſe to her, you waſte the joyleſs hours; 

Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights. 
Immortal tho' thou art, indignant Jove 
Hurl'd thee from heaven, th' immortals bliſsful 
lace, . 
For a baniſh'd from the realms above, 


To dwell on carth with man's degenerate race : | 


Fitter abode ! on earth alike diſgrac d; 


Rejected by the wiſe, and by the fool embrac d. 
Fond wretch, that vainly weeneſt all delight 


To gratify the ſenſe, reſerv'd for thee ! 

Yet the moſt pleaſing object to the fight, 

Thine own fair action, never didſt thou fee. 
Tho' lull'd with ſofteſt ſounds thou lick along, 

Soft muſic, warbling voices, melting lays ; 
Nc'er didſt thou hear, more ſweet than ſweeteſt ſong 

Charming the foul, thou nc'er didſt hear thy 
No- to thy revels let the fool repair; [praiſe! 
To ſuch go ſmoorh thy ſpeech, and tpread thy 

tempting ſnare. 7 
« Vaſt happineſs enjoy thy gay allies ! 
A youth of follies, an old age of cares; 
Toung yet enervate, old yet never wile, 

Vice waſtes their vigour, and their mind impairs. 
Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtleſs calc, 

Beſerving woes for age, their prime they ſpend; 
All wretched, hopeleſs, in the evil days, 

With ſorrow to the verge of life they tend. 
Grier'd with the preſent, of the paſt atham'd, 
They live and are deſpis d; they die, nor more 

are nam' d. | 
„But with the gods, and godlike men, I dwell; 

Me, his ſupreme delight, th' Almighty Sire 
Regards well pleas'd : whatever works excel, 

All, or divine or human, I inſpire. 

Counſel with ſtrength, and induftry with art, 

In union meet conjoin'd, with me refide : 

My dictates arm, inſtruct, and mend the heart, 

The ſureſt policy, the wiſeſt guide. 

With me true friendſhip dwells: the deigns to bind 
Thoſe generous fouls alone, whom I before have 
join d. 
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Nor need my friends the various coſtly feaſt 
Hunger to them th' effects of art ſupplies; 
Labour prepares their weary limbs to reſt ; 
Sweet is their fleep; light, cheerful, ſtrong, they 


riſe. 


Thro'ꝰ health, thro' joy, thro' pleaſure, and renown 


They tread my paths; and by a ſoft deſcent 
At length to age all gently ſinking down, 

Look back with tranſport on a life well ſpent, 
ln which no hour flew unimprov'd away; day. 
In which ſome gen'rous deed diſtinguiſh'd ev'ry 
And when the deſtin'dtermart length's complete, 

Their. aſhes reſt in peace, eternal fame 
Sounds wide their praiſe : triumphant over fate, 

In facred fong for ever lives their name. 
This, Hercules, is happineſs ! obey 

My voice, and live: let thy celeſtial birth 
Lift and enlarge thy thoughts: behold the way 

That leads to fame, and raiſes thee from earth 
Immortal! Lo, I guide thy ſteps. Ariſe, [ ſkies.” 
Purſue the glorious path, and claim thy native 


Her words breathe fire celeſtial, and im 
New vigour to his foul, that ſudden caught 
The generous flame : with great intent his heart 
Swells full, and labours with exalted thought. 
The miſt of error from his eyes diſpell' d, 
Thro' all her fraudtul arts, in cleareſt light, 
Sloth in her native form he now beheld ; 
Unveil'd ſhe ſtood confeſs'd before his fight ; 
Falſe Siren All her vauntcd charms, that ſhone 
So freſh erewhile and fair, now wither'd, pale, and 
gone. 
No more the roſy bloom in ſweet diſguiſe 
* Maſks her diſſembled looks; each borrow'd grace 
Leaves her wan cheek; pale ſickneſs clouds her eyes 
Livid and funk, and paſſions dim her face. 
As when fair Iris has awhile difplay'd 
Her wat'ry arch, with gaudy painture gay,. 
While yet we gaze the glorious colours fade, 
And from our wonder gently ſteal away: 
Where ſhone the beauteous phantom erſt ſobrighe, 
Now low rs the low-hung cloud, all gloomy to 
the ſight. 


But Virtue, more engaging, all the while 
Diſclos'd new charms, more lovely, more ſerene, 
Beaming ſweet influence: a milder ſmile 
Soften's the terrors of her lofty mien. 
Lead, goddeſs; I am thine !” tranſported cried 
Alcides ; “ O propitious pow'r, thy way 
Teach me ! poſſeſs my foul ! be thou my guide: 
| From thee oh never, never let me ſtray !” 
While ardent thus the youth his vows addreſs'd, 
With all the goddeſs fill'd, already glow'd his 
breaſt, 


The heavenly maid with ſtrength divine endued 

His daring foul ; there all her pow'rs combin'd ; 
Firm conſtancy, undaunted fortitude, 

Enduring patience, arm'd his mighty mind. 
Unmov'd in toils, in dangers undiſmay d, 

By many a hardy deed and bold emprize, , 
From fierceſt monſters, thro” her powerful aid, 


He freed the earth! thro her he gain'dthe ſkies, 
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*Twas virtue plac'd him in the bleſt abode; [ god. 
Crown'd with eternal youth, among the gods a 


C 104. The Hermit. PARNELL. 


| FAR in a wild, unknown to public view, 
From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well: 
Remote from man, with God he paſs' d his days, 
Pray'r all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 
A life ſo ſacred, ſuch ference repoſe, 

m'd heaven itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe— 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey ; 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's * Þ 
His hopes no more a certain proſpe& boaſt, 

And all the tenour of his ſoul is loft. 
So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaſt, 

Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And ſkies beneath with anſwering colours glow : 
But if a ſtone the gentle ſca divide, 

Swift ruffling circles curl on cv'ry fide, 

And glimm'ring fragments of a broken fun ; 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 
To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight, 
To find if books or ſwains report it right 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whole feet came wand ring o'er the nightly dew), 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim-ftaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 

Then with the fun 2 riſing journey went, 

Sedate to think, and watching each event, 

The morn was waſted in the pathleſs grafs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs: 
But when the ſouthern. ſun had warm'd the day, 
A youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way; 

His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 

And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair: 
Then near approaching, Father, hail !”" he cried; 
And « Hail, iny fon !” the rev'rend fire replied: 
Words followed words, from queſtion anſwer 

flow'd, 
And talk of various kind decciv'd the road; 
Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
Whale in their age they differ, join in heart. 
Thus ftands an sged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy claſps an eim around. 

Now ſunk the fun; the cloſing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey; 
Nature in filence bid the world repole: 

When near the road a ſtately palace roſe. [ paſs, 
There, by the moon, through ranks of trees they 
Whoſe verdurc crown d their ſloping fides of graſs, 
It chanc'd the noble maſter. of the dome 

Still made his houſe the wand' ring ſtranger's home; 
Yer ſtill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſc, 
Prod the vain flouriſh of expenſive calc. 

The pair arrive: the liveried ſervants wait; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 

And all is more than hoſpitably good. | 
Then, led to ref, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and caps of down. 
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At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of Gay 
Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play; 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighbouring wood to baniſh ſlecp. 
Up rite the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte, 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they 
895 | 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe: 
His cup was vaniſh'd ; for in fecret guiſe 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize, 
As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
Diſorder d ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear; 
So ſeem'd the fire, when far upon the road 
The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd. 
He ſtopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling 
heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk, to part: 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 
Wuile thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds, 


A ſound in air prefag'd approaching rain, 

And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the figns, the wand'ring pair retreat 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat : 
'T'was built with turrets on a riſing ground, 
And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 


As near the miler's _ doors they drew, 


Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 
The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 
And o'er their hcads loud rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driv'n by the wind and batter'd by the rain. 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's bicaſt 
("Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a guett) : 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervour through their limbs recalls: 
Bread of the coarſeſt fort, with meager wine, 
Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear d to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 
With ſtill remark the pond ring Heraiit view d, 
In one fo rich, a life fo poor and rude; 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cricd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon take place 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face, 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
The ſtinted kindneſs of this churliſh ſoul ! 
zut now the clouds in airy tumult fly 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And, glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the = 


q 


* 


The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds; 
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y The weather courts them from the poor retreat, { Surpriſe in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
| And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 
| While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's boſom | Bur filence here the beautcous angel broke 
% wrought By (The voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ſpoke) : 
With all the travail of uncertain thonght z Thy pray r,thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear; | In ſweet memorial rife before the throne: 
'Twas there a vice; and fecm'd a madneſs here: | Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, 
te, Deteſting that, and pitying this, he goes, And force an angel down to calm thy mind; : 
cy Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows. For this commithon'd, J forſook the ſky— 
: Now night's dim ſhadesagain involve the ſky; j Nay, ccaſe to kneel !—thy fellow-ſervant I. 


Again the wand'rers want a place to lie: AIT hen know the truth of government Divine, 
Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
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And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 


ze. The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, «© The Maker "__ claims that world he made, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great, In this the right of Providence is laid; 
It ſeem'd to {peak its maſter's turn of mind, [ts ſacred majeity through all depends 
Content, and not for praiſe but virtue kind, On uſihg fecond means to work his ends; 


Ar; Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet. 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 


is thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The Pow'r exerts his attributes on high; 
Your actions uſes, nor controuls your will, 


ing The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. [priſe, 
« Without a vain, without a grudging heart, © Whatſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſur- 
rt: To him who gives us all I yield a part; Thanthoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond' ring eyes? 
rd From him you come, for him accept it here, | Yet, taught by theſe, confeſs th Almighty juſt; 
A frank and ſober, more than coſtly cheer.” And, where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt. 
ids, He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, The great vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 
ds; Then talk' d of virtue till the time of bed; Whoſe lite was too luxurious to be good; 


When the grave houſehold round his hall repair, 


Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 


And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of winez 


22t At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe, | Has, with the cup, the | cuſtom loſt, 
| Was ſtrong for toil ; the dappled morn aroſe ; And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. ; 
Before the pilgriins part, the younger crept The mean ſuſpicious wretch,whoſe bolted door 8 
nd; Near the clos d cradle, where an infant flept, Ne er mov d in pity to the wand' ring poor, f 


And writh'd his neck: the Jand!ord's little pride, With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 

O ſtrange return! grew black, and gaſp d, and died. That Heaven can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Horror of horrors ! what ! his only fon ? Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done ? | And feels compaſſion touch his grateful foul. 
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gan, Not hell, tho' hell's black jaws in ſunder part, Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 

n. And breathe blue fire, could more aſſavlt his heart. | With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 

ain, Confus'd and ſtruck with ſilence at the deed, In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
He flies z but, trembling, fails to fly with ſpecd. And, looſe from droſs, the ſilver runs below. 

aſt His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 

ſt): Perplex'd with roads; a ſervant ſhew'd the way: | But now the child half wean d his heart from God; 

re, A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er (Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 

* Was nice to ſind; the ſervant trod before: 


And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupplied, giide. | To what exceſſes had his dotage run 


ills: And deep the waves beneath the bending branches | But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 

6 The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, | To all but thee in fits he ſeem d to go; 

ine; Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in: | And "was my miniſtry to deal the blow. 

"IN Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head The poor fond parent, humbled in the duſt, 


Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the dead. Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 
Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes; | But how had all his fortunes felt a wrack, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back ! 
ied) *« Deteſted wretch !''—But ſcarce his ſpeech began, | This night his treaſur d heaps he meant to ſteal, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man. | And what a fund of charity would fail! > 


lace His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet ; Thus Heaven inſtructs thy mind: this trial o'gr, 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more. 
ore 


Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
e; Celeſtial odours breathe through purpled air; 
And wings whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 


On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the ſeraph flew. 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when, to mount on high, 
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Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. His maſter took the chariot of the iky : 


The form ethercal burſts upon his ſight, The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 
And moves in all the majeſty of light. 


Tho' loud at firſt the Pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
Sudden he gaz d, and wiſt not what to do; 


The prophet gaz d, and wiſh'd to follow tao. 
The bending Hermit here a pray'r begun: 

Lord ! as in beavven, en earth thy will be dme. 
| T 
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Then, gladly turning, ſought his ancient place 
And paſs d a life of piety and peace. : 


$ 105. The Golden Verſes of Pyihagoras. 
| | FITZGERALD. 


IRST, the Supreme doth higheſt rev'rence 
claim; | h 
Uſe with religious awe his facred name: 
Aſſur'd he views thy ways, let nought'controul 
The oath thou once haſt bound upon thy foul. 
Next, to the heroes bear a grateful mind, 
Whoſe glorious cares and toils have bleſt mankind. 
Let juſt reſpect and decent rites be paid 
To the immortal manes of the dead. 
Honour thy parents, and thy next of kind; 
And virtuous men wherever thou canft find, j 
In the ſame bond of love let them be join'd. 
Uſefal and ſteady let thy life proceed, 
Mild ev'ry word, good-natur'd ev'ry deed ; 
Oh, never with the man thou lov'f contend ! 
But bear a thouſand frailties from thy friend. 
Raſhly inflam'd, vain ſpleen, and flight ſurmiſe, 
To real feuds, and endleſs diſcords riſe. 
Oer luſt, o'er anger, keep the ſtricteſt rein, 
Subdue thy ſloth, thy appetite reſtrain. 
With no vile action venture to comply, 
Not, tho' unſeen by ev'ry mortal eye. 
Above all witnefles thy conſcience fear, 

And more than all mankind rhyſclf revere, 
One way let all thy words and actions tend, 
Reaſon their conſtant guide, and truth their end. 

And ever mindful of thy mortal ate, 
How quick, how various are the turns of fate ; 
How here, how there, the tides of fortune roll; 
How ſoon impending death concludes the whole, 
Compoſe thy mind, and free from anxious ſtrife 
Endure thy portion of the ills of life : 
'Tho' ſtill the good man ſtands ſecure from harms, 
Nor can misfortune wound, whom virtue arms. 
Diſcourſe in common converſe, thou wilt find 
Sorne to improve, and ſome to taint ric mind; 
Grateful to that a due obtervance pay; 
Beware leſt this entice thy thoughts aftray ; 


And bold untruths which thou art forc'd to hear, 


Receive diſcreetly with a patient ear. 

Wouldftthov be juſtly rank d among the wiſe, 
Think ere thou doſt, ere thou refolv'ft, adviſe. 
Still ler thy aims with ſage experience ſquare, 
And plan thy conduct with ſagacious care; 

So ſhalt thou all thy courſe with pleafure run, 
Nor wiſh an action of thy life undone. 

Among the various ends of thy deſires, 
Tis no inferior place thy health requires. 
Firmly for this from all exceſs refrain, 

Thy cups be mod'rate, and thy diet plain: 
Nor yet unelegant thy board ſupply, 
Bur ſhun the nauſcous pomp of luxury. 
Let ſpleen by cheerful converſe be withſtood, 
And honeft labeurs purify the blood. 

Each night, ere needful ſlumber ſeals thy eyes, 
Home to thy ſoul let theſe reflections riſe : 
How has this day my duty ſeen expreſs'd ? 
What have I done, omitted, or tranſgreſs'd? 
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Then grieve the moments thou haſt jdiy ſpent : 

The reft will yield thee comfort and content. 
Be theſe good rules thy ſtudy and delight, 

{ Practiſe by day, and ponder them by night; 


Thus all thy thoughts to virtue's height 
And truth ſhall ſtand unveil'd before thy eyes. 
Of beiags the whole ſyſtem thou ſhalt ſee, 
Rang'd as they are in beauteous harmony, 
Whilft all depend from one fuperior cauſe, 
And Nature works obedient to her laws. 
Hence, as thou labour'ſt with judicious care 
To run the courſe allotted to thy ſhare, 
Wiſdom refulgent with a heavenly ray 
Shall clear thy profpe&t, and direct thy way. 
Then all around compaſſionately view 
The wretched ends waich vain mankind purſue, 
Toſs'd to and fro by each impetuous guſt, 


| The rage of paſſion, or the fire of luſt, 


No certain ſtay, no fafe retreat they know, 
But blindly wander through a maze of woe. 
Mean while congenial vileneſs works within, 


| And cuſtom quite ſubdues the ſoul to fin. 


Save us from this diſtreſs, Almighty Lord, 
Our minds illumine, and thy id afford ! 

But O! ſecure from all thy life is led, 
Whole feet the happy paths of virtue tread. 
Thou ſtandſt united to the race divine, 

And the perfection of the ſkies is thine. 

Imperial reaſon, free from all controul, 

Maintains her juſt dominion in thy ſoul: 

Till purg'd at length from every Ginful ſtain, 

When —_— death ſhall break the cumbrous 
chain, | 

Loos'd from the body thou ſhalt take thy fligtt, 

And range immortal in the fields of light. 


- $ 106. On Cheerfulneſs. FITZGERALD. 


Source of al! comfort to the human breaſt ! 
Depriv'd of thee, in fad deſpair we moan, 
And tedious roll the heavy moments on. 
Though beauteous objects all around us riſe, 
To charm the fancy and delight the eyes; 
Though art's fair works and nature's gifts con- 

ſpire a 
To pleaſe each ſenſe, and ſatiate each deſire, 
'Tis joy leſs all till thy enliv'ning ray 
Scatters the melancholy gloom away. 
Then opens to the foul a heavenly ſcene, 


| Gladnels and peace, all ſprighitly, all ſerene. 


V here doit thou reign, ſay, in what bleſt 
retreat, 

To chooſe thy manſion, and to fix thy ſeat ? 
Thy ſacred preſence how ſhall we explore? 

Can av'rice gain thee with her golden ftcre ? 
Can vain ambition with her boaſted charms 
Tempt thee within her wide-extended arms? 
No, with Content alone canſt thou abide, 

Thy ſiſter, ever ſmiling by thy fide. 
When boon companions void of ev'ry care 
Crown the full bowl, and the rich banquet ſhare, } 
And give a looſe to plcaſure art thou there ? 
Or when th' aſſembled great and fair advance 


To celebrate the maſk, the play, the dance. 
e 


] 


all riſe, 
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AIR as the dawning light! auſpicious gueſt! 


_ Whilſt beauty ſpreads its ſweeteſt charms 
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around, 
And airs ecſtatic ſwell their tuneful ſound, 


Art thou within the pompous circle found? 


Does not thy influence more ſedately ſhine ? 
Can ſuch tumultuous joys as theſe be thine ? 
Surely more mild, more conſtant in their courſe, 
Thy pleaſures iſſue from a nobler ſource ; 
From ſweet diſcretion ruling in the breaſt, 
From paſſions temper'd, and from luſts repreſt; 
From thoughts unconſcious of a guilty ſmart, 
And the calm tranſports of an honeſt heart. 

Thy aid, O ever faithful, ever kind ! 
Thro' life, thro' death, attends the virtuous 
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Of angry fate wards from us ev'ry blow, 
Cures ev'ry ill, and ſoftens ev ry woe. 
Whatever good our mortal ſtate deſires, 
What wiſdom finds, or innocence inſpires ; 
From nature's bounteous hand whatever flows, 
Whate'er our Maker's providence beſtows, 
By thee mankind enjoys; by thee repays 
A grateful tribute of perpetual praiſe. 


$ r07. On Indufiry. FITZGERALD. 


UEEN of all virtues! for whate'er we call 

Godlike and great, tis thou obtain'ft it all. 
No taſk too arduous for thy ſtrong eſſay, 
And art and nature own thy potent ſway. 
Inſpir'd by thee to each ſuperior aim, 
We preſs with ardour thro the paths of fame, 
Up to the facred top, and leave behind 
Th' inglorious crowd, the herd of human kind; 
While wiſdom round us pours her heavenly ray, 
And old experience guides our ſteady way. 
No anxious care, no furious luſts controu 
The free habitual vigour of the ſoul. 
Each part, each ſtation gracefully we fill, 

And bend and ſhape our fortune to our will. 
The hero, down thro? ev'ry age renown'd, 
With triumph, praiſe, and glorious titles crown'd, 

By thee has gain'd his honourable ſpoils, 

And mighty fame achiev'd by mighty toils. 

The fage, whilſt learning ſtudious he purſues, 

By thee the ſtubborn ſciences ſubdues 

Throughtruth's wide fields expatiates unconfin'd, 

And ftores for ever his capacious mind. 

Nor ſeck the lower ranks thy aid in vain 

The poor mechanic and the lab'ring ſwain : 

Health, peace, and ſweet content to theſe it brings, 

More precious prizes than the wealth of kings. 

When whelming round us death's ſad terrors 
roll, 1 

'Tis thou ſpeak'ſt peace and comfort to the ſoul. 

Then if our recollecting thoughts preſent | 

A well-plann'd life in virtuous labour ſpent ; 

if uſeful we have paſs'd through every ſtage, 

And paid our debt of ſervice to the age 

If ſtill we 've made our duty our delight, 

Nor hid our maſter's talent from our Bein, 

All's well, 'tis all by our own heart approv'd, 

From hence we paſs, by (50d and man belov'd ; 

Cheerful we paſs, to Heaven's high will refign'd, 

Aud leave a bleſſed memory behind. | 
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$ 103. A Thought upon Death, FITZGERALD, 

P15 vain, my ſoul, 'tis impious all, 
The human lot to mourn, 


That life ſo ſoon muſt fleet away, 
And duſt to duſt return. | 


Alas ! from death the terrors fly, 
When once 'tis underſtood ; 

'Tis Nature's call, *ris God's decree, 
And is, and muſt be good. 

Wearied his limbs with honeſt toil, 
And void of cares his breaſt, .- | 

Sce how the lab'ring hind ſinks Cown 
Each night to whole ſome reſt. 


No nauſeous fumes perplex his ſleep, | 


No guilty ſtarts ſurpriſe; 


| The viſions that his fancy forms, 


All free and cheerful riſe. 


So thou, nor led by luſts aſtray, 
Nor gall'd with anx1ous ftrife, 

With virtuous induſtry fulfil 
The plain intent of life. 

Paſs calmly thy appointed day, 
And uſefully employ, 


And then thou 'rt ſure whate'er ſucceed 
Is reſt, and peace, and joy. 


$. 109. The Fire-Side., Cor rom. 


DEAR Chloe, while the buſy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
In Folly's maze advance; : 

Tho' fingularity and pride 

Be call'd our choice, we Il ſtep aſide, 
Nor join the giddy dance. 


From the gay world we ll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs z 
No noiſy neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger near, 


| To ſpoil our heart- felt joys. 
If ſolid happineſs we prize, 


| Within our breaſt this jewel lies; 


And they are fools who roam: 

The world has nothing to beſtow z 

From our own ſelves our joys muſt flow, 
And that dear hut, our home. 


Of reſt was Noah's dove bereft, 
When with impatient wing ſhe left 
That ſafe retreat, the ark; 

Giving her vain excurſion o'er, 
The diſappointed bird once more 
Explor'd the ſacred bark. 


Tho' fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 

By ſweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradiſe below, 


Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring; 
If rutor'd right, they Il prove a ſpring 


- hence pleaſures ever Tic ; 


We'll 
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We'll form their minds, with ſtudious care, | 
To all that 's manly, good and fair, 
And trafn them for the ſkics. 


While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 
They ll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs: 
They Il grow in virtue ev'ry day, 
Ang thus our fondeſt loves repay, 
And recompenſe our cares. 
No borrow'd joys, they're all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the, world forgot: 
Monarchs! we euvy not your ſtate ; 
Me look with pity on the great, 
And blefs our humble lot. 
Our portion is not large, indeed; 
But then how little do we need ! 
For nature's calls are few: 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may ſuffice, 
And make that little do. 


We ll therefore reliſa, with content, 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
Nor aim beyond our pow'r ; 
For, if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
*T is prudence to enjoy it all, 
Nor loſe the lens hour. - 
To be refign'd when ills betide, 
Patient when favours are denied, 
And pleas'd with favours given; 
Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part; 
This is that incenſe of the heart 
- Whole fragrance {ſmells to heaven. 


We ll aſk no long protracted treat, 
Since winter life is ſeldom ſwect; 
But, when our feaft is o'er, 
Grateful from table we ll arite, 
Nor grudge our ſons with envious eyes 
The relics of our ftore. 
Thus, hand in hand, thro life we Il go; 
Its chequer d paths of joy and woe 
With cautious ſteps we ll tread 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead. 


While conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall thro' the gloomy vale attend, 
And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
And ſmooth the bed of death. 


$ 110. Fifions for the Entertainment and Ii ſtruc- 
tion ef younger Minds. COTTON; 
Virganidus pueriſdue canto. Mex. 
TO THE REA DER. 

A VFHORS, you know, of greateſt fame, 
Thro' modeſty ſuppreſs their name * ; 

And would you wiſh me to reveal 

What cheſe tuperior wits conccal ? 


Though Dr. Cotten is well knpwn to have been the author of theſe Viſions, they have generally been 
| 'Tis 


publiſhed without prefixiny his name, 


| You d ſay, A pretty ſnug retreat! 


Boos T- 


Forego the ſearch, my curious friend, 


And huſband time to better end. 


All my ambition is, Ion, 

To profit and to pleaſe unknown; 

Like fireams ſupplied from ſprings below, 
Which ſcatter bleſſings as they flow. 
Were you diſeas'd, or preſs d with pain, 
Straight you 'd apply to Warwick Lane, 
The thoughtful Doctor feels your pulſe 
(No matter whether Mead or Hulſe , 
Writes - Arabic to you and me— 
Then ſigns his hand, and takes his fee. 
Now, ſhould the ſage omit his name, 
Would not the cure remain the ſame? 
Nor but phyſicians fign their bill, 


Or when they cure, or when they kill. 


Tis often known, the mental race 


Their fond ambitious fires diſgrace. 


|} Dar'd I avow a parent's claim, 


Critics might ſneer, and friends might blames 
This dang 'rous ſecret let me hide, 
II tell you ev'ry thing befide : 
Not that it boots the world a tittle, 
Whether the author's big or little; 
Or whether fair, or black, or brown; 
No writer's hue concerns the town. 
I paſs the ſilent rural hour, 
No ſlave to wealth, no tool to pow'r: 
My manſion 's warm, and very neat; 


My rooms no coſtly. paintings grace, 
The humbler print ſupplies their place. 
Behiad the houſe my garden lics, 

And opens to the ſouthern ſkies : 

The diſtant hills gay proſpects yield, 
And plenty ſmiles in ev'ry field. 

The 1 maſtiff is my guard: 
The feathely'd tribes adorn my yard; 
Alive my joy, my treat when dead, 
And their {oft plumes improve my bed. 

My cow rewards me all the can 
(Brutes leave mgratitude to man); 


She, daily thankful to her lord, 


Crowns with nectareous ſweets my board: 
Am I diſcas' d: the cure is known, N 
Her fweeter juices mend my oon. 

I love my houſe, and ſeldom roam 
Few viſits pleaſe me more than home: 
{ pity that anhappy elf | 
Wo loves all company but ſelf; 
By idle paſſions borne away 
To opera, maſquerade, or play; 
Fond of thoſe hives where Folly reigns, 
And Ernain's peers receive her chains; 
Where the pert virgin flights a name, 
And ſcorns to redden into ſhame. . 
But know, my fair, to whom belong 
Thc poet and bus artleſs ſong, | 
When female cheeks refuſe to glows 
Farewell to virtue here below ! 
| Our ſex is loft to ev'ry rule; 


Our ſole diſtinction, knave or fool. 
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Tis to your innocence we run; 
Save us, ye fair, or we re undone; 
Maintain your modeſty and ſtation, 
So women ſhall. preſerve the nation. 
Mothers, tis faid, in days of old, 


Efteem'd their girls more choice than gold; 


Too well a daughter's worth they knew, 
To make her cheap by public view : 

Few, who their diamonds? value weigh, 
Expoſe thoſe diamonds ev'ry day. 

Then, if Sir Plume drew near, and ſmil'd, 
The parent trembled for her child: _ 
The firſt advance alarm'd her breaſt; 

And fancy pictur'd all the reſt. 


But now no mother fears a foe; 


No ae (ny ſhudders at a beau. 
Pleaſure is all the reigning theme; 


Our noon-day thought, our midnight dream. 


In Folly's chace our youths engage, 
And ſhameleſs crowds of tott'ring age, 
The die, the dance, th' intemp'rate bowl, 
With various charms engroſs the ſoul. 
Are gold, fame, health, the terms of vice? 
The frantic tribes ſhall pay the price. 
But tho* to ruin poſt they run, 
They ll think it hard to be undone. 

Do not arraign my want of taſte, 
Or fight, to ken where joys are plac'd. 
They widely err who think me blind; 
And I diſclaim a ſtoic's mind. 
Like yours are my ſenſations quite; 
I only ſtrive to feel aright. 
My joys, like ſtreams, glide gently by ; 
Tho' ſmall their channel, never dry; 
Keep a till, even, fruitful wave, 
And bleſs the neighb'ring meads they lave, 

My fortune (for I Il mention all, 
And more than you dare tell) is ſmall 
Yet ev'ry friend partakes my ſtore, 
And want goes ſmiling from my door, 
Will forty ſhillings warm the breaſt 
Of worth or induſtry diftreſt— _ 
This ſum I cheerfully impart, - 
Tis fourſcore pleaſures to my heart; 
And you may make, by means like theſe, 
Five talents ten, whene'er you pleaſe. 
. Tis true, my little purſe grows light; 
But then I ſleep fo tweet at night! 
This grand ſpecific will prevai 
"I - the doctor's opiates fail. 

ou aſk what party I purſue; 
Perhaps you we ogy {+ 2: 
The names of party I deteſt ; 
Badges of ſlavery at beſt : 
I've too much grace to play the knave, 
d too much pride to turn a ſlave. 
I love my country from my ſoul, 


And grieve when knaves or fools controul : 


m pleas'd when vice and folly ſmart, 
Or at the gibbet or the cart: 
ways pity where I can; 


Yet al 
Abhor the guilt, but moura the man, 


| Does not this little pre 


Perhaps he pilfers—to be fed 


ſe fool are you? 
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Now the religion of your — 

ace ſhow it? 
My Vifions if you ſcan with care, 
Tis ten to one you 'll find it there. 
And if my actions ſuit my ſong, 


Lou can 't in conſcience think me wrong. 


$ 111. Viſion I. Slander. Inſcribed to Mi nas. 
MY lovely girl, I write for you, 

And pray believe my Viſions true; 
They 'll form your mind to ev'ry grace, 
They l add new beauties to your face; 
And when old age impairs your prime, 
You 'll triumph o'er the ſpoils of time. 
Childhood and youth engage my pen; 

'Tis labour loſt to talk to men : 

Youth may perhaps reform when wrong; 
Age will not liſten to my ſong. . 
He who at fifty is a fool, 

Is far too ſtubborn grown for ſchool. 

What is that vice which ftill prevails, 
When almoſt ev'ry paſſion fails; 

Which with our very dawn begun, 
Nor ends but with our ferting ſun; 
Which, like a noxious weed, can ſpoil 
The faireſt flow'rs, and choke the foil ? 
'Tis Slander—and, with ſhame I own, 
The vice of human kind alone. 

Be Slander, then, my leading dream, 
Tho' you 're a ſtranger to the theme 
Thy fOfeer breaſt, and honeſt heart, 

Scorn the defamatory art 

Thy ſoul aſſerts her native ſkies, , 
Nor aſks detraction's wings to riſe ; 

In foreign ſpoils let others ſhine, 

Intrinſic excellence is thine, | 
The bird in peacock's plumes who ſhone 
Could plead no merit of her own; 

The ſilly theft betray'd her pride, 

And ſpoke her poverty beſide. 

Th' inſidious fland'ring thief is worſe 
Than the poor rogue who ſteals your purſe, 
Say, he purloins your glitt'ring ſtore 3 
Who takes your gold, takes traſh—no more; 


Ah, guiltleſs wretch who ſteals for bread ! 
But the dark villain who ſhall aim 
To blaſt, my fair, thy ſpotleſs name, 
He 'd teal a precious gem away, 
Steal what both Indies can 't repay! 
Here the ſtrong plezs of want are vain, 
Or the more 1mpious ow of gain, 
No ſinking family to fave! 
No gold to glut th infatiate knave ! 
Improve the hint of Shakſpeare's tongue; 
"Twas thus immortal Shakſpeare ſung: 
And truſt the bard's unerring rule, 
For nature was that poet's ſchool, 
As I was nodding in my chair, 
L ſaw a rueful wild appear: 
No verdure met my aching fight, 


® Othello, 


But hemlock and cold aconite 3 | : 
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Two chap pois'nous plants, tis true, 
But not ſo bad as vice to you. 

The dreary pioſpect ſpread around 
Deep ſnow had whiten'd all the ground: 
A bleak and barren mountain nigh, 
Expos d to ev'ry friendleſs ſky! 

Here foul-mouth'd Slander lay reclin'd, 
Her ſnaky treſſes hiſs d behind; 

< A bloated toad - ſtool rais'd her head, 
The plumes of ravens were her bed *;* 
She fed upon the viper's brood, 

And flak'd her impious thirſt with blood. 

The rifang ſun, and weſtern ray, 
Were witneſs to her diftant ſway. 

The tyrant claim'd a mightier hoſt 
Than the proud Perſian e'er could boaſt. 
No conqueſt grac'd Darius' fon +, 

By his own numbers half undone : 
Succeſs attended Slander's pow'r ; 

She reap'd freſh laurels ev'ry hour. 
Her troops a deeper ſcarlet wore 

*Than ever armics knew before. 

No plea diverts the fury's rage, 
The fury ſpares nor ſex nor age. 

E'en Merit, with deſtruttive charms, 
Provokes the vengeance of her arms. 

W hene'er the tyrant ſounds to war, 
Her canker'd trump is heard afar. 

Pride, with a heart unknown to yield, 
Commands in chief, and guides the ficld; 
He ftalks with vaſt gigantic ſtride, 

And ſcatters fear and ruin wide : 

So the impetuous torrents ſweep 

At once whole natious to the deep. 

Revenge, that baſe Heſperian g, known 
A chief ſupport of Slander's threne, 
Amidſt the bloody crowd is ſeen, 

And treach'ry brooding in his mien ; 

The monſter often chang'd his gait, 

But march'd reſolv d and fix'd as fate, 
Thus the fell kite, whom hunger ſtings, 
Now ſlowly moves his out ſtretchd wings; 
Now ſwift as lightning bears away, 

And darts upon his trembling prey. 

Envy commands a ſacred band, 

With iword and poiſon in her hand. 
Aronnd her haggard eye-balls roll; 
A thouſand fiends poſſeſs her ſoul. 
The artful unſuſpected ſprite 
With fatal aim attacks by night. 
Her troops advance with filent tread, 
2 the hero in his bed; 

the wing' d mali t lye, 
And female . —.— ate. 

So prowling wolves, when darkneſs reigns, 
Intent on murder, ſcour the plains; _ 
Approach the folds where lambs repoſe, 
Whoſe guileleſs breaſts ſuſpect no 3 
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Hen gluts his fierce deſires, 
And bleating innocence expires, 
Slander ſmil'd horribly, to view _ 


| How wide her conqueſts daily grew : 
Around the crowded levees wait, 
Like oriental ſlaves of ſtate ; 


Of either ſex whole armies preſt, 
Lat chicfly of the fair and beſt. 

Is it a breach of friendſhip's law, 
To ſay what female friends I ſaw ? 
Slander aſſumes the idol's part, 
And claims the tribute of the heart; 
The beſt, in ſome. unguarded hour, 
Have bow'd the knee, and own'd her pow'r. 
Then let the poet not reveal 
W hat candour wiſhes to conceal. 

If I beheld ſome faulty fair, 
Much worſe delinquents crowded there: 
Prelates in ſacred lawn I ſaw, 


* 


Grave phy ſie, and loquacious law; 


Courtiers, like ſummer flies, abound ; 
And hungry poets ſwarm around. 
But now my partial ſtory ends, 


And makes my females full amends. 


If Albion's ifle ſuch dreams fulfils, 
'Tis Albion's ifle which cures theſe ills : 
Fertile of ev'ry worth and grace 


Which warm the heart and fluſh the face. 


Fancy diſclos'd a ſmiling train 

Of Britiſh nymphs that tripp'd the plain. 

Good-nature firſt, a ſylvan queen, 

Attir'd in robes of cheerful gieen; 

A fair and ſmiling virgin ſhe ! | 

With ev'ry charm that ſhines in thce. 

Prudence aſſum'd the chief command, 

And bare a mirror in her hand; 

Grey was the matron's head by ages 

Her mind by long experience ſage; 

Of ev ry diſtant ill afraid, 

And anxious for the fimp'ring maid. 

The Graces danc'd before the fair ; 

And white-reb'd Innocence was there. 

The trees with golden fruits were crown d, 

And rifing flowers adorn'd the ground; 

The ſuu difplay'd each brighter ray, 

And ſhone in all the pride of day: 
When Slander ſicken'd at the fight, 

And ſculk'd away to ſhun the light. 


$ 112. Vin Il. Pleaſure. 


HEAR, ye fair mothers of our iſle, 
Nor ſcorn your Poet's homely ſiyle. 
What tho' my thoughts be quaint or new, 


Ill warrant that my doctrine 's true: 


Or, if my ſentiments be old, 
Remember truth is ſterling gold. 

You judge it of important weight, 
To keep your riſing offspring ſtraight; 


Book J. 


+ Xerxes, king of Perſia, and ſon of Darius. He invaded Greece with an army conſiſting of more than 
a million of men (ſome ſay more than two millions); who, wgether with their cattle, periſhed in 2 fte 
meaſure through the mability of the countries to ſupply ſuch a vaſt hoſt with proviſion. I 


t Heſperia includes Italy as well as Spain; and the inhabitants of both are remarkable for their reveng*!s! 
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For this ſuch anxious moments feel, 
And aſk the friendly aids of ſteel ; 
For this import the diſtant cane, 
Or ſlay the monarch of the main. 
And ſhall the foul be warp'd afide 
By paſſion, prejudice, and pride ? 
Deformity of heart I call 

The worſt deformity of all. 

Your cares to body are confin d; 
Few fear obliquity of mind. 

Why not adorn the better part ? 
This is a nobler theme for art. 

For what is form, or what is face, 
But the ſoul's index, or its caſe ? 

Now take a ſimile at hand, 
Compare the mental foil to land. 
Shall fields be till'd with annual care, 
And minds lie fallow ev'ry year ? 
Oh, ſince the crop depends on you, 
Give them the culture which is due: 
Hoe ev'ry weed, and dreſs the ſoil, 
So harveſt ſhall repay your toll. 

If human minds Cable trees 
(As ev'ry moraliſt agrees), 
Prune all the ſtragglers of your vine, 
Then ſhall the purple cluſters ſhine. 
The gard'ner knows that fruitful life 


\ Demands his ſalutary knife: 


For ev'ry wild luxuriant ſhoot 


Or robs the bloom, or ſtarves the fruit. 


A ſatiriſt “ in Roman times, 
When Rome, like Britain, groan'd with crimes, 
Aﬀerts 4t for a ſacred truth, 
That pleaſures are the bane of youth; 
That forrows ſuch purſuits attend, 
Or ſuch purſuits in ſorrows end : 
That all the wild advent'rer gains, 
Are perils, penitence, and pains. 
Approve, ye fair, the Roman page, 
And bid your ſons revere the ſage ; 
In ſtudy ſpend their midnight oil, 
And firing their nerves by manly toil. 
Thus ſhall they grow, like Temple, wiſe z 
Thus future Lockes and Newtons rife ; 
Or hardy chiefs to. wield the lance, 
And fave us from the chains of France. 
Yes, bid your ſons betimes forego 
Thoſe treach'rous paths where pleaſures grow; 

here the young mind is Folly's flave; 
Where ev'ry virtue finds a grave, 

Let each bright character be nam d, 
For wiſdom or for valour fam'd. 
Are the dear youths to ſcience prone ? 
Tell how th' immortal Bacon ſhone ! 
Who, leaving meaner joys to-kings, 
doar'd high on contemplation's wings; 
Rang'd the fair fields of nature oer, 
Where never mortal trod before : 
Bacon ! whole vaſt, capacious plan 
Beſpoke him angel more than man ! 

s love of martial fame inſpire ? 


Cheriſh, ye fair, the gen rous fire 


| 
| 


| 


Like honey on 
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Teach them to ſpurn inglorious reſt, 
And rouſe the hero in their breaſt : 
Paint Creſſy's vanquiſh'd field anew, 
Their ſouls ſhall kindle at the view; 
Reſolv'd to conquer or to fall, | 
When Liberty and Britain call. 

Thus ſhall they rule the crimſon plain, 


Or hurl their thunders thro' the main; 
Gain with their blood, nor grudge tke coſt, 


What their degen rate fires have loſt: 
The laurel thus ſhall grace their brow, 
As Churchill's once, or Warren's now. 
One ſummer's evening, as I ſtray d 
Along the filent moon- light glade, 
With theſe reflections in my breaſt, 
Beneath an oak I ſunk to reſt ; 
A gentle ſlumber intervenes, 
And fancy dreſs'd inſtructive ſcenes. 
Methovght a ſpacious road I ſpied, 
And ſtately trees adorn'd its fide; 
Frequented by a giddy crowd 


| Of thoughtleſs mortals, vain and loud ; 
| Who tripp'd with jocund heel along, 


And bade me join their ſmiling throng. 
I firaight obey'd—perſuation hung 

e ſpeaker's tongue: 

A cloudleſs ſun improv'd the day, 

And pinks and roſes ftrew'd our way. 
Now as our journey we purſue, 

A beauteous fabric roſe to view; 


| A ſtately dome, and ſweetly grac'd 


With ev'ry ornament of taſte. 

This ſtructure was a female's claim, 

And Pleaſure was the monarch's name. 
The hall we enter d uncontroul'd, 

And ſaw the queen enthron'd on gold: 

Arabian ſweets perfum'd the ground, 

And laughing — flutter'd round; 

A flowing veſt adorn'd the fair, 

And flow'ry chaplets wreath'd her hair. 

Fraud taught the queen a thouſand wiles, 

A thouſand ſoft inſidious ſmiles ; 


And form'd the dimple in her cheek ; 
The lily and the-damalk roſe 


The tincture of her face compoſe z 


Nor did the of wit diſdain 
To mingle with the ſhiging train. 
Her vor ries flock from various parts, 


But awkward devotees at beſt! 


« Thro' all the garden's boaſted pride.” 
Here jaſmines ſpread the ſilver flow'r, . 
To deck the wall, or weave the bow'r; 
The woodbines mix in am'rous play, 
And breathe their fragrant lives away. 
Here riſing myrtles form a ſhade 
There roſes bluſh, and ſcent the glade z 
The orange, with a vernal face, ; 


Wears ev'ry rich autumnal grace; 


* Perfius, 
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Love taught her liſping tongue to * | 
» 


And chiefly youth reſign'd their hearts; | 
| The old in ſparing numbers preſs d, 


© Naw let us range at large, we cried,  . 
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While the young bloſſoms here unfold, 
There ſhines the fruit like pendent gold. 
Citrons their balmy ſweets exhale, 
And triumph in the diſtant gale. 
Now fountains, murm ring to the ſong, 
Roll their tranſlucent ftreams along; 
Thro' all the aromatic groves 
The faithful turtles coo their loves; 
The lark aſcending pours his notes, 
And linnets ſwell their rap: rous throats. 
Pleaſure, imperial fair ! how gay 
Thy empire, and how wide thy ſway ! 
Enchanting queen, how ſoft thy reign ! 
How man, fond man! implores thy chain! 
Yet thine each meretricious art, 
That weakens and corrupts the heart: 
The childiſh toys, and wanton page, 
Which fink and proſtitute the ſtage ! 
The maſquerade, that juſt offence 
To virtue, and reproach to ſenſe ! 
The midnight dance, the mantling bowl, 
And all that diffipate the ſoul; 
All that to ruin man combine, 
Yes, ſpecious harlot! all are thine. 
Whence ſprung th' accurſed luſt of play, 
Which beggars thouſands in a day ? 


Speak, ſorc reſs, ſpeak (for thou canſt tell), h 


Who calP& the treach'rous card from hell: 

Now man profanes his reas ning powers, 

Profanes ſweet friendſhip's ſacred hours 

Abandon'd to inglorious ends, | 

And faithleſs to himſelf and friends; 

A dupe to ev'ry artful knare, 

To ev'ry abject with a ſlave: 

But who againſt himſelf combines, 

Abets his enemy's deſigns. 

When rapine meditates a blow, 

He ſhares the guilt who aids the foe. 

Is man a thief who ſteals my pelf— 

How great his theft who robs himſelf! 

Is man, who gulls his friend, a cheat 

How heinous, then, is ſelf-deceit ! 

Is murder juſtly deem'd a crime — 

How black his guilt who murders time ! 

Should cuſtom plead, as cuſtom will, 

Grand precedents to palliate ill; 

Shall modes and forms avail with me, 

When reaſon diſavowys the plea ? 

Who games is felon of his wealth, 

His time, his liberty, his health : 

Virtue forſakes his ſordid mind, 

„And Honour ſcorns to ſtay behind. 

From man when theſe bright cherubs part, 

Ah, what 's the poor deſerted heart 

A ſavage wild that ſhocks the fight ! 

Or chaos, and impervious night 

Each gen'rous principle deftroy'd, 

And — crowd the frightful void ! 
Shall Siam's elephant ſupply 

The baneful deſolating die 

Againſt the honeſt ſylvan's will, 

You taught his iv'ry tuſk to kill. 

Heaven, fond its favours to diſpenſe, 

Gare him that weapon for defence: 


RT 
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Book H. 
That weapon for his guard deſign'd, 


You render'd fatal to mankind. 


He plann'd no death for thoughtleſs youth; 


] You gave the venom to his tooth. 


Bluſh, tyrant, bluſh ! for, oh! tis true, 
That no fell ſerpent bices like you. 

The gueſts were order'd to depart ; 
Reluctance ſat on every heart: 
A porter ſhew'd a diff rent door, 
Not the fair portal known before. 
The gates, methought, were open'd wide 
The crowds deſcended in a tide ; 
But oh ! ye heavens, what vaſt ſurpriſe 
Struck the advent'rers' frighted eyes! 


| A barren heath before us lay, 


And gath'ring clouds obſcur'd the day; 

The darkneſs roſe in ſmoky fpires; 

The lightnings flaſh'd their livid fires 

Loud peals of thunder rent the air, 

While vengeance chill'd our hearts with fear. 
Five ruthleſs tyrants ſway'd the plain, 


And triumph'd o'er the mangled ſlain. 


Here fat Diſtaſte, with ſickly mien, 
And more than half devour'd with fpleen : 
There ſtood Remorſe with thought oppreſt, 
And vipers feeding on his breaſt : . 
'Then Want, dejected, pale, and thin, 
With bones juſt ſtarting thro? his ſkin; 
A ghaſtly fiend !—and cloſe behind, 
Difcaſe his aching head reclin'd ; 
His everlaſting thirſt confeſs d 
The fires which rag'd within his breaſt: 
Death clos'd the train ! the hideous form 
Smil'd, unrelenting, in the ftorm ; 
When ſtraight a doleful ſhriek was heard; 
[ *'woke—the viſion difappear'd. 

Let not the unexperienc'd boy 
Deny that pleaſures will deſtroy ; 
Or fir that dreams are vain and wild 
Like fairy tales to pleaſe a child. 
Important hints the wiſe may reap 
From fallies of the ſoul in ſleep : | 
And fince there's meaning in my dream, 
The moral merits your eſteem. 


$ 113. Vin III. Health, 
A TTEND my Viſions, thoughyeſs youths, 
Ere long you'll think them weighty truth; 
Prudent it were to think fo now, 
Ere age has filver'd o'er your brow ; 
For he, who at his early years 
Has ſown in vice, ſhall reap in tears. 
If folly has poſſeſs d his prime, | 
Diſeaſe ſhall gather ſtrength in time; 
Poiſon ſhall rage in ev'ry vein 
Nor penitence dilute the ſtain: 
And when each hour ſhall urge his fate, 
Thought, like the doctor, comes too late, 
The ſubje& of my ſong is Health, 
A good ſuperior far to wealth. 
Can the young mind diſtruſt its worth? 
Conſult the monarchs of the earth: 


| Imperial czars, and ſultans, own 


No gem ſo bright that decks their throne ; 


Each 
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Each for this pearl his crown would quit, 


And turn a ruſtic, or a cit. 


Mark, tho' the blefling”s loſt with eaſe, 


Tis not recover'd when yon pleaſe. 


Say not that gruels ſhall avail; 
For ſalutary gruels fail: 
Say not, Apollo's ſons ſucceed ; 
Apollo's fon is Egypt's reed. 
How fruitleſs the phyſician's Kill, 
How vain the penitential pill, 
The marble monuments proclaim ; 
The humbler turf confirms the ſame! 
Prevention is the better cure; 
So ſays the proverb, and tis ſure. 
Would you extend your narrow ſpan, 
And make the moſt af life you can 
Would you, when med'cines cannot fave, 
Deſcend with cafe into the grave 
Calmly retire, like evening light, t 
And cheerful bid the world good night? 
Let Temp'rance conſtantiy preſide; 
Our beſt phyſician, friend, and guide ! 
Would you to wifdom make pretence, 
Proud to be thought a man of ſenſe ? 
Let Temp'rance (always friend to fame) 
With ſteady hand direct your aim; 
Or, like an archer in the dark, 
Your random ſhaft will miſs the mark: 
For they who ſlight ker golden rules, 
In wiſdom's volume ſtand for fools. 
But morals, unadorn'd by art, 
Are ſeldom known to reach the heart: 
I'll therefare ſtrive to raiſe my theme 
With all the ſcenery of a dream. 
Soft were my flumbers, ſweet my reſts 
Such as the infant's on the breaſt ; 
When Fancy, ever on the wing, 
And fruitful as the genial ſpring, 
Preſented, in a blaze of light, 
A new creation to my fight. 
A rural landſcape I deſcried, 
Dceſt iu the robes of ſummer pride z 
The herds adorn'd the floping hills, 
That glitter d with their tinkling rills ; 
Below, the fleecy mothers ſtray d, 
And round their ſportive lambkins play'd. 
Nigh to a murm'ring brook I faw 
An humble cottage, thatch'd with ftraw z 
Behind, a garden, that ſupplied 
All things for uſe, and none for pride : 
Peauty prevail'd thro' ev'ry part; 
But more of nature than of art. 
Hail, thou ſweet, calm, unenvied ſcat!” 
I faid, and bleſs'd-the fair retreat; 
* Here would I paſs my remnant days, 
* Unknown to cenſure or to praiſe z 
* Forget the world, and be forgot, 


' . 6 Ap Pope deſcribes his veſtal's lot.” 


While thus I mus'd, a beauteous maid 
Stepp'd from a thicket's neighbouring ſhade z 
ot Hampton's gallery can boaſt, | 


Nor Hudlon paint, ſo fair a toaſt: 
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She claim'd the cottage for her own : 
To Health a cottage is a throne, 
The annals ſay (to prove her worth) 
The Graces ſolemniz d her birth. 
Garlands of various flow'rs they wrought: _ 
The orchard's bluſhing pride they brought s - 
Hence in her face the lily ſpeaks, 
And hence the roſe which paints her cheeks 
The cherry gave her lips to glow ; 
Her eyes were debtors to the floe ; 
And, to complete the lovely fair, 
Tis {aid the cheſnut ftain'd her hair. 
The virgin was averſe to courts, 
But often ſcen in rural $ 2 
When in her roſy veſt the morn 


| Walks o'er the dew-beſpangled lawn, 


The nymph is firſt to form the race, = 

Or wind the horn, and lead the chace. 
Sudden I heard a ſhouting train 

Glad acclamations fill'd the plain ; 

Unbounded joy improv'd the ſcene, 


For Health was loud Ry" a queen. 


Two Imiling cherubs grac'd her throne 
(To modern courts, 1 fear, unknowu): 
One was the nymph that loves the light, 
Fair Innocence, array*d in White; 
With ſiſter Peace in cloſe embrace, 

And heaven all opening in her face. 


The reign was long, the empire great, 


And Virtue minifter of frate. 


In other kingdoms, ev'ry hour, 
You hear of Vice preferr d to power: 
Vice was a perfect ſtranger here; 
No knaves engrofs'd the royal ear; 
No fools obtain'd this monarch's grace; 
Virtue diſpos'd of ev'ry place. 

What ſickly appetites are ours, 
Still varying with the varying hours! 
And tho' from good to bad we range, 
No matter, fays the fool, © tis change,” 
Her ſubjects now expreſs d apace 
Diſſatisfaction in their face; 
Some view the ſtate with Envy's eye; 
Some were diſpleas d, they knew not why z 
When Faction, ever bold and vain, 
With rigour tax'd their monarch's reign. 
Thus, ſhould an angel from above, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 


Deſcend to earth, and here impart 


Important truths to mend the heart, 
Would net th' inſtructive gueſt diſpenſe 
With paſſion, appetite, and ſenſe, 

We ſhould his Ld lore deſpiſe, 
And ſend him to his former ſkies. 

A dang'rous hoſtile pow'r aroſe 

To Health, whoſe houſehold were her focs + 
A harlot's looſe attire ſhe wore, 

And Luxury the name ſhe bore. 

This princeſs of unbounged ſway, 
Whom Aſia's ſofter ſons obey, 

Made war againſt the queen of 


Aſſiſted by the troops of Wealth, 


In alluſion to 2 Kings, vil. 25. | 2 
4 | 


38 ELEGANT 


The queen was firſt to take the field, 
Arm'd with her helmet and her ſhield ; 
Temper'd with ſuch ſuperior art, 

That both were proof to ev'ry dart. 

Two warlike chiefs appraach'd the green, 
And wondrous fav'rites with the queen; 
Both were of Amazonian race ; 

Boch high in merit and in place. 

Here Reſolution march'd, whoſe ſoul 

No fear could ſhake, no pow'r controul ; 
The heroine wore a Roman veſt ; 

A lion's heart inform'd her breaft. 

There Prudence ſhone, whoſe boſom wrought 
With all the various plans of Thought; 
Twas hers to bid the troops engage, 

And teach the battle where to rage. 

And now the Syren's armies preſs; 
Their van was headed by Excets ; 

The mighty wings that form'd the ſide, 
Commanded by that giant Pride ; 

While Sickneſs, and her ſiſters, Pain 
And Poverty, the centre gain: 
Repentance, with a brow ſevere, 

And Death were ſtation d in the rear. 

Health rang'd her. troops with matchleſs art, 
And acted the defenſive part: 

Her army, poſted on a hill, 

Plainly beſpoke ſuperior ſkill. 

Hence were diſcover'd, through the plain, 
The motions of the hoſtile train: | 
While prudence, to prevent ſurpriſe, . 
Oft ſallied with her truſty ſpies ; 
Explor'd each ambuſcade below, 

And reconnoitred well the foe. 

Afar when Luxury deſcried 

Inferior force by art ſupplicd, 

The Syren ſpake— Let Fraud prevail, 
Since all my num'rous hoſts muſt fail; 
s Henceforth hoſtilities ſhall ceaſe; 
l ſend to Health and offer peace.” 


EXTRACTS, Book I. 
Yet till we hug the dear deceit, 
And ftill exclaim againſt the cheat. 
But whence this inconſiſtent part? 
Say, moraliſts, who know the heart: 
Lf you'll this labyrinth purſue, 
L go before, and find the clue. 
I dream'd ('twas on a birth-day night) 
A ſumptuous palace roſe to ſight : 
| The builder had, thro' ev'ry part, 
Obſerv d the chaſteſt rules of art; 
Raphael and Titian had diſplay'd 
All the full force of light and ſhade ; - 
Around the liveried ſervants wait ; 
An aged porter kept the gate. 
As I was traverſing the hall, 
Where Bruſſels looms adorn'd the wall 
(Whoſe tap'ftry ſhews, without my aid, 
A nun is no ſuch uſeleſs maid), . 
A graceful perſon came in view 
(His form, it ſeems, is known to few); 
His dreſs was unadorn'd with lace, 
But charms! a thouſand in his face. 
This, Sir, your property? I cried; 
© Maſter and manſion coincide : 
Where all, indeed, is truly great, 
And proves that biiſs may dwell with ſtate. 
Pray, Sir, indulge a ſtranger's claim, 
And grant the favour of your name.? 
«* Content !' the lovely form replied 
* But think not here that I reſide : 
* Here lives a courtier, baſe and ly ; 
An open, honeſt ruſtic, I. 
Our taſte and manners diſagree ; 
© His levee boaſts no charms for me: 
For titles, and the ſmiles of kings, 
* To me are cheap, unheeded things. 
* (Tis virtue can alone impart 
The patent of a ducal heart: 
* Unleſs this herald ſpeaks him great, 
What ſhall avail the glare of ſtate?) 


Straight ſhe diſpatch'd, with pow'rs complete, | * Thoſe ſecret charms are my delight, 


Pleaſure, her miniſter, to treat. 
This wicked ſtrumpet topp'd her part, 
And ſow'd ſedition in the heart! 

1 hro' ev'ry troop the poiſon ran; 

All were infected to a man. 

The wary generals were won 

By Pleaſure s wiles, and both undone, 
Jore held the troops in high diſgrace, 
And bade diſeaſes blaſt the race; 
Lock'd on the queen with melting eyes, 
And ſnatch'd his darling to the ſkies ; 
Who ſtill regards thoſe wiſer few, 

That dare her dictates to purſue. 

For where her ſtricter law prevails, 
Tho'-pafhon prompts, or vice aſſails. 
Long ſhall they cloudleſs ſkies behold, 
And their calm ſun-ſet beam with gold. 


$ 114. ion IV. Content. 
AN is deceiv'd by outward ſhow— 
Tis a plain homeſpun truth, I know ; 
The fraud prevails at ev'ry age, 
50 ſays the ſchool- boy and the ſage ; 


Which ſhine remote from public ſight 
* Paſſions ſubdued, defires at reſt: 
* And hence his chaplain ſhares my breaſt. 
There was a time (his grace can tell) 
© I knew the duke exceeding well; 
* Knew ev'y ſecret of his heart; 
In truth, we never were apart: 
* But when the court became his end, 
* He turn'd his back upon his friend. 
* One day I call'd upon his grace, 
* Juſt as the duke had got a place: 
I thought (but — amiſs, tis clear) 
* I ſhould be welcome to the peer; 
* Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r z 
And ſo I was—for half an hour: 
j © But he grew weary of his gueſt, 
* And ſoon diſcarded me . 
Upbraided me with want of merit, 
But moſt for poverty of ſpirit. 
* You reliſh not the great man's lot! 
Come, haſten to my humbler cot. 
Think me not partial to the great, 
*I 'm a ſworn foe to pride and ſlate 
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© No monarch ſhares my kind embrace; 
« There 's ſcarce a monarch knows my face; 
Content ſhuns courts, and ofr'ner dwells 
« With modeſt worth in rural cells ; 
There 's no complaint, tho brown the bread, 
Or the rude turf ſuſtain the head; 
« Tho' hard the couch, and coarſe the meat, 
« Still the brown loaf and ſleep are ſweet. 
« Far from the city I reſide," 
And a thatch'd cottage all my pride. 
« True to iy heart, I ſeldom roam, 
« Becauſe I find my joys at home: 
For foreign viſits then begin 
When the man feels a void within. 
© But tho' from towns and crowds I fly, 


No humoriſt, nor cynic, I. 


« Amidſt ſequeſter'd ſhades I prize 
The friendſhips of the good and wile, 
« Bid Virtue and her ſons attend, 
« Virtue will tell thee, I'm her friend; 
« Tell thee I 'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 
« And mcek, and lowly, and refign'd ; 
Will fay, there 's no diſtinction known 
« Betwixt her houſehold and my own.“ 
AUTHOR. 

If theſe the friendſhips you purſue, 
Your friends, I fear, are very few. 
So little company, you ſay, | 
Yet fond of home from day to day | 
How do you ſhun Detraction's rod? 

J doubt your neighbours think you odd! 
CONTENT. 
J commune with myſelf at night, 
And aſk my heart if all be right: 
If Right replies my faithful breaſt, 
I ſmile, and cloſe my eyes to reſt. 
AUTHOR. 


You ſeem regardleſs of the town 
Pray, Sir, how ſtand you with the gown ? 


-CONTENT. 

The clergy ſay they love me well ; 
Whether they do, they beſt can tell: 
They paint me modeſt, friendly, wiſe, 
And always praife me to the ſkies ; 

But if conviction 's at the heart, 

Why not a correſpondent part ? 

For ſhall the learned tongue prevail, 

If actions preach a diff rent tale? 

Who 'll ſeek my door, and grace my walls, 
When neither dean nor prelate calls ? 

With thoſe my friendſhips moſt obtain, 
Who prize their duty more than gain; 

Soft flow the hours whene'er we meet, 
And conſcious virtue is our treat ; 


Our harmleſs breaſts no envy know, x! 


And hence we fear no ſecret foe ; 

Our walks Ambition ne'er attends, 
And hence we aſk no pow'rful friends; 
We with the beſt to church and ſtate, 
But leave the ſteerage to the great 35 
Careleſs who riſes or who falls, 


Ang never dream of vacant ſtalls ; 
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Much leſs, by pride or int'reſt drawn, 

Sigh for the mitre and the lawn. 
Obſerve the ſecrets of my art, 

Le fundamental truths impart ; 

If you 'I my kind advice purſue, 

Le quit my hut, and dwell with you. 
The paſſions are a num'rous crowd, 

Imperious, poſitive, and loud: 

Curb theſe licentious ſons of ſtrife ; 

Hence chiefly riſe the ſtorms of life : 

If they grow mutinous, and rave, 


| They are thy maſters, thon their ſlave, 


Regard the world with cautious eye, 
Nor raiſe your expectation high. | 
Sce that the balanc'd ſcales be ſuch, 
You neither fear nor hope too much : 
For diſappointment 's not the thing ; 


Tiis pride and any point the ſting, | 


Life is a ſea, where ſtorms muſt riſe ; 
Tis Folly talks of cloudleſs ſkies ; 
He who contracts his fwelling fail, 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 

Be till, nor anxious thoughts employ z 
Diſtruſt embitters preſent joy: | 
On God for all events depend; 

You cannot want when God 's your friend. 
Weigh well your part, and do your beſt; 
Leave to your Maker all the reft. 

The Hand, which form'd thee in the womb, 


Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 


Can the fond mother {light her boy? 

Can ſhe forget her prattling joy ? 

Say, then, ſhall Sov'reign Love deſert 

The humble and the honeſt heart: 
Heaven may not grant thee all thy mind; 
Yet ſay not thou that Heaven 's unkind. 
God is alike both good and wiſe 

In what he grants and what denies : 
Pcrhaps, what Goodneſs gives to-day, 
To-morrow Goodneſs takes away. 

You ſay, that troubles intervene ; 
That ſorrows darken half the ſcene. 
True—and this conſequence you ſee, 
The world was ne'er deten d for thee 
You 're like a paſſenger below, 

That ſtays perhaps a night or ſo; 
But ſtill his native country lies | 
Beyond the bound'ries of the ſkies. 

Of Heaven aſk virtue, wiſdom, health; 

But never let thy pray'r be wealth. 

Lf food be thine (tho' little gold), 

And raiment to repel the cold ; 

Such as may Nature's wants ſuffice, 
Not what from pride and folly riſe ; 

f ſoft the motions of thy foul, Fo 
And a calm conſcience crown the whole; 
Add bur a friend to all this ſtore, 

You can 't in reaſon wiſh for more: 
And if kind Heaven this comfort brings, 
'Tis more than Heaven beſtows on kin 

He ſpake—the airy ſpectre flies, 

And ftraight the ſweet illuſion dies, 
The Viſion, at the early dawn, 


Conſign'd me to the thoughtful mern; 


Te 
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To all the cares of waking clay, 
And inconſiſtent dreams of day. 


$ 115. Nin V. Happineſs. 

YE ductile youths, whoſe rifing ſun 

Hath many circles ſtill to run; 
Who wiſely wiſh the pilot's chart, 
To fteer thro? life th' unfteady heart; 
And, all the thoughtful voyage paſt, 
To gain a happy port at laft : 
Arntend a Seer's inſtructive ſong; 
For moral truths to dreams belong. 

I faw this wondrous Vifion foon, 

Long ere my ſun had reach'd its noon ; 
Juſt when the riſing beard began 
To grace my chin, and call me man. 

One * balmy ſlumbers ſhed 
Their peaceful poppies o'er my head, 
My fancy led — 4. explore : 5 
A thouſand ſcenes unknown before. 

I faw a plain extended wide, 

And crowds pour'd in from ev'ry fide ; 
All feem'd to ſtart a diff rent game, 

Yet all declar d their views the ſame: 
The chace was Happineſs, I found; 
But all, alas! enchanted ground. 

Indeed, I judg'd it wondrous ſtrange, 
To ſce the giddy numbers range 
Thro roads which promis d nought, at beſt, 
But ſorrow to the human breaſt. 
Methought, if bliſs was all their view, 
Why did they diff rent paths purſue ? 
The waking world has long agreed, 
That Bagſhot s not the road to Tweed: 
And he who Berwick ſeeks thro' Staines, 
Shall have his labour for his pains. 

As Parnell fays ©, my boſom wrought 
With travail of uncertain thought; 
And, as ay angel help'd the dean, 

My angel choſe to intervene. _ - 

The dreſs of each was much the ſame; 
And Virtue was my feraph's name. 
When thus the angel ſilence broke; 
Her voice was muke as ſhe ſpoke : 

* Attend, O man I nor leave my fide, 
© And ſafety ſhall thy footſteps guide; 
Such truths I Il teach, ſuch ſecrets ſhow, 
As none but favour'd mortals know.“ 

She ſaid—and ftraight we march'd along 
To join Ambition's active throng : | 
Crowds urg'd on crowds with ea e, 
And happy he who led the 1 3 
Axes and daggers lay unſcen 
In ambuſcade along the green: 

While vapours ſhed deluſive light, 
And bubbles mock'd the diſtant fight. 

We faw a ſhining mountain riſe, 

Whoſe tow'ring ſummit reach'd the ſkies ; 
The ſlopes were ſteep, and form'd of glaſs, 
Painful and hazardous to pals : | 

Courtiers and ſtateſmen led the way ; 


The faithleſs paths their ſteps betray ; 


- 
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at 


* 


This moment ſeen aloft to ſoar, 
The next to fall, and riſe no more. 
Twas here Ambition kept her court, 
A phantom of gigantic port: 
The fav'rite that ſuſtain d her thro 
Was Falſchood, by her vizard known 
Next ſtood Miſtruft, with frequent ſigh, 
Diforder'd look, and ſquinting eye; 
While meagre Envy claim'd a hs z 
And Jealouſy, with jaundic'd face, 
But where is Happineſs ?' I cried, 
My guardian turn'd, and thus replied: 
Mortal, by Folly fill beguil'd, 
Thou haſt not yet outſtripp'd tlie child; 
Thou who haſt twenty winters ſeen 
( hardly think thee paſt fifteen) 
To aſk if happineſs can dwell 


„Wich ev'ry dirty imp of hell ! 


© Go to the ſchool-boy ; he ſhall preach 
What twenty winters cannot teach; 
He 'l] tell thee, from his weekly theme, 


That thy purſuit is all a dream; 


That bliſs ambitious views difowns, 
And, ſelf-dependent, laughs at thrones ; 


{© Prefers the ſhades, and lowly ſcats, 


* Whither fair Innocence retreats. 
© So the coy lily of the vale 
© Shuns eminencè, and loves the dale.” 
I bluſh'd ; and now we croſs d the plain, 
To find the money-getting train; 
Thoſe ſilent, ſang, commercial bands, 


| With buſy looks, and dirty hands. 


Amidſt theſe thoughtful crowds, the old 
Plac'd all their happineſs in gold; 

And furely, if there 's blifs below, 
Theſe hoary heads the ſecret know. 


_ | We journey'd with the 2 crew, 


When ſoon a temple roſe to view; 
A Gothic pile ! with moſs o'ergrown ; 
Strong were the walls, and built with ſtone, 
Without, a thouſand maſtiffs wait; 
A thouſand bolts ſecure the gate. 
We ſought admiſſion long in vain , 
For here all favours ſell for gain. 
The greedy porter yields to gold ; 
His fee receiv'd, the gates unfold. 
Aſſembled nations here we found, 
And view'd the cringing herds around, 
Who daily ſacrific d to Wealth 
Their honour, conſcience, 
I ſaw no charms that could engage ; 
The god appear'd like ſordid age, 
With hooked noſe, and famiſh'd jaws, 
But ſerpent's eyes, and harpy's. claws : 
Behind ſtood Fear, that reſtleſs ſprite, 
Which haunts the watches of the night; 
And viper Care, that ſtings fo deep, 
Whoſe deadly venom murders fleep. 

We haſten now to Pleaſure's bow'rs, 


And Love inflam'd the yielding maid ; 


* Soc the Hermit, page 78. 
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ace, and health, 


Where the gay tribes ſat crown'd with flow'rs: 
Here Beauty ev'ry charm diſplay d, 
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Delicious wine cur taſte employs 


His crimſon bowl exalts our joys. _ 
I felt its gen'rous pow'r, and thought 


The pearl was found that long I ſought, 


Dctermin'd here to fix my home, 
J bleſs'd the change, nor wilk'd to roam: 
The ſeraph diſapprov'd my ſtay ; 
Spread her fair pluines, and wing'd away. 
Alas! whenc'er we talk of bliſs, 
How prone is man to judge amiſs ! 
See, a long train of ills conſpires 
To ſcourge our uncontroul'd deſires 
Like ſummer ſwarms diſeaſes crowd, 
Each bears a crutch, or each a ſhroud ; 
Fever, that thirſty fury, came, 
With inextinguiſhable flame; 
Conſumption, ſworn ally of Death ! 
Crept ſlowly on with panting breath; 
Gout roar'd, and ſhew d his throbbing feet; 
And Dropſy took the drunkard's ſeat; 
Stone brought his tort'ring racks; and near 
Sat Palſy, thaking jn his chair. 
A mangled youth, beneath a ſhade, 


A e N ſcene diſplay d: 


His noſeleſs face, and loathſome ſtains, 
Proclaim'd the poiſon in his veins; 
He rais'd his eyes, he ſmote his breaſt, 
He wept aloud, and thus addreſs' d: 

« Forbear the harlot's falſe embrace, 
© Tho' lewdneſs wear an angel's face: 
Be wiſe, by my experience taught; 

« I die, alas! for want of thought! 
As he who travels Lybia's plains, 
Where the ficrce lion lawleſs reigns, 
Is ſeiz'd with fear and wild diſmay, 
When the grim foe obſtructs his way; 
My foul was pierc'd with equal fright, 


My tott'ring limbs oppoſed my flight; 


I call'd on Virtue, but in vain ; 
Her abſence quicken'd ev'ry pain. 
At length the ſlighted angel heard; 
The dear refulgent form appear'd. 


Preſumptuous _ !' the ſaid, and frown'd 


(My heart- ſtrings flutter'd at the found) ; 

* Who turns to me reluctant ears, 

Shall ſhed repeated floods of tears. 

' Theſe rivers ſhall for ever laſt; 

There 's no retracting what is paſt : 

Nor think avenging ills to ſhun ; 

Play a falſe card, and yau re undone, 
Of Pleaſure's gilded baits beware, 

Nor tempt the Syren's fatal ſnare ; 

© Forego this curs d, deteſted place; 

* Abhor the ſtrumpet, and her race. 

* Had you thoſe ſofter paths purſued, 

Perdition, ſtripling, had 25 ; 

* Yes, fly—you ſtand upon its brink ; 

To- morro is too late to think. 
Indeed, unwelcome truths I tell 

But mark my ſacred leſſon well: 

With me whoever lives at ſtrife, 

Loſes his better friend for life; 

* With me who lives in friendſhip's ties, 


Finds all that 's ſought for by che wile. 
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© Folly exclaims, and well ſhe may, 
* Becauſe I take her maſk away; 


If once I bring her to the ſun, 
The painted harlot is undone. 


But prize, my child, oh prize ar rules, | 


And leave 5 to her foo 


Ambition deals in tinſel toys; 
Her traſſic gewgaws, 2 joys ! 
An errant juggler in diſguiſe, 
Who holds falſe optics to you eyes. 
© But, ah! how quick the ſhadows paſs? 
« Tho' the ves viſions thro? her glaſs 


Charm at a diſtance; yet, when near, 


The baſeleſs fabrics diſappear. 
Nor riches boaſt intrinſic worth; 
Their charms, at beſt, ſuperior earth: 
© Theſe oft the heaven-born mind enſlave, 
And make an honeſt man a knave.' _ 
« Wealth cures my wants!“ the miſer cries 2 
ge not deceiv'd—the miſer lies; 
One want he has, with all his ſtore, 
© That worſt of wants—the want of more. 
Take Pleaſure, Wealth, and Pomp away, 
And where is Happineſs? you os 
© 'Tis here—and may be yours—for, know, 
© I'm all that's happineſs below. 
© To Vice I leave tumultuous joys ; 


[1 
þ F , 


Mine is the ſtill and ſofter voice, 


That whiſpers peace when ſtorms invade, 

And muſic through the midnight ſhade. 
Come, then, be mine in ev'ry part, 

Nor give me leſs than all your heart; 

* Whea troubles diſcompoſe your breaſt, 


ll enter there, a cheerful gueſt : 


My converſe ſhall your cares beguile, 

The little world within ſhall ſmile, 

And then it ſcarce imports a jot, 

Whether the great world frowns or not. 
And when the cloſing ſcenes prevail, 

© When wealth, ſtate, pleaſure, all thall fail; 

All that a fooliſh world admires, 

Or Paſſion craves, or Pride inſpires: 

At that important hour of need, 

« Virtue ſhall prove a friend indeed! 

My hands ſhall ſmooth thy dying bed, 

My arms ſuſtain thy drooping head: 

And when the painful ſtruggle s o'er, 

And that vain thing, the world, no more 3 

© I 'll bear my fav'rite fon away _ 

* To rapture and eternal day.“ 


$ 116. ion VI. Friendſhip. 
FRIENDSHIP thou ſoft propitious pow rl 
| Sweet regent of the ſocial hour | 
Sublime thy joys, nor nnderſtood 
But by the virtuous and the good ! 
Cabal and Riot take thy name, 
But tis a falſe, affected claim; 
In heaven if Love and Friendſhip dwell 
Can they aſſociate e er with hell? 
Thou art the ſame thro' change of times, 
Thro' frozen zones and burning climes; 
From the equator to the pole, 


The ſame kind angel thro' the whole: 


92 
And, fince thy choice is always free, 
I blefs thee for thy ſmiles on me. 


When ſorrows ſwell the tempeſt high 
Thou, a kind port, art always vigh ; £ 


For aching hearts a ſov'reign cure, 

Not ſoft nepenthe half fo fure ! 

And, when returning comforts riſe, 
Thou the bright ſun that gilds our ſkies. 

While theic ideas warm d my breaſt, 
My weary eyelids ſtole to reſt; 

When fancy re-aſſum'd the theme, 
And furniſh d this inſtructive dream: 

I fail'd upon a ſtormy ſea 
(Thouſands embark'd alike with mc); 
My fkiff was fmall, and weak befide, 
Not built, methought, ro tem the tide. 
The winds along the furges ſweep, 

The wrecks lie ſcatter d thro” the deep; 
Aloud the foaming billows roar ; 
Unfriendly rocks forbid the ſhore. 

While all our various courſe purſue, 
A ſpacious ifle ſalutes our view: 

Two queens, with tempers diff ring wide, 
This new-difcover'd world divide; 

A river parts their proper claim, 

And truth its celebrated name. 

One ſide a beauteous tract of ground 
Prefents, with living verdure crown'd : 
The ſeaſons temp rate, ſoft, and mild, 
And a kind fun that always ſmil'd: 
Few ftorms moleft the natives here; 
Cold is the only il! they fear. 

This happy clime, and grateful foil, 
Wich plenty crowns the labourer's toil. 

Here Friendſhip's happy kingdom 5 
Her realms were ſmall, her ſubjects few : 
A thoufand charms the palace grace; 

A rock of adamant its baſe, | 
Tho thunders roll, and lightnings fly, 
This ſtructure braves th' inclement ſæy: 
Een time, which other piles devours, 
And mocks the pride of human pow'rs, 
Partial to Friendſhip's pile alone, 
Cements the joints, and binds the ſtone; 
Ripens the beauties of the place, 

And calls to life each latent grace. 

Around the throne in order ſtand 

Four Amazons, a truſty band ! 
Friends ever faithful to adviſe, 

Or to defend when dangers riſe. 

Here Fortitude, in coat of mail ; 
There Juſtice lifrs her golden ſcale : 
T wo hardy chiefs, who perſevere, 
With form erect, and brow ſevere ; 
Who ſmile at, perils, pains, and death, 
And triumph with their lateſt breath. 

Temp'rance, that comely matron, 's near, 
Guardian of all the virtues here; 
Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming grace, 
Without one wrinkle in her face. 


_ 
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But Prudence moſt attracts the fight, | 
And ſhines pre-eminently bright, 
To view her various thoughts that riſe, 
She holds a mirror to her eyes ; 
The mirror, faithful to its charge, 
Reflects the virgin's foul in large. 
A Virtue with a ſofter air 
Was handmaid to the regal fair. 
This nymph, indulgent, conftant, kind, 
Derives from Heaven her ſpotleſs mind ; 
When aCtions wear a dubious face, 
Puts the beſt meaning on the cafe ; 
She ſpreads her arms, and bares her breaſt, 
Takes in the naked and diſtreſs'd ; 
Prefers the hungry orphan's cries, 
And from her quecn obtains ſupplies. 
The maid, who acts this lovely part, 
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| Graſp'd in her hand a bleeding heart. 


Fair Charity, be thou my gueſt, 
And be thy conſtant couch my breaſt ! 

But Vutues of inferior name 
Crowd round the throne with equal claim z 
In loyalty by none ſurpaſs d, 
They hold allegiance to the laſt. 
Not ancient records e'er can ſhow 
That one deſerted to the foe. 

The river's other fide diſplay'd 
Alternate plots of flow'rs and ſhade, 
Where poppies ſhone with various hue, 
Where yielding willows plenteous grew ; | 
And humble plants 1, by trav llers thought 
With flow but certain poiſon fraught. 


| Beyond theſe ſcenes the eye deſcried 


A pow'rful realm extended wide; 
Whoſe bound'ries from north-eaſt begun, 
And ftretch'd to meet the ſouth-weſt fun. 
Here Flatr'ry boaſts deſpotic ſway, 
And baſks in all the warmth of day. 
Long practis'd in Deception's ſchool, 
The tyrant knew the arts to rule; 
Elated with th' imperial robe, 
dhe plans the conqueſt of the globe; 
And, aided by her ſervile trains, 
Leads kings, and ſons of kings, in chains. 
Her darling miniſter is Pride . 
(Who ne'er was known to change his fide}, 
A friend to all her int'reſts juſt, 
And active to diſcharge his truſt ; 
Careſs'd alike by high and low, 
The idol of the belle and beau : 
In ev'ry ſhape be ſhews his kill, - 
And forms her ſubjects to his will; 
Enters their houſes and their hearts, 
And gains his point before he parts. 
Sure never miniſter was known 
So zealous for his fov'reign's throne ! 
Three ſiſters, ſimilar in mien, 
Were maids of honour to the queen; 
Who farther favours ſhar'd behide, 
As daughters of her ſtateſman, Pride. 


* Nepenthe is an herb which, being infuſed in wine, diſpels grief. It is unknown to the moderns ; but 
ſome believe it a kind of opium, and others take it for a ſpecies of bugloſs. Plin. xxi. 21, f. & xxv. 2. 


+ The humble plant bends down before the touch 
ſaid by ſome to be the flew poiſon of the Indians. 


„ as the ſenſitive plant ſhrinks from the touch ; and i 
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The firſt, Conceit, with tow'ring creſt, 
Who look'd with ſcorn upon the reſt; 

Fond of herſelf, nor leſs, I deem, 
Than ducheſs in her own eſteem, 

Next Affectation, fair and young, 

With half- form' d accents on her tongue; 
Whoſe antic ſhapes, and various face, 
Diſtorted ev'ry native grace. 

Then Vanity, a wanton maid, = 
Flaunting in bruſſels and brocade ; 
Fantaſtic, frolicſome, and wild, 

With all the trinkets of a child. 

The people, loyal to the queen, 
Wore their attachment in their mien : 
With cheerful heart they homage paid, 
And happieſt he who moſt obey'd 
While they who ſought their own applauſe, 
Promoted molt their ſov'reign's cauſe. 
The minds of all were fraught with guile ; 
Their manners diſſolute and vile; 
And ev'ry tribe, like Pagans, run 
To kncel before the riſing ſun. 

But now ſome clam'rous ſounds ariſe, 
And all the pleaſing viſion flies. 

Once more I clos'd my eyes to ſleep, 
And gain'd th' imaginary deep; 

Fancy preſided at the helm, 

And ſtecr'd me back to Friendſhip's realm. 
But, oh! with horror I relate 

The revolutions of her ſtate ; | 

The Trojan chief could hardly more 

His Aſiatic tow'rs deplore. 

For Flatt'ry view'd thoſe fairer plains 
With longing eves, where Friendſhip reigns; 
With envy heard her neighbour's fame, 
And often ſigh'd to gain the ſame. 

At length, by pride and int'reſt fir d, 
To Friendſhip's kingdom ſhe afpir'd. | 

And, now commencing open foe, 

She plans in thought ſome mighty blow; 
Draws out her forces on the green, 
And marches to invade the queen, 

The river Truth the hoſts withſtood, 
And roll'd her formidable flood : 

Her current ſtrong, and deep, and clear; 
No fords were found, no ferries near, 
But as the troops approach'd the waves, 
Their fears ſuggeſt a thouſand graves 
They all retir'd with haſte extreme, 
And ſhudder'd at the dang'rous ſtream. 

Hypocriſy the gulph explores; | 
She 5 4 — a LN the ſhores, 
Thus often art or fraud prevails, 
| When military proweſs fails: 

The troops an eaſy paſſage fir d, 
And vi&'ry follows cloſe behind. 

Friendſhip with ardour charg'd her foes, 
And now the fight promiſcuous grows; 
But Flatt'ry threw a poiſon'd dart, 

And pierc'd the empreſs to the heart. 
The 3 all around were ſeen 
To fall in heaps about the queen. 


* At Porto Bello. 
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The tyrant ſtripp'd the mangled fair; 
She wore her ſpoils, aſſum'd her air; 
And, mounting next the ſufferer's throne, 
Claim'd the queen's titles as her own. 
Ah, injur'd maid!” aloud I cried; 
Ah, injur'd'maid ' the rocks replied. 
Burt judge my griefs, and ſhare them too, 
For the ſad tale pertains to you : | 
Judge, reader, how ſevere the wound, 


When Friendſhip's foes were mine, I found; 
When the fad ſcene of pride and guile 


Was Eritain's poor degen'rate iſle ! 
The Amazons, who propp'd the ſtate, 


| Haply ſurviv'd the gen'ral fate. 


Juſtice to Powis Houſe is fled, 

And Yorke ſuſtains her radiant head. 
The virtue, Fortitude, appears 

In open day at Ligonier's ; 
Huſtrious heroine of the ſky, 


Who leads to vanquiſh or to die! 


'T was ſhe our vet rans' breaſts inſpir d, 


| When Belgia's faithleſs ſons retir'd : 


For Tournay's treach'rous tow'rs can tell 


{ Britannia's children greatly fell. 


No partial Virtue of the plain! 
She rous'd the lions of the main: - 
Hence Vernon's little fleet ſucceeds *, 
And hence the gen'rous-Cornwall bleeds 7. 
Hence Grenville glorious | !—for ſhe ſmil's 
On the young hero from a child. 

Tho' in high life ſuch virtues dwell, 
They Il ſuit plebeian breaſts as well. 


Say, that the mighty and the great 


Blaze, like meridian ſuns of ſtate ; ' 
Effulgent excellence diſplay, 
Like Hallifax, in floods of days 


Our leſſer orbs may pour their light, 


Like the mild ereſceut of the night. | 
Tho' pale our beams, and ſmall our ſphere, 
Still we may ſhine ſerene and clear. 

Give to the judge the ſcarlet gown 


To martial fouls the civic crown: 


What then? Is merit theirs alone? 
Have we no worth to call our on? 
Shall we not vindicate our part 

In the firm breaſt and' upright heart ? 
Reader, theſe virtues may be thine, 
Tho' in ſuperior life they ſhine. 


| I can 't diſcharge great Hardwicke's truſt ; 


True 


but my foul may ſtill be juſt: 
And tho' I can 't the ſtate defend, 8 | 
Le draw the ſword to ſerve my fri 

Two golden virtues are behind, 

Of equal import to the mind; 

Prudence, to point out Wiſdom's way, 

Or to reclaim us when we ſtray; - 
Temp'rance, to guard the youthful hearty 
When Vice and Folly throw the dart: 
Each virtue, let the world agree, 

Daily reſides with you and me. 

And, when our ſouls in friendſhip join, 


We ll deem the ſocial bond divine; 


+ Died in a late engagement with the French fleet. 3 
+ Againſt the combined fleets of France and Spain. _ | 
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Thro' ev*ry ſcene maintain our truſt, | 


Nor c'er be timid or unjuſt. 

That breaſt, where Honour builds his throne, 
That breaft, which Virtue calls her own, 
Nor Int'reſt warps, nor Fear appalls, 

When Danger frowns, or Lucre calls. 

No! the true friend collected ſtands, 

Fearleſs his heart, and pure his hands: 

Let Int reſt plead, let ſtorms ariſe, 

He dares be honeſt, tho' he dies! 


$ 117- Ven VII. Marrnage. Iiſcrived 10 
Eo ad 
FAIREST, this Viſion is thy due; 
form d th” inſtructive plan for you. 
Slight not the ruled of thoughtful age; 
Your welfare actuates 26 age; 
But ponder well my ſacre —9 
And tremble while you read my dream. 
Thoſe awful words, till death do part,” 
May well alarm the youthful heart: 
No after · thought when once a wife, 
The die is caſt, and caſt for life; 
Yer thouſands venture ev'ry day, 
As ſome baſe paſſion leads the way. 
Pert Sylvia talks of wedlock ſcenes, 
Tho! hardly enter d on her teens; 
Smiles on her whining ſpark, and hears 
The ſugac'd ſpeech with raptur'd ears; 
Impatient of a parent's rule, 
She leaves her fire, and weds a fool. 
Want enters at the guardleſs door, 
And Love is fled, to come no more. 
Some few there are of ſordid mould, 
Who barter youth and bloom for gold, 
Carelefs with what or whom they mate; 
Their ruling paſſion s all for ſtate. 
But Hymen, gen'rous, juſt, and kind, A 
Abhors the mercenary mind ; 
Such rebels groan beneath his rod; 
For Hymen s a vindictive god: 
Be jayleſs ev'ry night,” he faid: 
© And barren be their nuptial bed!“ 
Attend, my fair, to wiſdom's voice 
A better fate ſhall crown thy choice. 
A married life, ro ſpcak the beſt, 
Is all a lottery confeſt: 
Yer, if my fair one will be wiſe, 
I will infure my girl a prize, 
Tho? not a prize to match thy worth: 
Perhaps thy equal's not on earth ! 
"Tis an important point, to know 
There s no perfection here below. 
Man s an odd compound, after all; 
And ever has been ſince the fall. 
Say, chat he loves you from his ſoul, 
Still man is proud, nor brooks controul ; 
And, tho' a ſlave in love's ſoft ſchool, 
In wedlock claims his right to rule. 
The beſt, in ſhort, has faults about him; 
If few thoſe faults, you muſt not flout him. 
With ſome, indeed, you can 't diſpenſe, 
As want of temper and of ſenſe ; 


EXTRACTS,” 


Fer when the ſun deſerts the ſkies, 

And the dull winter evenings riſe, 

Then for a huſband's ſocial pow'r 

To form the calm, converſive hour; 
The treaſures of thy breaſt explore, 

From that rich mine to draw the ore ; 
Fondly each gen'rous thought refine, 
And give thy native gold to ſhine ; 

Shew thee, as really thou art, 

Tho' fair, yet fairer ſtill at heart. 

Say, when life's purple bloſſoms fade, 
As ſoon they muſt, thou charming maid ! 
When in thy cheek the roſes die, 

And 6cknefs clouds that brilliant eye; 
Say, when or age or pains invade, 

And thoſe dear limbs ſhall call for aid; 
If thou art fetter'd to a fool, 

Shall not his tranſent paſſion cool > 
And, when thy health and beauty end, 
Shall thy weak mate perſiſt a friend) 

But to a man of ſenſe, my dear, 

E'en then thou lovely ſhalt appear; 

He ill ſhare the — that wound thy heart, 
And, weeping, claim the larger part: 
Tho' age impairs that beautcous face, 
He l prize the pearl beyond its caſe. 

In wedlock when the ſexes meet, 
Friendſhip is only then complete. 
HgBleſs d ſtate ! where ſouls each other draw ; 
Where love is liberty and law!“ 

The choiceſt bleſſing found below, 
That man can wiſh, or Heaven beſtow! 
Truſt me, theſe raptures are divine, 

For lovely Chloe once was mine ! 

Nor faith the varniſh of my ſtyle ; 

Tho? poet, I 'm eſtrang'd to guile. 

Ah me! my faithful lips impart 


The genuine language of my heart! 


When bards extol their patrons high, 

Perhaps 'tis gold extorts the lie ; 

Perhaps the poor reward of bread— 

But who burns incenſe to the dead ? 

He, whom a fond affection draws, 

Careleſs of cenſure or applauſe; 

Whoſe foul is vpright and ſincere, 

With nought to wiſh and nought to fear, 
Now to my viſionary ſcheme 

Attend, and profit by my dream. | 
Amidſt the ſlumbers of the night, 

A ſtately temple roſe to ſight; 

Aud ancient as the human race, 

If Nature's purpoſes you trace: 

This fane, by all the wiſe rever d, 

To wedlock's pow'rful god was rear'd. 


Hard by I ſaw a graceful ſage, 


His locks were froſted o'er by age ; 

His garb was plain, his mind ſerene, 

And wiſdom dignified his mien. 

With curious ſearch his name I ſought, 

And found 'twas Hymen's fav'rite, Thought, 
Apace the giddy crowds adrance, 


And a lewd Fe r led the dance. 


I gricv'd to fee whole thouſands run, 
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| For, oh | what 2 were undone! The 
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The ſage, when theſe mad troops he ſpied, 
Jn pity flew to join their ſide: | | 
The diſconcerted pairs began 
To rail againſt him to a man; 
Vow'd they were ſtrangers to his name, 
Nor kaew from whence the dotard came. 
But mark the ſequel for this truth 
Highly concerns impetuous youth. 
Long ere the honey- moon could wane, 
perdition feiz'd on ev ry twain; 
At ev'ry houſe, and all day long, 
Repentance plied het ſcorpion thong: 
Dilguſt was there with frowning mien, 
And ev'ry wayward child of ſpleen. 
Hymen approach'd his awful fane, 
* Attended by a num'rous train. 
Love, with each ſoft and nameleſs grace, 
Was firſt in favour and in place : 
Then came the god, with ſolemn gait, 
Whoſe ev'ry word was big with fate; 
His hand a flaming taper bore, 
That ſacred ſymbol, fam'd of yore. 
Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 
Suſtain'd the god's incumbent arm 
Beauty improv'd the glowing ſcene. 
With all the roſes of eighteen... 
Youth led the gaily ſmiling fair; 
His purple pinions wav'd in air; 
Wealth, a cloſe hunks, walk'd 
With vulture-claw and eagle-eye, 
Who threeſcore years had ſeen, or more - 
('Tis faid his coat had ſeen a ſcore) : 
Proud was the wretch, tho? clad in rags, 
Preſuming much upon his bags. 
A female next her arts diſplay d 
Pocts alone can paint the maid ; 
Truſt me, Hogarth (tho' great thy fame), 
'Twould poſe thy ſkill to draw the ſame , 
And yet thy mimic pow'r is more 
Tian ever painter's was before. 
Now the was fair as cygnet's down, 
Now as Mat Prior's Emma brown ; 
And, changing as the changing flow'r, 
Her dreſs ſhe varied ev'ry hour. 
"Twas Fancy, child—you know the fair, 
Who pins your gown, and ſets your hair. 
Lo 1 the god mounts his throne of ſtate, 
And fits the arbiter of fate : | 
His head, with radiant glories dreſt, 
Gently reclin'd on Virtue's breaſt. | 
Love took his ſtation on the right: 
His quiver beam'd with golden light : 
Beauty uſurp'd the ſecond. place, 
Ambitious of diſtinguiſh'd grace; 
She claim'd this ceremonial joy, 
Becauſe related to the boy; 
Said it was hers to point his dart, 
And ſpeed its paſſage to the heart; 
While on the god's inferior hand 
Fancy and Wealth obtain'd their ſtand. 
And now the hallow'd rites proceed, 
Aud nod a thouſand heart-ſtrings bleed. 
I aw a blooming, trembling brice, 
A toothleſs lover join'd her fide z 
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{ Averſe ſhe turn'd her weeping face, 
And ſhudder'd at the cold embrace. 
But various baits their force impart ; 

Thus titles lie at Celia's heart. 

A paſſion much too foul to name, 

Colts ſupercilious prudes their fame: 

| Prudes wed to publicans and finners ; 

The hungry poet weds for dinners. 


The god with frown indignant view'd 


The rabble covetous or lewd ; 

By ev'ry vice his altar ſtain d, 

By ev'ry fool his rites prophan'd : 

When Love complain'd of Wealth aloud, 

Affirming Wealth debanch'd the crowd; 
Drew up in form his heavy charge, 

Defiring to be heard at large. 

The god conſents, the throng divide, 
The young eſpous'd the plaintitf's fide; 
The oid declar'd for the defendant, 

For age is money's ſworn attendant. 

Love ſaid, that wedlock was defign'd 
By gracious Heaven to match the mind; 
Io pair the tender and the juſt, 

And his the delegated truſt: 

That Wealth had play'd a knaviſh part, 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart. 
But what avails the faithleſs voice ? 

The injur'd heart diſdains the choice. 1 

Wealth ſtraight replied, that Love was blind, 
And talk'd at random of the mind: : 
That killing eyes, and bleeding hea 
And all th artillery of darts, 1 wh, 125 
Were long ago exploded fancies, 
And lauzh'd at even in romances. 
Poets indeed ſtyle love a treat, 
Perhaps for want of better meat: 
And love might be delicious fare, 
Could we, like poets, live on air. 
But grant that angels feaſt on love 
(Thoſe purer eſſences above), 

Vet Albion's ſons, he underſtood, 
Preferr'd a more ſubſtantial food. | 
Thus while with gibes he dreſs d his cauſe, --- 
His grey admirers hemm'd applauſe. . 
With ſeeming conqueſt pert and proud, 
Wealth ſhook his fides, and chuckled loud 
When Fortune, to reſtrain his pride, 

And fond to favour Love befide, 
Op'ning the miſer's tape-tied veſt, 
Diſclos'd the cares which ftung his breaſt: 
Wealth ſtood abaſh'd at his diſgrace, - 
And a deep crimſon fluſh' d his face. 

Love ſweetly ſimper'd tit the fight; 
His gay adherents laugh'cl outright. 

The god, tho' grave his temper, ſmil'd; 
For Hymen dearly priz'd the child. 
But he who triumphs o'e:* his brother, 
In turn is laugh'd at by another. 

Such cruel ſcores we often find 
Repaid the criminal in Kin: 

For Poverty, that famiſh'd fiend! 
Ambitious of a wealthy fric nd, 
Advanc'd into the miſer's pla ce, 
[rs ſtar d the ſtripling in th 3 face; 
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Whoſe lips grew pale, and cold as clay: 
I thought the chit would ſwoon away. 
The god was ſtudious to employ 
His cares to aid the vanquiſh d boy; 
And therefore iflucd his decree, 
That the two parties ſtraight agree: 
When both obey'd the god's commands, 
And Love and Riches j ia'd their hands. 
What wondrous change in each was wrought, 
Believe me, fair, — thought. 
If Love had many charms before, 
He pow had charms ten thouſand more: 
If Wealth had ſerpents in his breaſt, 
They now were dead, or lull'd to reſt. 
- Beauty, that vain, affected thing, 
Who join'd the hymeneal ring, 
Approach d, with round unthinking face; 
And thus the trifler ſtates her caſe: 
She faid that Love's complaints, 'twas known, 
Exactly tallied with her own : 
Tuat Wealth had learn d the felon's arts, 
And robb'd her of a thoutand kearts 
 Deſuiog judgment againſt Wealth, 
For falichood, perjury, and ſtealth: 
All which ſhe could on oath dephſe; 
And hop'd the court would ſlit his noſe. 
But Hymen, when he heard her name, 
Call'd her an interloping dame; _ 
Look'd through the crowd with angry ſtate, 
And blam d the porter at the gate 
For giving emrance to the fair, 
When ſhe was no eſſential there. 
To fink this haughty tyrant's pride, 
He order'd Fancy to preſidæ. 
Hence, when debates on beauty riſe, 
And each bright fair diſputes the prize, 
To Fancy's court we ſtraight apply, 
And wait the ſentence of her eve ; 
In Beauty's realms ſhe holds the ſcals, 
And her awards preclude appeals. 


8 x18. -Fifon VIE. Life. 

ET not the young my precepts ſhun ; 

Who flicks pond . are undone. 

Your poet ſung of love's delights, 
Of halcyon days and joyous nights ; 
To the gay fancy lovely themes ; 
And fain I 'd hope they 're more than dreams, 
Bur, if you 0 belore we — 
I'd ſpeak a lan to your heart. 
We Tab of . I fear 
Th' ungrateful tale will wound your ear. 
You raiſe your ſanguine thoughts too high, 
And hardly know the reaſon why : 
Bur fay, Life's tree bears golden fruit, 
Some canker ſhall corrode the root; 
Some unexpected ſtorm ſhall riſe, 
Or ſcorching ſuns, or chilling ſkies ; 
And (if experienc'd truths avail) 
All your autumnal hopes ſhall fail. 

But, poet, whence ſuch wide extremes? 
Well may you ſtyle your labours dreams, 
A ſon of forrow thou, I ween, 

* Whoſe Viſions ars the brats of Spleen. 
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© Is bliſs a vague, unmeaning name 
Speak then the paſſionsꝰ uſe or aim: 

* Why rage defires without controul, 
And rouſe ſuch whiriwinds in the foul 2 


Why Hope erects her tow'ring creſt, 


And laughs and riots in the breaſt ? 

* Think net my ate turns round; 
Think not I tread on Hairy ground; 
Think not your pulſe Rlone beats true— 
Mine makes as healthful muſic too. 
Our joys, hen Life's ſoft ſpring we trace, 
Put forth their early buds apace. 

* Sce the bloom loads the tender thoot ; 

* The bloom conceals the future fruit.. 

« Yes, manhood's warm meridian ſun 
Shall ripen what m ſpring begun. 
Thus infant roſes, erg they blow, 

In germinating cluſters grow; 

And only wait the ſummer's ray, 

To burſt, and bloſſom to the day. 
What ſaid the gay unthinking boy? 
Methought Hilario talk d of joy 

Tell, if thou canſt, whence joys ariſe, 

Or what thoſe mighty joys you prize. 
You I find (and truſt ſuperior years) 
The vale of life a vale of tears. 

Could wiſdom teach where joys abound, 
Or riches purchaſe them when found, 
Would ſceptred Solomon complain 

That all was fleeting, falſe, and vain ? 


Vet ſceptred Solomon could ſay, 


Returning clonds obſcur'd his day. | 
Thoſe maxims, which the preacher drew, 
The royal ſage experienc'd true. 

He knew the various ills that wait 

Our infant and meridian ſtate ; 

That toes our earlieſt thoughts engage, 
And diff 'rent toys maturer age; 


That grief at ev ry ſtage appears, 


But diff 'rent griets at diff rent years; 
That vanity is ſeen, in part, 

Inſcrib'd on ev'ry human heart; 
In the child's breaſt the ſpark began, 
Grows with his growth, and glares in man. 
But u hen in life we journey late, 
If follies die, do griefs abate? 

Ah! whar is life at fourſcore years? 


Perhaps you ll think I act the ſame 


As a ly ſharper plays his game: 


You triumph ev'ry deal that 's paſt, 


| He's ſure to triumph at the laſt ! 


Who often wins ſome thouſands more 
Than twice the ſums you won before. 
But I 'm a loſer with the reſt ; 

For life is all a deal at beſt, 


| Where not the prize of wealth or fame 


Repays the trouble of the game— — 
(A truth no winner c'er denied, 
An hour before that winner died). 
Not that with me theſe prizes ſhine ; 
For-neither fame nor wealth is mine. 
My cards, a weak plebeian band. 


Wich ſcarce an honour in my hand | 
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And, ſince my trumps are very few, 
What have I more to boaſt than you? 
Nor am I gainer by your fall; | 
That harlot Fortune bubbles all! 
'Tis truth (receive it ill or well), 
Tis melancholy truth I tell. 
Why ſhould the preacher take your pence, 
And ſmother truth to flatter tenſe ? 
I'm ſure phyficians have no merit, 
Who kill thro' lenity of ſpirit, _ 
That life's a game, divines confeſs ; 
This ſays at cards, and that at chels: 
But, if our views be centred here, | 
'Tis all a loſing game, I fear. 
Sailors, you know, when wars, obtain, 
And hoſtile veſſels crowd the main, 
If they diſcover from afar 
A — as Uiſtant as a ſtar, 
Hold the perſpective to their eyes, 
To learn its colours, ſtrength, and ſize; 
And, when this ſecret once they know, 
Make ready to receive the foe. 
Let you and I from failors learn 
Important truths of like concern. 
| clos'd the day, as cuſtom led, 
With reading, till the time of bed ; 
Where Fancy, at the midnight hour, 
Again diſplay'd her magic pow'r— 
(For know that Fancy, like a ſprite, 
Prefers the filent ſcenes of night.) 
dhe lodg'd me in a neighb'ring wood, 
No matter where the thicket ſtood ; 
The Genius of the place was nigh, 
And held two pictures to my eye. 
The curious painter had portray'd 
Life in each juſt and genuine Wade. 
They, who have only known its dawn, 
May think theſe lines too deeply drawn; 
But riper years, I fear, will ſhew 
The wiſer artiſts paint too true. 
One piece preſents a rueful wild, 
Where not a ſummer's ſun had ſmil'd : 
The road with thorns is cover'd wide, 
And Grief fits weeping by the fide ; 
er tears with conſtant tenor flow, 
And form a mournful lake below ; 
Whoſe ſi ent waters, dark and deep, 
Thro' all the gloomy valley creep. 
SY Pailions that fatter, or that ſlay, 
Are beaſts that fawn, or birds that prey. 
Here Vice aſſumes the ſerpent's ſhape ; 
There Folly perſonates the ape: | 
Here Av'rice gripes with harpy's claws z 
There Malice grins with tiger's jaws : 
While ſons of Miſchief, Art and Guile 
1 of the Nile. 

Een Pleaſure acts a treach'rous part; 


nd 


And hen ſhe galls us of our wealth, 

Or that ſuperior pearl, our health, 
ftores us nought but pains and woe, 
nd drowns us in the lake below. 


de charms the ſenſe, but ſtings the heart: 
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There a commiſſion'd angel ſtands, 
With deſolation in his hands 
He ſends the all-devouring flame, 
And cities hardly boaſt a name: 
Or wings the peſtilential blaſt, | 
And, lo! ten thonſands breathe their laſt, 
He ſpeaks —obedient tempeſts roar, 
And guilty nations are no more: 
He ſpeaks—the fury Diſcord raves, 
And ſweeps whole armies to their graves 2 
Or Famine lifts her mildew'd hand, 
And Hunger howls thro' all the land. 
© Oh! what a wretch is man!” I eried 
* Expos'd to death on ev'ry fide ! N 
And ſure as born to be undone 
© By evils which he cannot ſhun ! 
« Beſides a thouſand baits to fin, _ 
A thoufand traitors lodg'd within 
© For ſoon as Vice aſſaults the heart, 
The rebels take the dzmon's part. 
I ſigh, my aching boſom bleeds; 
W hen ſtraight the milder plan ſucceeds, 
The lake of tears, the dreary ſhore, 
The ſame as in the piece been : 
But gleams of light are here ——— 
To cheer the eye, and gild the 
Affliction ſpeaks a ſofter ſtyle, 
And Diſappointment wears a ſmile : 
A group of virtues bloſſom near; 
Their roots improve by ev'ry tear. 
Here Patience, gentle maid ! is nigh, 
To calm the ſtorm, and wipe the eye : 


Hope acts the kind phyſician's part, 


And warms the ſolitary heart: 

Religion nobler comfort brings, 

Diſarms our griefs, or blunts their ſtings z 

Points out the balance on the whole, 

And Heaven rewards the ſtruggling ſoul . 
But while theſe raptures I purſue, 

The Genius ſuddenly withdrew. 


$ 119. Viſian the laſt. Death, 


„Ts thou ght my Viſions are too grave *; 


A proof I'm no deſigning knave. / 
Perhaps, if int'reſt held the ſcales, 
had devis'd quite diff rent tales; 

Had join' the laughing, low buffoon, 
And fcribbled ſatire and lampoon; 

Or ſtirr'd each ſource of ſoft deſire, 
And fann'd the coals of wanton fire : 


| Then had my paltry Viſions fold; 


Yes, all my dreams had turn'd to gold ; 
Had prorv'd the darlings of the town, 
And I—a poet of renown ! 

Let not my awful theme ſurpriſe; 
Let no unmanly fears ariſe. 
I wear no melancholy hue ; 
No wreaths of cypreſs, or of yew. 
The ſhroud, the coffin, all, or hearſe, 
Shall ne'er deform my ſofter verſe. 
Let me conſign the fun'ral plume, 
The herald's paint, the ſculptur'd tomb, 
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And all the ſolemn farce of graves, 
To undertakers and their ſlaves. 

You know that moral writers ſay, 
The world 's a ſtage, and life a play 
That in this drama to ſucceed, 

Requires much thought and toil indecd! 

There ſtill remains one labour more, 

Perhaps a greater than before. 

Indulge the ſearch, and you ſhall find 

The harder taſk is till behind: 

That harder taſk, to quit the ſtage 

In early youth, or riper age ; 

To leave the company place 

With firmneſs, dignity, and grace. 

© Come, then, the cloſing ſcenes ſurvey ; 

is the laſt act which crowns the play. 
Do well this grand decifive part, 

And gain the plaudit of your heart. 

Few greatly live in Wiſdoms eye 
Bur, oh! how few who greatly die ! 

Who, when their days approach an end, 

Can meet the foe as friend meets friend. 

Inftruftive heroes! tell us whence 
Your noble ſcorn of fleſh and ſenle ! 
You part from all we prize ſo dear, 

Nor drop one foft, reluctant tear; 

Part from thoſe tender jovs of life, 

The friend, the parent, child, and wife. 
Death's black and ftormy gulph you brave, 
And ride exulting on the wave; 

Deem thrones but triſſes all !—no more 
Nor ſend one wiſhful look to ſſiore. 

For foreign ports, and lands unknown, 
Thus the firm ſailor leaves his on; 
Obedient to the riling gale, 

Unmoors his bark, and ſpreads his ſail; 
Dees the ocean and the wind, 

Nor mourns the joys he left behind. 
Is Death a powerful monarch? True: 
Perhaps you dread the tyrant too 

Fear, like a fog, precludes the light, 

Or ſwells the object to the tight. 
Attend my viſionary page, 

And I I difarm the tyrant's ragt. 
Come, let this ghaſtly form appcar; 

He s not fo terrible when ncar. 
Diſtante deludes th* unwary eye; 

So clouds ſeem monſters in the ky : 
Hold frequent converſe with him now, 
He Il daily wear a milder brow. 
Why is my theme with terror fraught ? 
Becauſe you ſhun the frequent thought. 
Say, when the captive pard is nigh, 
Whence thy pale cheek and frighted cyc ? 
Say, why diſmay'd thy manly breaſt, 
When the grim lion ſhakes his creſt ? 
Hecauſe theſe ſavage fights are new; 

No keeper ſhudders at the view: 
Keepers, accuſtom' d to the ſcene, 
Approach the dens with look ſerene ! 
Fearleſs their griſly charge explore, 
And ſmile to 25 the tyrants roar. 
Aye but to die! to bid adicu! 
An everlaſting farewel tout 
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© Farewel to ev'ry joy around! 
© Oh, the 3 — the ſound !' 
Stay, ftripling—thou art poorly taught: 
Joy, Gan thou oy diſcard the 1 
Joys are a rich celeſtial fruit, 

And ſcorn a ſublunary root: | 

What wears the face of joy below, 

Is often found but ſplendid woe. 

Joys here, like unſubſtantial fame, 

Are nothings with a pompous name; 

Or elſe, like comets in the ſphere, 

Shine with deſtruction in their rear. 
Paſſions, like clouds, obſcure the fight, 
Hence mortals ſeldom judge aright. 


The world 's a harſh unfruitful ſoil, 


Yet ſtill we hope, and ſtill we toil ; 
Deceive ourſelves with wondrous art, 
And diſappointment wrings the heart. 
Thus, when a miſt collects around, 
And hovers o'er a barren ground, 
The poor deluded trav'ller ſpies 
Imagin'd trees and ſtructures riſe ; 
But, when the ſhrouded ſun is clear, 
The deſert and the rocks appear. 

* Ah—burt when youthful blood runs high, 
Sure tis a dreadful thing to die! 
© To die! and what exalts the gloom, 


I'm told that man ſurvives the tomb! 


*O! can the learned prelate find 

© Whar future ſcenes await the mind 

* Where wings the ſoul, diſlodg'd from clay! 
some courteous angel point the way 

© That unknown ſomewhere in the ſkies, 
Say, where that unknown ſomewhere lies; 
And kindly prove, when life is oer, 

© That pains and forrows are no more : 
For, doubtleſs, dying is a curſe, 

If preſent ills be chang'd for worſe.” 

Huſh, my young friend, forego the theme, 


And liſten to your poet's dream. 


Ere while 1 took an ev'ning walk, 


| Honorio join'd in ſocial talk. 


Along the lawns the zephyrs ſweep ; 
Each ruder wind was lull'd aſleep. 
The ſky, all beauteous to.behold, 

Was ſtreak d with azure, green, and geld 
But, tho” ſerenely ſoft and fair, 
Fever hung brooding in the air; 
Then ſettled on Honorio's breaſt, 
Which ſhudder'd at the fatal gueſt. 
No drugs the kindly wiſh fulfil ; 
Diſeaſe eludes the doftor's {kill : 

The poiſon, ſpread thro' all the frame, 


Ferments, and kindles into flame. 


From ſide to fide Honorio turns, 

And now with thirſt inſatiate burns: 

His eyes reſign their wonted grace, 

Thoſe friendly lamps expire apace ! 

The brain's an uſeleſs organ grown; 

And Reaſon tumbled from his throne. TY 
But, while the purple ſurges glow, . 

The currents thicken as they flow: 

The blood in er'ny; diſtant part 


Stagnates, and dilappoints the heart; 
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Defrauded of its crimſon ore, 
The vital engine plays no more. 
Honorio dead, the fun'ral bell 
Call'd ev'ry friend to bid farewell. 
] join'd the melancholy bier, 
And dropp'd the unavailing tear. | 
The clock ſtruck twelve hen nature ſought 
Repoſe from all the pangs of thought; 
And, while my limbs were ſunk to reſt, 
A Viſion footh'd my troubled breaſt. 
I dream'd the ſpectre Death appear d 
I dream'd his hollow voice I heard! 
Methought th' imperial tyrant wore 
A ſtate no prince aſſum'd before; 
All nature fetch'd a general groan, 
And lay expiring round his throne. 
[ gaz d hen ſtraight aroſe to ſight 
The moſt deteſted fiend of night. 
He ſhuffled with unequal pace, 
And conſcious ſhame deform'd his face. 
With jealous leer he ſquinted round, 


Or fix'd his eyes upon the ground. 


From hell this frighrful monſter came; 
Sin was his fire, and Guilt his name, 

This fury, with officious care, 
Waited around the ſov'reign's chair; 
In robes of terror dreſs d the king, 

And arm'd him with a baneful ſting; 
Gave fierceneſs to the tyrant's eye, 

And hung the fword upon his thigh. 
Diſeaſes next, a hideous crowd 
Proclaim'd their maſter's empire loud; 
And all, obedient to his will, 

Flew in commiſfion'd troops to kill. 

A rifing whirlwind ſhakes the poles, 
And lightning glares, and thunder rolls, 
The monarch and his train prepare 
To range the foul tempeſtuous air. 
draight to his ſhoulders he applies 
Two pinions of enormous ſize ! 
Methought I ſaw the ghaſtly form | 
dretch his black wings, —4 mount the ſtorm : 
When Fancy's airy horſe I ſtrode, 
And join'd the army on the road. 
4; the grim conquꝰ ror urg' d his way, 
lle ſcatter d terror and diimay. 
Thouſands a penſive aſpect wore, 
Thouſands who ſneer'd at death before, 
Life's records riſe on ev'ry fide, | 
and Conſcience ſpreads thoſe volumes wide; 
Which faithful regiſters were brought 
by pale-eyed Fear and buſy Thought. 
Thoſe faults which artful men conceal, 
dtand here engray'd with pen of ſteel, 
by Conſcience, that impartial ſcribe ! 
Whoſe honeſt palm diſdains a bribe : 

heir actions all like critics view, 
And all like faithful crities too. 
J Gaile had Rtain'd life's various ſtage, 

lat tears of blood bedew'd the page | 


} Archbiſhop of Canterbury, 


— 
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All ſhudder'd at the black account, 
And ſcarce believ'd the vaſt amount 
All vow'd a ſudden change of heart, 
Would death relent, and ſheath his dart, 
But, when the awful foe withdrew, 
All to their follies fled anew. | 
So when a wolf, who ſcours at large, 
Springs on the ſhepherd's fleecy charge, 
he flock in wild diſorder fly, 
And caſt behind a frequent eye 
But, when the victim 's borne away, 
They ruſh to paſture and to play. 
Indulge my dream, and ler my pen 
Paint thoſe unmeaning creatures, men. * 
Carus, with pain and fickneſs worn, 


Chides the flow night, and fighs for morn. 


| 50on as he views the eaſtern ray, 


He mourns the quick return of day 
Hourly laments protrafted breath, 
And courts the healing hand of death. 

Verres, oppreſs d with guilt and ſhame, 
Shipwreck'd in fortune, health, and fame 
Pines for his dark, ſepulchral bed, 

To mingle with th' unheeded dead. 

With fourſcore years Natho bends, - 
A burden to himſelf 8 iends ! ; 
And with impatience ſeems to wait | 
The friendly hand of ling'ring Fate. 

So hirelings wiſh their labour done, 
And often eye the weſtern ſun. 
The monarch hears their various grief; 


| Deſcends, and brings the wiſh'd relief. 


On Death with wild ſurpriſe they ſtar d; 

All ſeem'd averſe! all unprepar'd! 
As torrents ſweep with rapid force, 

The grave's pale chief purſued his courſe, 

No human pow'r can or withſtand, 

Or ſhun, the conqueſts of his hand, 

Oh ! could the prince of upright mind, 

And as a guardian angel kind, | 

With ev'ry heart-felt worth beſide, 

Turn the keen ſhaft of Death aſide, 

When would the brave Auguſtus join 

The aſhes of his ſacred line ? 

But Death maintains no partial warz 

He mocks a ſultan or a czar: © 

He lays his iron hand on all— , 

Yes, kings, and ſons of kings, muſt fall 

A truth Britannia lately felt, 

And trembled to her centre | 
Could ableſt ſtateſmen ward the blow, 

Would Grenville own this common foe ? 

For greater talents ne'er-were known 

To grace the fav'rite of a throne. 


Tell me, would Cheſterfield expire? 
Say, would his glorigus ſun decline, 


And ſet like your pale ſtar or mine? 


Could ev'ry virtue ofthe ſky— 


* Referring to the death of his late Royal Highneſs Frederic Prince of Wales. | 
+ Late Biſhop of Durham. 


} Bithop of Oxford. 
H 2 LY | 


| Would Herring fo Butler t, Secker ||, die? : 


Could genius ſave—wit, learning, fire— - 


Why 
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Why this addreſs to pecrage all ? 
Untitled Allen's virtues call ! 
If Allen's worth demands a place, 
Lords, with your leave, tis no diſgrace. 
Though high your ranks in heralds rolls, 
Know, Virtue too ennobles fouls. 
By her that private man 's renown'd 
Who pours a thouſand bleſſings round. 
While Allen takes Affliction's part, 
And draws out all his gen'rous hcart, 
Anxious to ſeize the fleeting day, 
Left unimprov'd it ſteal away; 
While thus he walks, with jealous ſtrife, 


Through goodneſs, as he walks throuyh life ; 


Shall not 1 mark his radiant path ?— 
Riſe, Muſe, and fing the Man of Bath! 
Publiſh abroad, could goodneſs fave, 
Allen would diſappoint the grave; 
Tranſlated to the heavenly ſhore, 
Like Enoch, when his walk was o'er. 

Nor, Beauty's pow'rful pleas reftrain : 
Her pleas are trifling, weak, and vain ; 
For women pierce with ſhrieks the air, 
Smite their bare breaſts, and rend their hair; 
All have a doleful tale to tell, 
How friends, ſons, daughters, huſbands fell! 

Alas! is life our fav'rite theme 
?Tis all a vain or painful dream; 
A dream which fools or cowards prize, 
Bur lighted by the brave or wile. 
Who lives, for others ills muſt groan, . 
holes for ſorrows of his own ; 

journey on with weeping eye, 

Then pant, fink, 1 the. 
And ſhall a man arraign the ſkies, 
© Becauſe man lives, and mourns, aud dies? 
© Impatient reptile !' Reaſon cried; 
« Arraign thy paſſion and thy pride: 


« Retire, and commune with thy heart; 


* Aft whence thou cam ſt, and what thorn art? 


Explore thy body and thy mind, 
Thy ftation too why here afbgn'd. 
be ſearch ſhall teach thee life to prize, 

And make thee grateful, good, and wile, 
© Why do you roam to foreign climes, 

To ſtudy nations, modes, and times; 

A ſcience often dearly bought, 5 
And often what avails you nought 2 

Go, man, and act a wiſer part, 

Study the ſcience of your heart: 

This home philoſophy, you know, 

Was priz'd ſome thouſand years ago 
Then why abroad a frequent gueſt ? 

* Why ſuch a ſtranger to your breaſt 2 
hy turn ſe many volumes o'er, 

© Till Dodfley can ſupply no more ? 
Not all the volumes on thy ſhelf 

Are worth that ſingle volume, Self: 

For who this ſacred book declines, 
Howe er in other arts be ſhines, 
Tho ſmit with Pindar's noble rage, 
© Or vers'd in Tully's manly page; 
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© Tho' deeply read in Plato's ſchool, 
With all his knowledge, is a fool. 
Proclaim the truth—Say, what is man > 
His body from the duſt began; | 
And when a few ſhort years are o'er, 
The crumbling fabric is no more. 

But whence the ſoulꝰ From heaven it came 
O prize this intellectual flame 

This nobler ſelf with rapture ſcan; 
»Tis mind alone which makes the man. 

* Truſt me, there s not a joy on earth, 

* But from the ſoul derives its birth. 

© Aſk the young rake (he Il anſwer right), 
* Who treats by day, and drinks by night, 
* What makes his entertainments ſhine ?: 
What gives the reliſh to his wine? 

© He ' tell thee (if he ſcorns the beaſt) 
That focial pleaſures form the feaſt, 

© The charms of beauty too ſhall cloy, 
-Unlcts the foul exalts the joy. | 

© The mind muſt animate the face, 

Or cold and taſteleſs ev'ry grace. 

* What ! muft the ſoul her pow'rs diſpenſe, _ 


„ 


Io raiſe and ſwell the joys of ſenſe? 


* Know, too, the joys of ſenfe controul 

* And clog the motions of the ſoul; 
Forbid her pinions to aſpire, _ 
Damp and impair her native fire; 
And fure as ſenſe, that tyrant! reigns, 
* She holds the empreſs Soul in chains; 
Inglorious bondage to the mind, 


| * Heaven-born, ſublime, and unconfin'd! 


* She 's independent, fair, and great, 
And juftly claims a large eſtate ; 
© She aſks no borrow'd aids to ſhine ; 
She boaſts within a golden mine; 
* Bur, like the treaſures of Peru, 
Her wealth lies deep, and far from view. 
Say, ſhall the man who knows her worth, 
* Debaſe her dignity and birth? 
Or e'cr repine at Heaven's decree, 
* Who kindly gave her leave io be; 
« Call'd her from nothing into day, 
And built her tenement of clay? 
* Hear and accept me for your guide 
© (Reaſon ſhall ne'er deſert your fide) : 
* Who liſtens to my wiſer voice, 8 
Can 't but applaud his Maker's choice ; 
« Pleas'd with that firſt and ſov'reign cauſe, 
Peas d with unerring Wiſdom's laws: 
« Secure, ſince ſov'reign goodneſs reigns ; 
« Secure, ſince ſoy'reign pow'r obtains. 
© With curious eyes review thy frame; 
* This ſcience ſhall direct thy claim. 
© Doſt thou indulge a double view, 
A long, long life, and happy too? 
Perhaps a farther. boon you crave— 
© To lie down eaſy in the grave. 5 
© Know, then, my dictates muſt prevail, 
Or ſurely each fond wiſh ſhall fail. 
Come, then, is happineſs thy aim? 


* © Know thyſelf;* a celebrated ſaying of Chilo, one of the Seven Wiſe Men of Greece. 


J. Let mental joys be all thy game. 


Repeat 
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Repeat the ſearch, and mend your pace, 
The capture ſhall reward the chace. 
Let ev'ry minute, as it ſprings, 
Convey freſh knowledge on its wings; 
( Let ev'ry minute, as it flies, 
Record thee good, as well as wiſe, 
While ſuch purſuits your thoughts engage, 
© In a few years you Il live an age. 70 
Who meaſures life by rolling years? 
Fools meaſure by revolving ſpheres. 
Go thou, and fetch th' unerring rule 
From Virtue's and from Wiſdom's ſchool. 
Who well improves life's ſnorteſt day 
Will ſcarce regret its ſetting ray; 
Contented with his ſhare of light, 
Nor fear nor wiſh th* approach of night: 
And when diſeaſe aſſaults the heart, 
When fickneſs triumphs over art, 
Reflection on a life well paſt | 
Shall prove a cordial to the laſt : 
This med'cine ſhall the ſoul ſuſtain, 
And ſoften or ſuſpend her pain; 
Shall break Death's fell tyrannic pow'r, 
And calm the troubled dying hour.” 

Bleſt rules of cool prudential age 
I liften'd and rever'd the ſage. 
When, lo! a form divinely bright 
Deſcends, and burſts upon my fight ; 
A ſeraph of illuſtrious birth 
(Religion was her name on earth) ; 
Supremely ſweet her radiant face, 
And blooming with celeſtial grace ! 
Three ſhining cherubs form'd her train, 
Wev'd their light wings, and reach'd the plain; 
Faith, with ſublime and piercing eye, | 


And pinions flutt'ring for the w | 
ſtands, 


Here Hope, that ſmiling angel, 
And golden anchors grace her hands; 
There Charity in robes of white, 
Faireſt and fav*rite maid of light! 

The ſeraph ſpake—* *Tis reaſon's part 
(To govern and to guard the heart; 
To lull the wayward foul to reſt, 
When hopes and fears diſtract the breaſt : 
' Reaſon may claim this doubtful firife, 
And ſteer thy bark thro* various life. 
But when the ſtorms of Death are nigh, 
And midnight darkneſs veils the ky, 
Shall reaſon then direct thy fail, 
Diſperſe the clouds; or fink the gale? 
Stranger, this ſkill alone is mine, 
' Skill that tranſeends his ſcanty line. 

© That hoary ſage has counſeſl'd right: 
Be wiſe, nor ſcorn his friendly light. 
' Revere thyſelf—thou 'rt near allied 
Jo angels on thy better fide. 
How various Cer their ranks or kinds, 
Angels are but unbodied minds: 
' When the partition walls decay, 


Men emerge _ from their clay; | 


Jes, when the frailer botly dies, 

' The ſoul aſſerts her kindred ſkies ; 

' But minds, tho* ſprung.from heavenly race, 
Nut firſt be tutor'd for the place | 
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(The joys above are underſtood 

* And reliſh'd only by the good). 

* Who ſhall aſſume this guardian care? 

© Who ſhall ſecure their birthright there? 

Souls are my charge—to me tis given 

To train them for their native heaven. 
Know, then Who bow the early knee, 

And give the willing heart, to me; ke 

Who wiſely, when temptation waits, 

Elude her frauds, and ſpurn her baits; 

* Who dare to own my injur'd cauſe, 


{* Tho” fools deride my facred laws ; 


Or ſcorn to deviate to the wrong, 

* Tho? Perſecution lifts her thong 

© Tho' all the ſons of hell conſpire 

Jo raiſe the ſtake, and light the fire 

Knou, that for ſuch ſuperior ſouls 

There lies a bliſs beyond the poles ;* 

Where ſpirits ſhine with purer ray, 

And brighten to meridian day; 

© Where Love, where boundleſs Friendſhip rules, 

© (No friends that change, no love that cools!) 

|* Where riſing floods o 3 roll, 

And pour, and pour upon the ſoul! 
But where 's the paſlage to the ſkies? 

© The road thro' Death's black valley lies. 

* Nay, do not ſhudder at my tale; 

* Tho' dark the ſhades, yet ſafe the vale. 

This path the beſt of men have trod, 

And who d decline the road to God? *' 

* Oh ! 'tis a glorious boon to die | 

© This favour can 't be priz'd too high. 
While thus ſhe ſpake, my looks expreſs d 

The raptures kindling in my breaſt: | 

My ſoul a fix'd attention gave; 

When the ſtern monarch of the grave 

With haughty ſtrides approach'd—amaz'd 

[ ſtood, and trembled as I gaz c. 

The ſeraph calm'd each anxious fear, 

And kindly wip'd the falling tear; 

Then haſten'd with expanded wing 

To meet the pale, terrifig king. 

But now what milder ſcenes ariſc ! 

The tyrant drops his hoſtile” guiſe : 

He ſeems a youth divinely fair; 


| In graceful ringlets waves his hair; 


His wings their wee plumes diſplay, 
His burniſh'd plumes reflect the day; 
Light flows his ſhining azure veſt, 


| And all the angel ſtands confeſt. 


I view'd the change with ſweet ſurpriſe, 
And, oh! I panted for the ſkies; a 
Thank'd Heaven that e'er I drew my breath, 
And triumph'd in the thoughts of Death. 


lh. 
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FABLES, by the late Mr. Gar, 
Introduction to the FABLES. Part the Fin. 
$ 120. The Shepherd and the Philoſopher. 


REMOTE from cities liv'd a ſwain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age, 

bee; 


And long experience made him : 
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In ſummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold; 
His hours in cheerful labour flew, 
Nor envy nor ambition knew : | 
His wiſdom and his honeſt fame 
Through all the country rais'd his name. 
A deep Philoſopher (whoſe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from ſchools) 
The ſhepherd's homely cottage ſougin, 
And thus explor'd his reach of thought : 
Whence is thy learning? Hath thy toil 
Oer books conſum' d the midnight oil? 
Haſt thou old Greece and Rome ſurvey'd, 
And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd ? 
Harh Socrates thy foul refin'd? 
And haſt thou fathom'd Tully's mind? 
Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes, thrown 
By various fates on realms unknown, 
Haſt thou through many cities ſtray d, 
Their cuſtoms, laws, and manners weigh'd ? 
The ſhepherd modeſtly replicd : 
I ne er the paths of learning tried; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts, 
To read mankind, their laws, and arts; 
For man is practis d in diſguiſe, 
He cheats the moſt diſcerning eyes; 
Who by that ſearch ſhall wiſer grow, 
When we ourſelves can never know ? 
The little knowledge I have gain d, 
Was all from fimple nature drain'd ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their riſe, 
Hence grew my ſettled hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my ſoul to induſtry. | 
Who can obſerve the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want? 
My dog (the truſtieſt of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind. 
F mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my ſervice copy Tray. 
Ig conſtancy and nuptial love, 
J learn my duty from the doe. 
The hen, who from the chilly air 
With pious wing protects her care, 
And every fol that flies at large, 
Inftrufts me in a parent's charge. 
From nature too I take mv rule, 
To ſhun contempt and ridicule : 
I never, with important air, 
In converſation overbear. 
Can grave and formal paſs for wiſe, 
When men the ſolemn owl deſpiſe ? 
My tongue within my lips I rein, 
For who talks much muft talk in vain : 
We from the wordy torrent fly ; i 
Who liftens to the chatt' ting pyr? 
Nor would I, with felonious flight, 
By ſtealth invade my neighbour's right; 
Rapacious animals we hate: 3 


Kites, hawks, and wolves, deſerve their fate. 


Do not we juſt abhorrence find 4 
Againſt the toad and ſerpent kind? 
But envy, calumay, and ſpite, 
Bear ſtronger venom in their bite. 
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| | Muſt I tou flatter like the reft, 
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1$ 121. FABLE I. The Lion, the Tiger, and ti: 


object of creation 
Can furniſh hints to contemplation; 
And from the moſt minute and mean 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 
Thy fame is juſt, the ſage replies; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wiſe. 
Pride often guides the author's pen; 
Books as affected are as men: 
But he who ſtudies nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thoſe, without our ſchocls, ſuffice 
To make men moral, good, and wiſe. 


— 


To his Highneſs William Duke of Cumberland. 


Traveller, 


A ECEPT, young prince, the moral lay, 
X And in theſe tales mankind ſurvey ; 

With early virtues plant your breaſt, 

The ſpecious arts of vice deteſt. 
Princes, like beauties, from their youth 

Are ſtrangers to the voice of truth: 

Learn to contemn all praiſe betimes; 

For flattery 's 'the nurſe of crimes. 

Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is ſhown 

(A virtue never near a throne) ; 

in courts ſuch freedom muſt offend, 

There none preſumes to be a friend, 

To thoſe of your exalted ſtation 

Each courtier is a dedication. 


And turn my morals to a jeſt ? | 
The muſe diſdains to ſteal from thoſe 
Who thrive in courts by fulſome proie. 
But ſhall 1 hide your real praiſe, 

Or tell you what a nation ſays ? 

They in your infant boſom trace 
The virtues of your royal race, 

In the fair dawning of your mind 
Diſcern you gen'rous, mild, and kind : 
They ſee you grieve to hear diſtreſs, 
And pant already to redreſs, | 
Go on, the height of good attain, 
Nor let a nation hope in vain ; 

For hence we juſtly may preſage _ 
The virtues of a riper age. 

True courage ſhall your boſom fire, 
And future actions own your fire. 
Cowards are cruel, but the brave 
Love mercy, and delight to ſave. 

A Tiger roaming for his prey, 
Sprung on a Trav ller in the way; 
The proſtrate game a Lion ſpies, 

And on the greedy tyrant flies: 

With mingled roar reſounds the wood, 

T heir teeth, their claws, diſtil with blood; 
Till, vanquiſh'd by the Lion's ſtrength, 

The ſpotted foe extends his length. 

The Man beſought the ſhaggy lord, 

And on his knees for life implor d; 


His life the rn hero gave: 


1 walking to his cave, 
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The lion thus beſpoke his gueſt : 
What hardy beaſt ſhall dare conteſt 
My matchleſs ſtrength? You ſaw the fight, 
And muſt atteſt my pow'r and right. 
Forc'd to forego their native home, 
My ſtarving ” aſh at diſtance roam 
Within theſe woods I reign alone, PR 
The boundleſs foreſt is my own. 
Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood, 
Have dyed the regal den with blood, 
Theſe carcaſes on either hand, 
Thoſe bones that whiten all the land, 
My former deeds and triumphs tell, 
Beneath theſe jaws what numbers fell. 
True, ſays the man, the ſtrength I ſaw 
Might well the brutal nation awe; _ 
But ſhall a monarch, brave like you, : 
Place glory in fo falſe a view? | 
Robbers invade their neighbours' right: 
Be lov'd; let juſtice bound your might. | 
Mean are ambitious heroes boaſts 
Of waſted lands and flaughtered hoſts : 
Pirates their pow'r by murders gain; -il 
Wiſe kings by love and mercy reign. | 
To me your clemency hath ſhown 
The virtue worthy of a throne. | | 
Heaven gives you pow'r above the reſt, 
Like Heaven to ſuecour the diſtreſt. 
The caſe is plain, the monarch ſaid; 
Falſe glory hath my youth miſled ; 
For beaſts of prey, a ſervile train, 
Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 
You reaſon well. Yet tell me, friend, 
Did ever you in courts attend ? 
For all my fawning rogues agree, 
That haman heroes rule like me. 


6 122. FABLE 11. The Spaniel ant the Camelem. 
A SPANIEL, bred with all the care 


That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 
Ne er felt correction's rigid hand: 
Indulg'd to diſobey command, 
In pamper'd eaſe his hours were ſpent ; 
He never knew what learning meant. 
duch forward airs, fo pert, ſo ſmart, 
Were ſure to win his lady heart: 
Tach little miſchief gain d him praiſe; 
How pretty were his fawning ways! 
The wind was ſouth, the morning fair, 
He ventures forth to take the air: 
He ranges all the meadow round, 
And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground ; 
When near him a Cameleon ſeen 
Was ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from the green, 
Dear emblem of the flatt'ring hoſt, ' 
hat, live with clowns? a genius loſt ! 
o cities and the court repair, 
fortune cannot fail thee there ; 
referment ſhall thy talents crown: 
lieve me, friend; I know the town. 
vir, lays the ſycophant, like you, 
Of old, politer life I knew : | 
Ke you, a courtier born and bred, 
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My whiſper always met ſucceſs ; 


The ladies prais'd me for addreſs. 


knew to hit each courtier's paſſion, 
And flatter'd ev'ry vice in fathion. | 

But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 

At once cut ſhort my proſp'rous days; 
And, ſentenc'd to retain my nature, 
Fransform'd me to this crawling creature. 
Doom'd to a life obſcure and mean, 


I wander in this ſylvan ſcene. 


For Jove the heart alone regards; 


He puniſhes what man rewards. 


How different is thy caſe and mine 
With men at leaſt you ſup and dine; 
While I, condemn'd to thinneſt fare, 
Like thoſe I flatter'd, feed on air. 


a en. g 


F 123. FABLE III. The Mather, the Nurſe, and 


the Fairy. 
IVE me a fon. The bleſſing ſent, 


Were ever parents more content ? 
How partial are their deting eyes 
No child is half fo fair and wiſe, 


| Wak'd to the morning's pleaſing care, 


The mother roſe, and ſought her heir, 
She ſaw the Nurle, like one poſſeſt 


| With wringing hands, and ſobbing breaſt, 


Sure ſome diſaſter has befel : 
Speak, Nurſe ! I hope the boy is well? 
Dear Madam, think not me to blame; 
Inviſible: the Fairy came: 
Your precious babe is hence convey'd, 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
Where are the father's mouth and noſe, 
The mother's eyes, as black as floes ? 
See here, a ſhocking awkward creature, 
That ſpeaks a fool in ev'ry feature. 
The woman 's blind, the mother cries; 
[ ſee wit ſparkle in his eyes. | 
Lord, Madam, what a ſquinting leer 
No doubt the Fairy hath been here. 
Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, a pigmy Sprite 
Pops through the key-hole, ſwift as light; 
Perch'd on the cradle's top he ſtands, 
And thus her follygreprimands : ' 
Whence ſprung the vain conceited lie, 
That we the world with fools ſupply ? 
What! give our ſprightly race away, 
For the dull helpleſs ſons of clay! 
Beſides, by partial fondneſs ſhewn, 
Like you, we doat upon our own. 
Where yet was ever found a mother, 
Who 'd give her booby for another? 
And ſhould we change with human brees, 
Well might we paſs tor fools indeed. 


$ 124. FABLE IV, The Engle and the Afembly 
nt f 


of Animals. 


| A Jupiter's all- ſeeing eye 


Survey'd the worlds beneath the ky, 
From this ſmall. ſpeck of earth were ſent 


Murmurs and ſounds of diſcontent; 


Kings lean'd an ear to Wher | faid. 
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For ev' ry thing alive complain d 
That he the hardeſt life ſuſtain d. 
Jove calls his Eagle. At the word 
Before him ſtands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from heaven's height 
Downward direQs his rapid flight; 
Then cited ev'ry living thing 
To hear the mandates of his king. 
Ungrateful creatures! whence ariſe 
Theſe murmurs which offend the ſkies ? 
Why this diforder ? ſay the cauſe ; 
For juſt are Jove's eternal laws. 
— each his diſcontent e 
o yon ſoũr I firſt al. 
- Hard is = the 4 lies: 
On what fleet nerves the Greyhound flies 
While I, with weary ſtep and flow, 
O'er plains, and vales, and mountains go. 
The morning ſees my chace begun, 
Nor ends it till the ſetting ſun. IT 
When (fays the Greyhound) I purſue, 
My game is loſt, or caught in view; 
Beyond my fight the prey 's ſecure : 
The Hound is flow, but always ſure; 
And had I his ſagacious ſcent, 
Jove ne'er had heard my diſcontent. 
The Lion crav'd the Fox's art; 
The Fox the Lion's force and heart; 
The Cock implor'd rhe Pigeon's flight, 
Whaſe wings were rapid, ſtrong, and light; 
The Pigeon ſtrength of wing deſpis d, 
And the Cock's matchleſs valour priz d; 
The Fiſhes wiſh'd to graze the plain; 
The Beaſts to ſkim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious of another's ſtate, | 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 
The bird of Heaven then cricd aloud : 
Jove bids diſperſe the murm'ring crowd; 
The God rejects your idle praycrs. 


Would ye, rebellious mutineers, 


- Entirely change your name and nature, 


And be the very envied creature? 
What! falent all, and none conſent ? 
Be happy then, and learn content : 
Nor imitate the reſtleſs mind, 

And proud ambition, of mankind, 


$ 125. FABLE v. The Wild Boar and the Ram. 


A GAINST an elm a ſheep was tied, 
The butcher's knife in blood was dyed ; 
The patient flock, in ſilent fright, 
From far beheld the horrid fight : 
A ſavage Boar, who near th:m ſtood, 
Thus mock d to ſcorn the fleecy brood ; 
All cowards ſhovld be ſerv'd like you. 
See, fee, your murd'rer is in view! _ 
With purple hands, and recking knife, 
He ſtrips the ſkin yet warm with life: 
Your quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of hat mleſs lambs, 


Call for revenge, O ſtupid race 


The heart that wants revenge is baſe, 
I 1 an ancient Ram replies, 
We bear no terror in our cycs: 
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Yet think us not of ſoul ſo tame, 

Which no repeated wrongs iuflame, 
Inſenſible of ev'ry ill, 

Becauſe we want thy tuſks to kill. 
Know, thoſe who violence purſue, 

Give to themſelves the vengeance due; 

For in theſe maſſacres they find 

The two chief plagues that waſte mankind, 
Our ſkin ſupplies the wrangling bar; 
It wakes their ſlumb ring ſons to war; 
And well revenge may reſt contented, 
Since drums and parchment were invented, 


— 


$ 126. FABLE vi. The Miſer and Plutus, 


THE wind was high, the window ſhakes; 
Witli ſudden ſtart the Miſer wakes; 

Along the ſilent room he ſtalks; 

Looks back, and trembles as he walks ! 
Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries, 

In ev'ry creek and corner pries ; 
Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor'd, 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 

He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt ; 
By conſcience ſtung, he widely ſtares, 

And thus his guilty ſoul declares : 
| Had the deep earth her ſtores confin'd, 
This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 
But virtue 's fold ! Good gods ! what price 
Can recompenſe the pangs of vice? 
O bane of good] ſeducing cheat 
Can man, weak man, thy pow'r defeat? 


| | Gold baniſh'd honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind; 


Gold ſow'd the world with ev'ry ill; 
Gold taught the murderer's ſword to kill: 
'T was gold inſtructed coward hearts 
In treachery's more pernicious arts. 
Who can recount the miſchiefs o'er? 
Virrye reſides on earth no more! 

'He ſpoke, and figh'd. In angry mood, 
Plutus, his god, before him ſtood. 
The Miſer, trembling, lock'd his cheſt; 
The viſion frown'd, and thus addreſs'd: 
- Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 


Each ſordid raſcal's daily cant ? 


Did I, baſe wretch! corrupt mankind ? 
he fault 's in thy rapacious mind. 
cauſe my bleflings are abus'd, 

I be cenſur'd, curs'd, accus'd? 

E'en virtue's ſelf by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade; 

And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion) - 

Grows tyranny, and rank oppreſſion. 

Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 

Gold is the canker of the breaſt; 

'Tis av'rice, inſolence, and pride, 

And ev'ry ſhocking vice beſide: _ 

But when to virtuous hands tis given, 

It bleſſes like the dews of heaven; 

Like Heaven, it hears the orphan's cries, 

And wipes the tears from widows eyes. 

Their crimes on gold ſhall miſers lay, 


Who paymn'd their ſordid ſouls for pay ? 


Let 
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Let bravoes then ( when blood is ſpilt) | As Doris, at her toilet's duty, %G 
Upbraid the paſſive {word with guilt, Sat meditating on her beauty, = 3 
— | She now was penſive, now was gays 


1 3 | And loll'd the ſultry hours away. 
enn, BOO ae — 2 the —_ ans As thus in indolence the hes, 


| , , es A giddy waſp around her flies. 
: A LION, tir'd with ſtate affairs, N 3 re now retires, 


Quite fick of pomp, and worn with cares, Now to her neck and cheek afpires. 


Reſolv'd (remote rom noiſe and ſtrife) Her fan in vain defends her charms; 
In peace to paſs his latter life. |] Swift he returns, again alarms; 
It was proclaim'd ; the day was ſet: For by repulſe he bolder grew, | 
Behold the gen'ral council MTs Perch'd on her lip, and ſipp'd the dew, 
The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The crowd She frowns, ſhe frets. Good gods ! ſhe cries, 
To the new Regent humbly bow'd. Protect me from theſe teaſing flies! ; 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers bend, Of all the plagues that Heaven hath ſent, 


And ftrive who moſt ſhall condeſcend. A Waſp is moſt impertinent. 


He ſtraight aſſumes a ſolemn grace, The hov'ring inſect thus complain'd : 


Colle&s his wiſdom in his face. Am I then fliohted. foorn'd. -diflain? 
The crowd admire his wit, his ſenſe ; | od dams... , ſcorn'd, -difdain'd 2 


: Can ſuch offence your anger wake? 
Each word hath weight and conſequence, Twas beauty caus'd the bold miſtake. 
The flatt'rer all his art wap” 2 : Thoſe cherry lips that breathe rfume, 
He who hath power is ſure of praiſe. © | That cheek fo ripe with outhfal bloom, 
A fox ſtepp'd forth before the reſt, Made me with ſtrong dekire purſue 


And thus the ſervile throng addreſs'd: 
How vaſt his talents; born to rule, 
And train'd in virtue's honeſt ſchool ! 
What clemency his temper ſways ! 
How uncorrupt are all his ways! The creature 's civil and polite. 
Beneath his conduct and command In ecſtaſies away he poſts ; 
; Rapine ſhall ceaſe to waſte the land. Where'er he came the favour boaſts; 
His brain bath ſtratagem and art; Brags how her ſweeteſt tea he ſips, 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart. And ſhews the ſagar on his lips. 
What bleſſings muſt attend the nation The hint alarm'd the forward crew; 
Under this good adminiſtration ! | Sure of ſucceſs, away they flew. 
He faid. A Gooſe, who diſtant ſtood, - They ſhare the dainties of the day, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood : | Round her with airy muſic play; 
Whene'er I hear a knave commend, And now they flutter, now they reſt, 
He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. Now ſear again, and ſkim her breaft. 
V hat praiſe ! what mighty commendation ! Nor were they baniſh'd till ſhe found 


But 'twas a Fox who ſpoke th' oration. That Waſps have ftings, and felt the mas. 
| Foxes this government may prize, | 


As gentle, plentiful, and wile ; | 20. FABLE * The Bull and the Mafiife 
If they enjoy the ſweets, tis plain, 8 2 you to train your fav'rite boy ; 
We Geeſe muſt feel a tyrant reign. 8 Each caution, ev ry care employ : 

What havoc now ſhall thin our race, And ere you venture to conſide, 

When jev'ry petty clerk in place, | | 4 


The faireſt peach that ever grew. 

Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
Nor murder Waſps like vulgar flies: 
For though he 's free, (to do him right) 


. Let his preceptor's heart be tried: 
To prove his taſte, and ſeem polite, Weigh — his manners, life, and ſcope; 
Will feed on Geeſe both noon and night ! On «a depends thy furur - hope. PCs I 
> 8 As on a time, in praceful reign, N 
$ 1238, FABLE vin. The Lady and the Waſp. A Bull enjoy'd the flow'ry A | 
WH AT whiſpers muſt the beauty bear ! A Maſtiff paſs'd ; inflam'd with ire, | 
W hat hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear ! His eye-balls ſhot indignant fire; | 
Where'er her eyes diſpenſe their charms, He foam'd, he rag'd with thirſt of blood, | 
Impertinence around her ſwarms. Spurning the ground the monarch ſtood, | 
Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, _ And roar'd aloud—Suſpend the fight; ll 
Contempt and ſcorn might ſoon diſlike: In a whole ſkin go hoop to-night : = 1 
Forbidding airs might thin the place; I ] Or tell me, ere the battle rage, | 
The ſlighteſt flap a fly can chaſe. | What wrongs provoke thee to engage? F 
But who can drive the num'rous breed ! Ils it ambition fires thy breaſt, ; 
Chaſe one, another will ſucceed. Ir avarice, that ne er can reſt ? = 
Who knows a fool, muſt know his brother; | From theſe alone unjuſtly being ; i 
One fop will recommend another : The world-deſtroying wrath of kings. ' 
And with this plague ſhe 's rightly curſt, The furly Maſtiff thus returns: | 
Becauſe the liſten'd to the firſt, Within my boſom glory burns. ER | 
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Like heroes of eternal name, 

Whom poets fing, I fight for fame. 
The butcher's ſpirit- ſtirring mind 
To daily wer my youth inclin'd 
He train d me to heroic deed; 
Taught me to conquer, or to bleed. 


Curs d Dog! the Bull replied; no more | 


J wonder at thy thirſt of gore; 

For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whoſe hands with cruclty are ftain'd, 
His daily murders in thy view) 

Mufti, like thy tutor, blood purſue. 


Take then thy fate. With goring wound, 


At once he lifts him from the ground: 
Aloft the ſprawling hero flies; 
Mangled he falls, * how!s, and dies. 


& 130. FABLE x. The Elephant and the Beokfelter. 


THE man who with undaunted toils 
Sails unknown ſeas to unknown ſoils, 
With various wonders feaſts his fight : 
What firanger wonders does he write 
We read, and in deſcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : 
For, when we riſk no contradiftion, 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. 
Thoſe things that ſtartle me or you, 

J grant are ſtrange, yet may be true. 
Who doubts that Elephants are found 
For ſcience and for ſenſe renown'd ? 
Borri records their ſtrength of parts, 
Exrent of thought, and kill in arts; 
How they perform the law's decrees, 
And fave the ſtate the hangman's fees ; 
And how by travel underſtand 

The language of another land. 

Let thoſe who queſtion this report, 

To Pliny's ancient page reſort : 

How learn'd was that ſagacious breed! 


Who now like them the Greek can read 


As one of theſe, in days of yore, 
Rummag' d a ſhop of learning oer; 
Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding; 
A book his curious eye detains, 
Where with exacteſt care and pains 
Were cv'ry beaſt and bird portray'd, 
That e ex the fearch of man ſurvey'd. 
Their natures and their pow'rs were writ 
With all the pride of human wit. 
The page he with attention ſpread, 
And thus remark d on what he read: 

Man with ſtrong reaſon is endow d; 

A beaſt ſcarce inſtinct is allow'd. 
But let this author's work be tried; 


Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can ht diſtern the different natures, 


And weigh the pow'r of other creatures, | 
Who by the partial work hath ſhewn © 
He knows ſo little of his own ? 

How falſely is the ſpaniel drawn ! 

Did man from him tirſt learn to fawn ? 
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He the chief flatt'rer nature made 
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A dog proficient in the trade! 


Go, Man, the ways of courts diſcern, 

You Il find a ſpamel ſtill might tears. 

How can the Fox's theft ahd plunder 

Provoke his cenſure or his wonder ? 

From courtiers' tricks, and lawyers' arts, 

The fox might well improve his parts, 

The lion, wolf, and tiger's brood, 

He curſes for their thirſt of blocd : 

But is not man to man a prey? 

Beaſts Kill for hunger, men for pay, 
The Bookſeller, who heard lum fpeak, 

And ſaw him turn a page of Greek, 

Thovght, what a genius have I found ! 

Then thus addreſs d with bow profound: 
Learn'd Sir, if you d emplay your pen 

Againf the ſenſeleſs ſons of men, | 

Or write the hiſtory of Siam, 

No man is better pay than I am; 

Or, fince you re learn'd in Greek, let's ſee 

Something againſt the Trini r. 
When, wrinkling with a ſneer his trhnk, 

Friend, quoth the Elephant, you 're dtunk, 

E'en keep your money, and be wile : 

Leave man on man to criticiſe : 

For that you ne'er can want a pen 

Among the ſenſeleſs ſons of men, 

They unprovok'd will court the fray ; 

Envy *s a ſharper ſpur than pay. 

No author ever ſpar'd a brother; 

Wits are game-cocks to eng another. 
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the Gooſe. 


* beauty faults confpicuous grow; 
The ſmalleſt ſpeck is ſeen on ſnow, 
As near a barn, by hunger led, 

A Peacock with the poultry fed ; | 

All view'd him with an envious eye, N 

And mock'd his gaudy pageantry. 

He, conſcious of ſuperior merit, 

Contemns their baſs reviling ſpirit; 

His ſtate and dignity afſumes, 

And to the fun difolays his plumes ; 

Which, like the heavens' o'er-arching ſkies, 

Are ſpangled with a thouſand eyes. 

The circling -rays, and varied light, 

At once confound their dazzled fight : 

On ev'ry tongue detraction burns, 

And malice prompts their ſpleen by turns. 
Mark with what inſolence and pride 

The creature takes his haughty ſtride, 

The Turkey cries. Can ſpleen contain ? 

Sure never bird was half ſo vain ! 

But, were intrinſic merit ſeen, 

We Turkeys have the whiter ſkin. ” 
From tongue to tongue they caught abuſe 3 
And next was heard the hiſſing Gooſe: 
What hideous!legs ! what filthy claws ! 

I ſcorn to cenſure little flaws. 

Then what a horrid ſqualling throat! 

Ev'n owls are frighted at the note. 


True 


7 
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True thoſe are faults, the Peacock cries; 
My ſcream, my ſhanks, you may deſpiſe : 
But ſuch blind critics rail in vain ; 

What ! qverlook my radiant train ! 

Know, did my legs (your ſcorn and ſport) 
The Turkey-or the Goole ſupport, - 

And did ye ſcream with harſher found, 
Thoſe faults in you had ne'er been found ! 
To all apparent beauties blind, 

Each blemiſh ſtrikes an envious mind. 

Thus in aſſemblies have I ſeen 
A nymph of brighteſt charms and mien 
Wake envy in each ugly face ; 

And buzzing ſcandal fills the place. 


$ 132. FABLE XII, Cupid, men, and Plutus. 


A Cupid in Cythera's grove 
* Employ'd the leſſer pow'rs of love; 
Some ſhape the bow, or fit the ſtring; 
Some give the taper ſhaft its wing. 
Or turn the poliſh'd quiver's mould 
Or head the darts with temper d cold, 
Amidſt their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with aſſuming air, | 
Addreſs d the God: Thou purblind chit, 
Of awkward and ill-judging wit, | 
If matches are not better made, 
At once I muſt forſwear my trade. 
You ſend me ſuch ere folks, 
That tis a ſhame to fell them yokes; 
They ſquabble for a pin, a feather, 
And wonder how they came together. 
The huſband s ſullen, dogged, ſhy ; 
The wife grows flippant in reply ; 
He loves command and due reſtriction, 
And ſhe as well likes contradiction: 
She never laviſhly ſubmits; | 
She have her will, or have her fits: 
He this way tugs, ſhe t other draws; 
The man grows jealous, and with cauſe ; 
Nothing can fave him bur divorce ; 
And here the wife complies of courſe, 
When, ſays the boy, had I to do 
With either your affairs or you? 
I never idly ſpent my darts; 
on trade in mercenary hearts. 
For ſettlements the lawyer 's feed ; 
Is my hand witneſs to the deed ? 
If they like cat and dog agree, 
Go rail at Plutus, not at me. | 
Plutus appear'd, and faid—'Tis true, ; 
In marriage gold is all their view 
They ſeek no beauty, wit, or ſenſe 
And love is ſeldom the pretence. 
All offer incenſe at my ſhrine, 
And I alone the bargain ſign. 
How can Belinda blame her fate? 
She only aſk'd a great eſtate, 
is was rich enough, 'tis true; 
Her lord muſt give her title too: 
And cv'ry man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune aſks, and aſks no more, 
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And on a hood or apron dines 


th 
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For men in diſtant regions roam 


— — 


And man, that was his terror, ſcorns. 


From tent to tent ſhe ſpreads her flame; 


Made captive in a lady's room ! 


He day by day her favour gains, 


{Like any other gentleman. 


Wa 
Av'rice, whatever ſhape it bears, 
Muſt {till be coupled with its cares. 


$ 133. FABLE XIIf: The Tame Stag, 


AS a young Stag the thicket paſs'd, 
The branches held his antlers faſt ; 
A clown, who ſaw the captive hung, 
Acroſs the horns his halter flung. 
Now fafely hamper'd in the cord, 
He bore the preſent to his lord. 
His lord was pleas'd; as was the clown, 
When he was tipp'd with half-a-crown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife; 
The render lady begg d his life, | 
How fleck 's the ſkin! how ſpeck'd like erainey 
Sure never creature was ſo charming! 
At firſt, within the yard copfin'd, 
He flies, and hides from all mankind; 
Now, boldet grown, with fix'd amaze, 
And diſtant awe, preſumes to gaze: 
Munches the linen on the lines, 


He ſteals my little maſter's bread, 

Follows the ſervants to be fed: 

Nearer and nearer now he ſtands, 

To feel the praiſe of patting hands; 

Examines every fiſt for meat, 

And, though repuls'd, diſdains retreat; 

Attacks again with levell'd horns; 4 
Such is the country maiden's fright, 

When firſt a red-coat is in fight; 

Behind the door ſhe hides her face; 

Next time at diſtance eyes the lace ; 

She now can all his terrors ſtand, 

Nor from his ſqueeze withdraws her hand, 

She plays familiar in his arms, 

And ev'ry ſoldier hath bis charms. 


For cuſtom conquers fear and ſhame, 


$ 134. FABLE XIV. The Monkey why bad ſcen 
_ tbe World. | 11 

MONKEY, to reform the times, 

Reſolv'd to viſit foreign climes : . 


To bring politer manners home. 
So forth he fares, all toil defies ; 
Misfortune ſerves to make us wiſe. 

At length the treach'rous ſnare was laid; 
Poor Pug was caught, to town convey'd, 
There fold. How envied was his doom, 


Proud as a lover of his chains, 


Whene'er the duty of rhe day 
The toilet calls, with mimic play | 
He twirls her knots, he cracks her fan, ' 
In viſits too his parts and wit, —_ 
When jeſts grew dull, were ſure to hit. 
Proud with applauſe, = thought his mind 
ln ev'ry courtly art refin'd; © et 
0 1. 
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Like Orpheus burnt with public zeal, 
To civilize the monkey weal : 
So watch'd occaſion, broke his chain, 
And fought his native woods again. 
The hairy ſylvans round him preſs, 
Aſtoniſh d at his ſtrut and dreſs. 
Some praiſe his ſleeve; and others glote 
Upon his rich embroider'd coat ; 
His dapper periwig commending, , 
With the black rail behind depending : 
His powder'd back, above, below, 
Like hoary froſt, or fleecy ſnow ; 
Bur all with envy and defire 
1 ſhoulder-knot admire. 
ear and improve, he pertly cries ; 
F come to make a nation Side. 
Weigh your own worth, ſupport your place 
The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long I paſs d my days, | 
Convers'd with men, and learn'd their ways: 
Their dreſs, their courtly manners ſee ; . 
Reform your ſtate, and copy me. 
Seek ye to thrive? in flatt ry deal; 
Your ſcorn, your hate, with that conceal. 
Seem only to regard your friends, 
Bur uſe them for your private ends. 
Strat not to truth the flow of wit; 
Be prompt to lie whene'er tis fit. 
Bend all your force to fpatter merit ; 
Scandal is converſation's ſpirit. 
Boldly to ev'ry thing attend, 
And men your talents ſhall! commend. 
1 knew the great. Obſerve me right; 
So ſhall you like man polite. 
He ſpoke, and bow'd. With mutt'ring jaw 
The wond'ring circle grinn'd applauſe. 
Now, warm with malice, envy, ſpite, 
Their moſt obliging friends they bite; 
And, fond to human ways, 
Practiſe new mi Niefs all their days, 
Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchout, 
With travel finiſhes the fool ; 
Studious of ev'ry coxcomb's airs, 
He drinks, games, dreſſes, whores, and ſwears ; 
O'erlooks with ſcorn all virtuous arts; 
For vice is fitted to his parts. 


— 


* 


$ 135. FABLE XV. The Pbilgſipber and the 
Pheaſants. . ; : 


THE Sage, awak d at early day, 
Thro the deep foreſt took his way; 


Drawn by the m 
Along the winding gloom he roves: 
From tree to tree the warbling throats 
Pralong the ſweet alternate notes. 

But where he paſs d he terror threw ; 
The ſong broke ſhort, the warblers flew ; 
The thruſhes chatter d with . 
And nightingales abhorr'd his ſight; 

All animals before him ran, 

To ſhun the hateful ſight of man. 

- Whence is this dread of ev'ry creature ? 
Fly ** figure, ox our nature 


of the groves, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


: Boox 1. 


As thus he walk'd in muſing thought, 
His ear imperfect accents caught; 
With cautious ſtep he nearer drew : 
By the thick ſhade conceal'd from view, 
High on the branch a Pheaſant ſtood ; 
Around her all her liſt' ning brood ; 
Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 
She thus a mother's care expreſs'd ; 


| No dangers here ſhall circumvent ; 


Within the woods enjoy content. 
Sooner the hawk or . truſt 

Than man, of animals the worſt; 

In him ingratitude you ſind; 

A vice peculiar to the kind. 

The ſheep, whoſe annual fleece is dyed 
To guard his health, and ferve his pride, 


| [ Forc'd from his fold and native plain, 


Is in the cruel ſhambles ſlain. 
The ſwarms who, with induftrious ſkill, 
His hives with wax and honey fill, 

In vain whole ſummer days employ'd, 
Their ſtores are fold, their race defſtroy'd, 
What tribute from the gooſe is paid! 
Does not her wing all ſcience aid ? 

Does it not lovers hearts explain, 

And drudge to raiſe the merchant's gain 
What now rewards this gen'ral uſe ? 

He takes the quills, and ears the gooſe. 
Man then avoid, deteſt his ways 

So ſafety ſhall pfolong your days. 

When 3 are thus acquitted, 

Be ſure we Pheaſants muſt be ſpitted. 


$ 136. FABLE XVI. The Pin and the Needle, 


A PIN, who long had ferv'd a beauty, 
Proficient in the toilet's duty, 

Had form'd her fleeve, confin'd her hair, 

Or given her knot a ſmarter air, teh 

Now neareſt to her heart was plac'd, 

Now in her mantua's tail diſgrac'd: 

But could ſhe partial fortune blame, 

Who ſaw her lover ſerv'd the fame ? 

Art length, from all her honours caft, 

Through various turns of life ſhe paſs d; 

Now glitter'd on a taylor's arm 

Now kept a beggar's infant warm 

Now, rang'd within a miler's coat, 

Contributes to his yearly groat: 

Now rais'd again from low approach, 

She viſits in the doctor's coach; : 

Here, there, by various fortune toſt, 

At laſt in Greſham-hall was loft, | 

Charm'd with the wonders of the ſhow, 

On ev'ry fide, above, below, 

She now of this or that enquires ; 

What leaſt was underſtood admires. | 

'Tis plain, each thing fo ſtruck her mind, 

Her head 's of virtuoſo kind. 105 

And pray what 's this, and this, dear Su ? 

A needle, ſays th' interpreter. 

She knew the name: and thus the fool 


5 1 her as à taylor 's tot: 


A ncedle 
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I follow real worth and fame. 


Of no more conſequence than you. 


Deep in the wood ſecure he lay; 


Book i 
A needle with that filthy ſtone, 
Quite idle, all with ruſt o'ergrown ! ) 
You better might employ your parts, 

And aid the ſempſtreſs in her arts. 
But tell me how the friendſhip grew 


Between that paltry flint and you. 
Friend, ſays the Needle, ceaſe to blame; 


— 


Know'ſt thou the loadſtone's pow'r and art, 
That virtue virtues can impart ? | 
Of all his talents I partake ; | 

How can I ſuch a friend forſake 

'Tis I direct the pilot's hand ; 

To ſhun the rocks and treach'rous ſand 3 
By me the diſtant world is known, 

And either India is our own. |, 

Had I with milliners been bred, 

What had I been? the guide of thread, 
And drudg'd as vulgar needles do, 


— 


$ 137. FABLE XVII. The Shepherd's Dog and 
tbe Walf. 
A WOLF, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold; 


The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the ſhepherd's wakeful care 
Had ſpread the toils, and watch'd the ſnare ; 
In vain the Dog purſued his pace; | 
The fleeter robber mock d the chace. 
As Lightfoot rang'd the foreſt roung, 
By chance his foe's retreat he found, 
A truce, replies the Wolf. Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun: N 
How can that ſtrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defenceleſs kindꝰ a 
Thoſe jaws ſhould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood 
Great fouls with gen'rous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt. 
How harmleſs is our fleecy care ! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare. 
Friend, ſays the Wolf, the matter weigh ; 
Nature defign'd us beaſts of prey; 
As ſuch, when hunger finds a treat, 
Tis neceſſary Wolves ſhauld eat. 
If, mindful of the bleating weal. 
Thy boſom burn with real zeal, 
Hence, and thy tyrant lord beſeech; 
To him repeat the moving ſpeech: 
A Wolf eats ſheep but now and then; 
Ten thouſands are devour'd by men. 
An open foe may prove a and ; 
But a pretended friend is worſe, 


y 133, FABLE XVIII. The Painter who pleaſed 
nobody and every body. 
LEST men ſuſpe& your tale untrue, 
Keep probability in view. 
The tray'ller leaping o'er thoſe bounds, 
The credit of his book confounds, | 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


That ev'ry eye the picture knew 3 


{ A Venus' and Apollo's face, 


Each found the likeneſs in his thought, 


109 
Who with his tongue hath armies routed, 
Makes ev'n his real courage doubted : 
But flatt'ry never ſeems abfurd, ; 
The flatter'd always take your word : 
[mpoſlibilities ſeem juſt 3 
They take the ſtrongeſt praiſe on truſt. 
Hyperboles, tho' ne ex ſo great, 
Will ſtill come ſhort of ſelf- conccit. 

So very like a painter drew, 


He hit complexion, feature, air, 

So juſt, the life itſelf was there. 

No flatt'ry with his colours laid, . 
To bloom reſtor d the faded maid ; 
He gave each muſcle all its ſtrength; 
The mouth, the chin, the noſe's le 
His honeſt pencil touch'd with truth, 
And mark'd the date of age and youth. 
He loſt his friends, his practice fail d 
Truth ſhould not always be reveal'd ; 
In duſty piles his pictures lay, 

For no one ſent the ſecond pay. 

Two buſtos, fraught with ev'ry grace, 


He plac'd in view; reſolv'd to pleaſe 
Whoever fat, he drew from theſe; 
From theſe corrected ev'ry feature, 

And ſpirited each awkward: creature. 

All things were ſet; the hour was come, 
His pallet ready o'er his thumb, 

My Lord appear'd ; and, ſeated right 
In proper attitude and light, | 
The painter look'd, he ſketch'd the piece, 
Then dipp'd his pencil, talk'd of Greece, 
Of Titian's tints, of Guido's air; | 
Thoſe eyes, my Lord, the ſpirit there 
Might well a Raphael's hand require, 
To give them all the native fire; | 
The features fraught with ſenſe and wir, 
You 'I grant, are very hard to hit; 
But yet with patience you ſhall view 
As much as paint and art can do. 
Obterve the work. My Lord replied, 
Till now I thought my mouth was wide; 
Beſides, my noſe is ſomewhat long; 
Dear Sir, for me tis far too young. 

Oh pardon me ! the artiſt cried, 
In this the painters muſt decide. 
Lhe piece even common eyes muſt ſtrike 
[ warrant it extremely like. | 

My Lord examin'd it anew z + 
No looking-glaſs ſeem' d half fo true. 

A Lady came; with borrow'd grace 
He from his Venus form'd her face. 

Her lover prais'd the Painter's art; 
So like the picture in his heart 
To ev'ry age ſome charm he lent; 
Ev'n beauties were almoſt content, 

Thro' all the town his art they prais d ʒ 
His cuſtom grew, his price was rais d. 
Had he the real likeneſs ſhewn, 

Would any man the picture own ? 
But when thus happily he wrought, 
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Its | 
$ 139. FABLE XIX. The Lion and the Cub. 
2 fond are men of rule and place, 
Who court it from the mean and baſe ! 
Theſe cannot bevr an equal nigh, i 
Bur from ſuperior merit fly. 
They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 
And loſe their hours in ale and ſmoke, 
There o'er ſome petty club prefide ; 
„ fo — their pride ! 
Nay] ev'n with fools whole nights will fit, 
In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. 
If theſe can read, to theſe I write, 
To ſet their worth in trueſt light. 
A Lion-cub, of ſordid mind, 
Avoided all the hon kind; Ft 
Fond of applauſe he ſought the feaſts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beaſts; 
With aſſes all his time he ſpent ; 
Their club's perpetual preſident. 
He caught their manners, looks, and airs; 
An afs in ev'ry thing but ears 
If e er his hi ſs _ a joke, 0 
They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpoke ; 
But « each word what ſhouts of — ! 
Good gods! how natural he brays ! | 

Elate with flatt'ry and conceit, 

He ſeeks his royal ſire's retreat; 
Forward, and fond to ſhew his parts, 
His highneſs brays; the Lion ftarts : - 

Puppy! that curs'd vociferation 
Betrays thy life and converſation : 
Coxcombs, an ever-noiſy race, 

Are trumpers of their own diſgrace. 

Why fo ſevere ? the Cub replies ; 
Our ſenate always held me wife. 

How weak is pride ! returns the fire ; 
All fools are vain when fools admire | 
But know, what ſtupid aſſes prize, 

Lions and noble beaſts deſpiſe. 


— 


$ 140. FABLE XX. The Old Hen and the Cock. 


REST RAIN your child; you *ll foon believe 
The text which ſays, * We ſprung from Eve. 
As an old Hen led forth her train, 
And ſeem'd to peck to ſhew the grain; 
She rak'd the chaff, ſhe fcratch'd the ground, 
And glean'd the ſpacious yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try ker wings, | 
On the well's narrow margin ſprings, 
And prone ſhe drops. The rc 's breaſt 
All day with forrow was ou . 
A Cock ſhe met; ber fon ſhe knew, 
And in her heart affection grew. 
, My ſon, ſays ſhe, I grant your years 
Have reach'd beyond a mother's carts. 
I fee you vig'rous, ſtrong, and bold; 
I hear with joy your triumphs told. 
Tis not from Cocks thy fate I dread; 
But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon well ; the fatal place 
Is ſure perdition to our race. 
Print this my counſel on thy breaſt; 
To the juſt gods I leave the reſt. 


* 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


* 


Book I. 
He thank d her care; yet day by day 

His boſom burn'd to diſobey; 

And ev'ry time the well he ſaw, 

Scorn ' d in his heart the fooliſh law : 

Near and more near cach day he drew, 

And long' d to try the dang' rous view. 


Why was this _ charge? he cries , 
Let courage female fears deſpiſe. 
Or did ſhe doubt my heart was brave, 
And therefore this injunction gave? 
Or does her harveſt ſtore the place, 
A treaſure for her younger race ? 
And would ſhe thus my ſearch prevent 
I ſtand reſolv'd, and dare tht event. 

Thus ſaid, he mounts the margin's round, 
And pries into the depth profound. 
He ftretch'd his neck; and from below 
With ſtretching neck advanc'd a foe : 
With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears : 
Threat anſwer d threat; his fury grew; 
Headlong to meet the war he flew; 
But when the wat'ry death he found, 
He thus lamented as he drown'd: 

I ne'er had been in this condition, 
But for my mother's prohibition. 


$ 141. FABLE XXI. The Rat-Catcher and Cats, 

"P8% rats by night ſuch miſchief did, 
Betty was ev'ry morning chid : 

They undermin'd whole fides of bacon; 

Her cheeſe was ſapp d, her tarts were taken; 

Her paſtięs, fenc'd with thickeſt paſte, 

Were all demoliſh'd and laid waſte. 

She curs'd the Cat for want of duty, 

Who left her foes a conſtant booty. 

An Engineer of noted ſkill 

Engag'd to ſtop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now ſurveys 
Their haunts, their works, their ſecret ways 3 
Finds where they ſcape an ambuſcade, 
And whence the nightly ſally 's made. 

An envious Cat from place to place, 
Unſcen, attends his filent pace. 

She faw that, if his trade went on, 
The purring race muſt be undone ; 
So ſecretly removes his baits, 
And ev'ry ſtratagem defeats. 

Again he ſets the poiſon'd toils, 
And Puſs again the labour foils. 

„What foe (to fruſtrate my deſigns) 
„My ſchemes thus nightly countermines? 
Incens'd, he cries : © rtis very hour - 
„The wretch ſhall bleed beneath my pow'r.“ 

So ſaid—a pond'rous trap he brought, 

And in the fact poor Puſs was caught. 
* Smuggler,” ſays he, . thou ſhalt be made 
© A victim to our loſs of trade.” 

The captive Cat, with piteous mews, 

For pardon, life, and freedom fues. 
A filter of the ſcience ſpare ; 
One int'reſ is our common care. 
« What inſolence !”” the man replied ; 


, 


* Shall Cats with us the game divide? 5 


Book J. 


« Were all your interloping band 
Extinguiſh d, or expell'd the land, 
« We Rat-catchers might raiſe our fees, 
« Sole guardians of a nation's cheeſe !” 

A Cat, who ſaw the lifted knife, 
Thus ſpoke, and fav'd her ſiſter's life: 

In ev'ry age and clime, we ſee 
Two of a trade can ne'er agree. a 5 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching z 
Squire ſtigmatiſes ſquire for poaching z 
© Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
And ſcandal pelts each other's charmsz 
« Kings too their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hape to make the world their own. 
gut let us limit our defires; 
Not war like beauties, kings, and ſquires; 
« Fr tho? we both one prey purſue, 
There 's game enough for us and you.” 


$ 142. FABLE XXII. The Goat without a Beard. 


TI gertain that the modiſh paſſions 
Deſcend among the crowd, like faſhions. 

Excuſe me then, if pride, conceit 

(The manners of the fair and great), 

1 give to monkeys, aſles, hogs, 

Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and dogs. 

I ſay that theſe are proud: what then? 

I never ſaid they equal men. 

A Goat (as vain as Goat can be) 
Aﬀected ſingularity. 

Wheae'er a thymy bank he found, 
He roll'd upon the fragrant ground; 
And then with fond attention ſtood, 
Fix'd o'er his image in the flood. 

« [ hate my frowzy beard,” he cries; 
My youth is loſt in this diſguiſe. 
« Did not the females know my vigour, 
« Well might they loath this rev'rend figure.” 

Reſolv'd to ſmooth his ſhaggy face, 

He fought the barber of the place. 

A flippant monkey, ſpruce and ſmart, 
Hard by profeſs'd the dapper art; 

His pole with pewter baſons hung; 
Black rotten teeth in order ſtrung; 
Rang'd cups that in the window ſtood, 
Lind with red rags, to look like blood, 
Did well his threefold trade explain; 


Who ſhav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a yein. 


The Goat he welcomes with an air, 
And ſeats him in his wooden chair : 
Mouth, noſe, and cheek the lather hides ; 
Light, ſmooth, and ſwift, the razor glides. 
* I hope your euſtom, Sir, ſays pug 
© Lure never face was half ſo ſmug.' _ 
The Goat, impatient for applauſe, 
Swifc to the neighb'ring hill withdraws ; 
The ſhaggy people grinn'd and ftar'd : 
* Heighday ! what s here, without a beard ? 
: ys brother, whence the dire diſgrace ? 
* What envious hand hath robb'd your face? 
When thus the fop, with ſmiles of ſcorn ;- 
Are beards by civil nations worn? 
en Muſcovites have mow'd their chins. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 


SACRED AND MORAL 


} Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 

And bear about the hairy load? d 

Whene'er we through the village tray, r, 

Are we not mock'd along the way, 

| Inſulted with loud ſhouts of ſcorn, 

By boys our beards diſgrac'd and torn?” | 
Were you no more with Goats to dwell, - 

Brother, I grant you reaſon well, 

Replies a bearded chief. * Beſide, 

If boys can mortify thy pride, 

How wilt thou ftand the ridicule 

Of our whole flock ? Affected fool: 

Coxcombs diftinguiſh'd from the reſt, 

To all but coxcombs are a jeſt. 


FABLE XXIII. The Old Woman ana 
her Cats. 7; 


WIO friendſhip with a knave hath made, 
Is judg'd a partner in the trade. 
The matron who conducts abroad 
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd ; 
And if a modeſt girl is ſeen 
|| With one who cures a lover's ſpleen, 
We gueſs her not extremely nice, 
And only wiſh to know her price. + 
Tis thus that on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 
N A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame, 
Beſide a little ſmoky flane 25 : 
Sat hov'riag, pinch'd with age and froſt: 
Her ſuriveli'd hands, with veins emboſt, . 
| Upon her knees her weight ſuſtains, = 
While palſy ſhook her crazy brains: 
She mumbles forth her backward pray'rs, 
An untam'd ſcold of fourſcore years. 
About her ſwarm'd a num'rous brood 
Of Cats, who lank with hunger mew'd. 

Teas'd with their crics, her choler grew]; 
And thus ſhe ſputter d: Hence, ye crew?! 
Fool that I was, to entertain N 
Such imps, fuch fiends, a helliſh train ! 


$ 143. 


I for a witch had ne'er been curs'd. 
To you I owe that crowds of boys 
Worry me with eternal noiſe ; 
Straws laid acroſs my pace retard; a 
The horſe-ſhoe 's nail d (each threſhold's guard); 
The ſtunted broom the wenches hide, * 
For fear that I ſhould up and ride; 
They ſtick. with pins my bleeding ſeat, 
And bid me ſhew my ſecret reat. 

«© To hear you prate would vex a faint : 
Who hath moſt reaſon of complaint? 
Replies a Cat. Let's come to proof: 
Had we ne'er ſtarv'd beneath your roof, 
We had, like others of our race, 
In credit liv'd, as beaſts of chace. 
|'Tis infamy to ſerve a hag; IS 
Cats are thought imps, her broom'a nag; 
And boys againſt our lives combine, : 
| Becauſe tis ſaid your cats have nine.“ 


$ 144. FABLE XXIV. The Butterfly and Snail. 
A. upſtarts iuſolent in place 
| Remind us of their vulgar race. 


hy, 


Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, | =_— 


wane + + 
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As, in the ſunſhine of the morn, 
A Butterfly but newly born 
Sat proudly. perking on a roſe, 
With pert conceit his boſom glows ; 
His wings, all glorious to behold, 
with azure, jet, and gold, . 

Wide he diſplays; the ſpangled dew 
Reflects his eyes, and various hue. 

His now- friend, a Snail, 
Beneath his houſe, with flimy trail, 
Crawls o'er the graſs ; whom when he ſpies, 
In wrath he to the gard ner crics : | 

„What means yon peaſant's daily toil, 
From choking weeds to rid the foil ? 
Why wake you to the morning's care ? 
Why with new arts-correct the year ? 
Why glows the peach with crimſon hue ? 
And why the plum's inviting blue ? 
Were they to feaſt his taſte dehgn'd, 
*That vermin of voracious kind ? 
Cruſh then the flow, the pilf ring race; 


So purge thy garden from diſgrace. * 
What 


arrogance !* the Snail replicd ; 

How inſolent is upſtart pride , 
13 not thus, with wo vain, 

rovok d my patience to complain, 
I had 4 thy meaner birth, 
Nor trac d thee to the ſcum of earth. 
For ſcarce nine ſuns have wak'd the hours, 
'To ſwell the fruit and * the flow rs, 
Since I thy humbler life ſurvey d, 
In baſe and ſordid guiſe array d; | 


A hideous inſect, vile, unclean, 


You dragg'd a flow and noitome train; 
And from your ſpider-bowels drew 
Foul film, aad ſpun the dirty clue. 

I own my humble life, good friend; 
Snail was I born, and Snail ſhall end. 
And what 's a Butterfly? At beſt 
Hes but a caterpillar dreſt; 

And all thy race (a num rous ſeed) 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed. 


5 145. FABLE XXV. The Scold and the Parrot. 
HE huſband thus reprev'd his wife : 

« Who deals in ſlander lives in ſtrife. 

Art thou the herald of diſgrace, © Is 

Denouncing war to all thy race ? 

Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 


Which ſpares no friend, nor ſex, nor age *. 


That viren tongue of yours, my dear, 
Alarms our * — 
Good Gods ! tis like a rolling river, 
That murm'ri 
3318 | | 
Like , it gathers ſtren going.” 

© Heighday ! . 
* How. is the fool, how wiſe ! 


A parrot's privilege forbidden ! 
You praiſe his talk, his ſqualling ſong ; © 
But wives are always in the wrong,” | 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


Boox [, 


Now reputations flew in pieces, 


[Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces : 


She ran the Parrot's language o'er, 
Bawd, huſſy, drunkard, flattern, whore; 
On all the ſex ſhe vents her fury; 
Tries and condemns without a jury. 
At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds; 
All join their forces to confound her; 
Puſs ſpits, the monkey chatters round her; 
The yelping cur her heels aſſaults; 
The magpye blabs out all her faults; 
Poll, in the uproar, from his cage, 
With this rebuke out- ſcream'd her rage: 
© A Parrot is for talking priz'd, 
But prattling women are deſpis'd. 
She who attacks another's honour 
Draws ev'ry living thing upon her. 
Think, Madam, when you ftretch your Jungs, 
That all Jour neighbours too have tongues, 
One flander muſt ten thouſand get; 
The world with int'reft pays the debt.“ 


A SNEAKING Cur, the maſter's ſpy, 
Rewarded for his daily lie, 

With ſecret jealouſies and fears 

Set all rogether by the cars. 

Poor Puls to-day was in diſgrace, 

Another cat ſupplied her place; 

The Hound was beat, the Maſtiff chid; 

The Monkey was the room forbid : 


Each to his deareſt friend grew ſhy, 


And none could tell the reaſon why. 

A plan to rob the houſe was laid : 
The thief with love ſeduc'd the maid; 
Cajol'd the Cur, and ſtrok'd his head, 
And bought his ſecrecy with bread. 

He next the Maſtiff s honour tried 
W hoſe honeft jaws the bribe defied. 
He ſtretch d his hand to proffer more; 
The ſurly dog his fingers tore. 

Swift ran the Cur; with indignation 
The maſter took his information. 

Hang him, the villain 's curſt, he cries ; 
And round his neck the halter tics. 

The Dog his humble ſuit preferr'd, 

And begg d in juſtice to be heard. 
The maſter ſat. On either hand 
The cited Dogs confronting ſtand. 
The Cur the bloody tale relates, 

And, like a lawyer, aggravates. 

Judge not unheard, the Maſtiff cried, 
But weigh the cauſe of either fide. 
Think not that treach'ry can be jult ; 
Take not informers' words on truſt. 
They ope their hand to ev'ry pay, 

And you and me by turns betray. _ 

He ſpoke ; and all the truth appear d: 
The Cur was hang'd, the Maſtiff clear'd. 


= $ 147. FABLE XXVII. The Sick Man and the 


Angel. 


| I there no hope ? the Sick Man ſaid; 
| 


The ſilent doctor ſhook his head, 
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And took his leave with ſigns of ſorrow, 
Peſpairing of his fee to-morrow. Hee. 

When thus the Man, with gaſping breath: 

I feel the chilling wound of death. 

Since I muſt bid the world adicu, 

Let me my former life review. 

| erant, my bargains well were made, 
But all men over-reach in trade ; 

is ſelf-defence in each profeſſion: 
Sure ſelf-defence is no tranſgreſſion. 
The little portion in my hands, 

By good ſecurity on lands, 

Is well increas d. If, unawares, 

My juſtice to myſelf and heirs 

Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 

For want of good ſufficient bail; 

If I by writ, or bond, or deed, 

Reduc'd a family to ned, 

My will hath made the world amends 3 
My hope on charity depends. | 
When I am number'd with the dead, 
And all my pious gifts are read, - 

By heaven and earth twill then be known, 
My charities were amply ſhewn. 

An Angel came. Ah friend ! he cried, 
No more in flatt'ring hope conkde. 

Can thy good deeds. in former times 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 
Whar widow or what orphan prays 

To crown thy life with length of days? 
A pious action 's in thy power, 

Embrace with joy the happy hour. 

Now, while you draw the vital air, 

Prove your intention is ſincere. 

This inftant give a hundred pound ; 

Your neighbours want, and you abound. 

But 4 
Who knows as yet what Heaven defigns ? 

* Perhaps T may recover ſtill; | 
That ſum and more are in my wall. 

Fool! ſays the Viſton, now ?tis plain, 
Your life, your ſoul, your heaven was gain. 
From ev'ry fide, with all your might, 

You ſerap'd, and ſerap'd beyond your right; 
Ard after death would fain atone, 

| By owing what is not your own. 

While there is life there 's hope, he cried; 

Then why ſuch haſte > So groan'd and dicd. 


W 1143. ranLE xxviii. The Perſian, the Sun, 


and the Cloud. 


P there a bard whom genius fires, 
Whoſe ev'ry thought the God inſpires ? 
When Envy reads the nervous lines, 
dhe frets, ibe rails, ſhe raves, the pines 3 
Her lüſſing ſnakes with venom ſwell; 
he calls her venal train from hell: 
The ſervile fiends her nod obey, 
ad all Curl's authors are in pay. 
ane calls up calumny and ſpite; 
us ſhadow owes its birth to light, 
As proſtrate to the God of day, 
With heart devoury a Perſian lay, 


y ſuch haſte? the Sick Man whinesz 


SACRED AND MORAL. 


His invocation thus 2 

Parent of light, all-ſceing Sun! 
| Prolific beam, whoſe rays diſpenſe 
The various gifts of Providence! 
Accept our praiſe, our daily pray'r, 
4 Smile on our fields, and bleſs the year! 
A Cloud, who mock'd his 
The day with ſudden darkneſs hung; 
With pride and envy ſwell'd aloud, 

A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud: 

| Weak is this gaudy God of thine, 
| Whom I at will forbid te ſhine. 
Shall I nor vows nor incenſe know ? 
Where praiſe is due, the praiſe beſtow. 

With fervent zeal the Porſian mov d, 
Thus the proud calumny reprov d: 
It was that God, who claims my pray'r, 


When v'er his beams the veil is thrown, 

Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhown. 

A palling gale, a Sul of wind, 

Diſpels thy thickeſt troops combin'd. 
The gale aroſe ; the vapour, toſt 

(The ſport of winds) in air, was loſt. 

The glorious orb the day refines ; 

Thus envy breaks, thus merit ſhines. 


§ 149. FABLE 
7 of Death. 
FOX in life's extreme decay, 
* Weak, ſick, and faint, expiring lay; 
All appetite had left his maw, 
And age diſarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His num'rous race around him ftand, 
To learn their dying fire's command : 
He rais'd his head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the feeble tone: 
Ah, ſons ! from evil ways depart ; 
| My crimes lie heavy on my heart. 
Sce, ſee, the murder'd geeſe appear ! 
Why are thoſe bleeding turkeys there? 
Why all around this cackling train, 
Who haunt my ears for chickens ſlain 2 
The hungry Foxes round them ſtar d, 
And for the promis'd feaſt prepar d. 
Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer 2 * 
Nor turkey, gooſe, nor hen is here. 
Theſe are the phantoms of your brain, 
And your ſons lick their lips in vain, 
O gluttons ! ſays the drooping fire, 
Reſtrain inordinate deſire. 
Your liquoriſh taſte you ſhall deplore, 
When peace of conſcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace, 
And gins and guns deſtroy our race? 
Thieves dread the ſearching eye of pow'r, 
And never feel the quiet hour. 
Old age (which few of us ſhall know) 
Now puts a period to my woe. 
* ould you true n attain, 
Let honeſty your paſſions rein; 
So live in credit and eftcem, 


| And * good name you loſt, redeem. 
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reful tongue, 


Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee.thereg 
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The counſel 's good, i Fox replies, 
Could we perform what you adviſe. 
Think what our anceſtors have done z 
A line of thieves from ſon to fon : 

To us deſcends the long diſgrace; 

And infamy hath mark'd our race. 

Though we, like harmleſs ſheep, ſhould feed, 
Honeſt in thought, in word, and deed ; 
Whatever hen- rooſt is decreas d, 

We ſhall be thought to thare the feaſt. 

The change ſhall never be believ'd; 

A loſt good name is ne er retriev'd. 
Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 
(But, hark! I hear a hen that clocks !') 
Go, but be moderate in your food ; 
A chicken too might do me good. 


$ reo. FABLE XXX. The Setting Dog an 
bbe Partridge. | 
THE ranging Dog the ſtubble tries, 

And ſearches ev ry breeze that flies; 
The ſcent grows warm; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and poluts the covey near ; 

The men, in filence, far behind, 
Conſcious of game, the net unbind. 
A Partridge, with experience wiſe, 
The fraudful preparation ſpies : 
She mocks their toils, al arms her brood ; 
The covey ſprings, and ſeeks the wood ; 
But ere her certain ing ſhe tries, 
Thus to the creeping Spanie! cries : 
Thou fawning flare to man's deceit, 
Thou pimp of lux ry, ſneaking cheat, 
Of thy whole fpecics thou diſgrace; 
Dogs thall difown thee of their race ! 
For, if I judge their native parts, 
They re born with open, honeft hearts; 
And ere they ſerv d man's wicked ends, 
Were gen'rous foes, or real friends. | 

When thus the Dog, with ſcornful ſmile : 
Secure of wing, thou dar'ſt revile. 
Clowns are to poliſh'd manners blind; 
How ign'raat is the ruftic mind 

My worth ſagacious courtiers lee, 
And to preferment riſe, like me. 
The thriving pimp, who beauty ſets, 
Hath oft enhanc'd a nation's debts : 
Friend ſets his friend, without regard; 
And miniſters his kill reward: 
Thus train d by man, I learnt his ways, 
And growing favour feaſts my days. 

I might have gueſs d, the Partridge (aid, 
The place where you were train'd and fed; 
Servants are apt, and in a trice 

Ape to a hair their maſter's vice. 
You came from court, you fay ? adicu ! 
She ſaid, and to the covey flew. 


$ 151, FABLE xxx,. 
parition. © 
| RAKE, by ev'ry paſſion rul'd, | 
4 With ev'ry vice his youth had ccol'd ; 
Diſeaſe his tainted blood affails ; 
His ſpirits droop, his vigour fails: 


The Univerſal Ap- 


Book J. 


| With ſeeret ills at home he pines, 


And, like infirm old age, declines, 

As twing'd with pain he penſive firs ; 
And raves, and prays, and ſwears by fits; 

A ghaſtly phantom, lean and wan, 

Before him roſe, and thus began: 

My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your ear; 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care. | 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor pow'r, 
Can give the heart a cheerful hour | 
When health 1s loſt. Be timely wiſe: 
With health all taſte of pleaſure flies. 
Thus faid, the phantom diſappears ; 


The wary counſel wak'd his fears; 


He now from all exceſs abſtains; 
With phyſic puriſies his veins; 

And, to procure a ſober life, 

Re ſolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite aſcends : 
Where'er he walks his ear attends; 
Inftauates that beavty s frail ; 

That perſeverance muſt prevail; 


| With jealoufies his brain inflames, 


And whiſpers all her lovers” names. 

In other hours the repreſents 

His houſehold charge, his annual rents, 
Increafing debts, perplexing duns, 

And nothing for his younger ſons. 
Straight all his thought io gain he turns, 
And with the thirſt of lucre burns. 

But, when poſſeſs d of fortune's ſtore, 


| The Spectre haunts him more and more; 


Sets want and mifery in view, 
Bold thieves, and all the murd'ring crew ; 


Alarms him with eternal frights, 
Infeſts his dream, or wakes his nights. 


How ſhall he chaſe this hideous gueſt ? 
Pow'r may perhaps protect his reſt. 
To pow'r he roſe : again the Sprite 
Beſets him morning, noon, and night; 
Talks of Ambition's tott'ring ſeat, 
How Envy perſecutes the great ; © 
Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends, 
And what diſgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits, to fly from Care, 
And ſecks the peace of rural air: 
His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours; 
He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his flow'rs. 
But Care again his rfues ; 
Warns him of blaſts, of blightiug dews, 
Of plund'ring inſe&s, ſnails, and rains, 
And droughts that ſtarv'd the labour d plain. 
Abroad, at home, the Spectre 's there: 
In vain we ſeek to fly from Care. 
At length he thus the Ghoſt addreſs d: 
Since thou muſt be my conſtant gueſt, 
Be kind, and follow me no more ; 
For Ss by right ſhould go before. 


— 
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5 152. FABLE XXX11. The Tu Orols and 
| the Shatrow. | 


T* formal Owls together ſat, Ei i 
1 Conferring thuz in ſolemn chat: | 
Eg | | How 


15 


Boox I. SACRED 


How is the modern taſte decay'd ! 
Where 's the reſpect to wiſdom paid? 
Our worth the Grecian ſages knew; 
They gave our fires the honour due; 
They weigh'd the dignity of fowls, 
And pried into the depth of Owls. 
Athens, the ſeat of learned fame, 
Wich gen'ral voice rever'd our name 
On merit title was conferr'd, 
And all ador'd th' Athenian bird. 
Brother, you reaſon well, replies 
The folemn mate, with half-ſhut eyes: 
Right—Athens was the ſear of learning; 


And truly wildom is diſcerning. 


Beſides, on Pallas helm we fit, 

The type and ornament of wit; 

But now, alas! we're quite neglected; 

And a pert Sparrow 's more reſpected ! 
A Sparrow, who was lodg'd befide, 

O'erhears them ſooth each other's pride, 

And thus he nimbly vents his heat: 
'Who meets a fool mut find conceit. 

J grant, you were at Athens grac'd, _ 

And on Minerva's helm were plac d:. 

But ev'ry bird that wings the ky, 

Except an Owl, can tell you why. | 

F rom hence they taught their ſchools to know 

How falſe we judge by outward ſhow; 

That we ſhould never looks eſteem, 

Since fools as wiſe as you might ſeem. 

Would ye contempt and ſcorn avoid, 

Let your vain glory be deftroy'd : 

Humble your arrogance of thought; 

Purſue the ways by Nature taught: 

So ſhall you find delicious fare, 

And grateful farmers praiſe your care; 


So ſhall ſleek mice your chace reward, 


And no keen cat find more regard. 


— 


$ 153. FABLE XXXInn. The Courticr and 
Proteus. 


VWHENE'ER a courtier 's out of place, 


The country ſhelters his difgrace 
Where, doom'd to exerciſe' and health, 
His houſe and gardens own his wealth, 
He builds new ſchemes, in hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign : 


Like Philip's fon, would fain be doing, 


And fighs for other realms to ruin. 
As one of theſe (without his wand) 
enfive, along the winding ſtrand 
Employ'd the ſolitary hour, 
1 projects to regain his pow'r ; 
be waves in ſpreading circles ran, 
Proteus aroſe, and thus „ 
Came you from court ? for in your mien 
A ſelf. important air is feen. | 
He frankly own'd his friends had trick*d him, 
And how he fell his party's victim. 
Know, lays the God, by matchleſs {kill, 
change to ev'ry ſhape at will ; 
But yet I'm told, at court you ſee 
nole who preſume to rival me. 
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Thus ſaid—a ſnake, with hideous trail, 
| Proteus extends his ſcaly mall. ; 

K now, favs the man, though proud in place, 
All courtiers are of reptile race. 
| Like you, they take that dreadful form, 

Raſk in the fun, and fly the ſtorm; 
With malice hifs, with envy glote, 
And for conveniense change their coat; 
With nev--got luſtre reat their head, 
Though on a dunghill born and bred. 

Sudden the God a lion ſtands; 

He ſhakes his mane, he ſpurns the ſands ; 
Now a fierce lynx, with ffery glare, ; 
A wolf, an aſs, a fox, a bear. 

Had I ne'er liv'd at eourt, he cries, 
Such transformation might ſurpriſe z 
But there, in queſt of daily game, 

[ach abler courtier acts the tame. 

Wolves, lions, lynxes, uhile in place, 

Their friends and fellows are their chace. 

They play the bear's and fox's gart; 

Now rob by force, now ſteal wich art. 

They ſomerigacs in the fenate bray 

Or, chang'd again to heafts of prey, 

Down from the lion to the ape 

{ Practiſe the frauds of ev'ry 4 E 
So faid, upon the God he flies; | 

In cords the ftrugghng captive ties. 

Now, Proteus, now (to truth compell'd) 
Speak, and confeſs thy art excell'd. | 
Uſe ftrength, ſurpriſe, or what you will, 
The courtier finds-evahons ſtill: 

Not to be bound by any ties, 
And never forc'd to leave his lies. 


* 
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6 154. FABLE XXXIV. The MAH H. 


HOSE who in quarrels interpoſe, 
Muſt often wipe a bloody noſe. 

A Mafiift, of true Eng'ith blood, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food. 
When Dogs were ſnarling for a bone, 
He long'd to make the war his own ; 
And often found (when two contend) 
To interpoſe obtain'd his end: 

He glory'd in his limping pace; 

The ſcars of honour ſeam'd his face; 
ln ev'ry limb a gaſh appears, 

And frequent tights retrench'd his cars, 

As on a time he heard tram far 
Two Dogs engag'd in noiſy war, 

Away he icours, and lays about him, 

Reſolv'd no fray ſhould be without him. 
Forth from his yard a tanner flies, | 
And to the bold intruder cries: 2 

A cudgel ſhall correct your manners; | 
Whence ſprung this curſed hate to tanners? af 
While on my Dog you vent your ſpite, 9 


Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite. 

To ſee the battle thus perplex d. 

With equal rage a butcher vex d, 

Hoarſe {creaming from the circled crowd, 

7 __ curs'd Maſtiff cries aloud ; 
4. | 


Both 
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Both Hockley-hele and Macy-bone 
The combats of my Dog have known. 

He ne'er, like bullies coward-hearted, 
Attacks in public, to be parted. | 
Thi k not, raſh fool, to ſhare his fame; 
Be his the honour or the ſhame. 

Tay (aid, they ſwore, and rav'd like thunder; 
Then dragg d their faſten'd Dogs aſunder ; 
While clubs and kicks from ev'ry fide 
Rebounded from the Maftiff's hide. 

All recking now with ſweat and blood, 
A while the parted warriors ſtood, | 
Then pour'd upon the meddling foe, 
Who, werried, howl'd and fprawl'd below. 
He roſe ; and limping from the fray, 

By both fides mangled ſneak'd away. 


153, FABLE XXXV. The Barley Mow and 
& eee ee * 
OW many ſaucy airs we meet 
From Temple-bar to Aldgare-ftreet ! 
Prond rogues, who ſhar'd the South- ſea prey, 
And ſpring like muſhrooms in a day | 
They think it mezn to condeſcend 
To know a brother or a friend ; 
They bluſh to hear their mother's name; 
And by their pride expoſe their ſhame. 
As croſs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, 
He ftopp'd, and, leaning on his ſork, 
Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work. 
In thought he meaſur d all his ſtore; 
His — 4 his hogs, he number d der: 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces ſhorn, 
And multiplied the next year's corn. 
A Barley-mow, which ſtood beſide, 
Thus to its muſing maſter cried : 
Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with neglect and flight ? * 
Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
And raiſe your mirth with ale and becr, 
Why thus inſulted, thus diſgrac'd, 
And that vile Dunghill near me plac's! ? 
Are thaſe poor ſweepings of 2 groom, 
That filthy fight, that nauſcous fume, - 
Meet objects herr? Command it hence: 
A thing ſo mean muſt give offence, 
The humble Dunghill thus replicd : 
Thy maſter hears, and mocks thy pride : 
Infult not thus the meek and low ; 
n me thy benefactor know : | 
ſy warm affiftance gave thee birth, 
Or thou hadſt periſh'd low in carth ; 
But upſtarts, to ſupport their ſtation, 
Cancel at once all obligation. 


5156. FABLE —  Pythagoras aud the 
Countryman. 
| PYTHAG'RAS roſe at early dawn, 
By ſoaring meditation drawn, 
T9 breathe the fragrancy of the day, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


B ook I. 


[n muſing contemplation warm, 

His ſteps milled him to a farm, 

Where, on the ladder's topmoſt round, 

A peaſant ſtood: the hammer's found 

Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honeſt labour there > 

The Clown, with ſurly voice, replies: 
Vengeance aloud for juſtice cries. 

This kite, by daily rapine fed, | 

My hens' annoy, my turkies' dread, 


23S O 
At length his forfeit life hath paid ; 


See on the wall his wings diſplay' d; 
Here nail'd, a terror to his kind, 
My fowls ſhall future ſafety find ; 


My yard the YE poultry feed, 


And my barn's refuſe fat the breed. 
Friend, ſays the Sage, the doom is wile ; 
For public good the murd'rer dies. 
But if theſe tyrants of the air 
Demand a ſentence ſo ſevere, 
Think how the glutton man devours ; 
What bloody feaſts regale his hours! 
O, impudence of pow'r and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 

W hen thou perhaps, carniv'rous ſinner, 
Hadſt pullets yeſterday for dinner 
Hold! cried the Clown, with paſſion heated, 


. 
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Through flow'ry ficlds he took his way. 


* Garth's Diſpenſary. 


Shall kites and men alike be treated? 
When Heaven the world with creatures ſtor'd, 
Man was ordain'd their foy' reign lord. 

Thus tyrants boaſt, the Sage replied, 
Whoſe murders ſpring from power and pride. 
Own then this manlike kite is flain | ( 
Thy greater lux'ry to ſuſtain; 1 
For Petty 5gues ſubmit to fate, 1 
That great vaes may enjoy their ſtate.” | . 
C 157. FABLE XXXVII. The Farmer's Wife F 

and the Raven, A 
V HY are thoſe tears: why droops your head? U 
Is then your other huſband dead? 0 
| Or does a worſe diſgrace betide ; B: 
Hath no one ſince his death applied? 4 
las! you know the cauſe too well: 80 
The ſalt is ſpilt, to me it fell. 95 
Then, to contribute to my loſs, tt 
My knife and fork were laid acroſs; 1 
On Friday too! the day 1 dread 3 
Would I were ſafe at home in bed! 00 
Laſt night (I vow to heaven *tis true) 
Bounce from the fire a coftin flew. T} 
Next poſt ſome fatal news ſhall tell. Er 
God fend my Corniſh friends be well! Bi 

Unhappy widow, ceaſe thy tears, Co 
Nor feel affliction in thy fears: No 
Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended ; 

Ear now, and weep when dinner 's ended! (1 
And when the butler clears the table, T 
For thy deſſert I'Il read my fable. 
Betwixt her ſwagging panniers load Jon 
A farmer's wife to market rode, For 
And jogging on, with thoughtful, care, / 
Summ'd up the profits of her waſe; is 
, Bhs; BY oy 
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When ſtarting from her filver dream, 
Thus far and wide was heard her ſcream : 
That Raven on yon left-hand oak 
(Curſe on his ill-Fetiding croak !) 
Bodes me no good. No more the faid, 
When poor blind Ball, with ſtumbling tread, 
Fell prone 3 0'erturn'd the pannier lay, 
And her maſh'd eggs beſtrew'd the way. 
She, ſprawling in the yellow road, 
Rail d, ſwore, and curs'd : Thou cro:king toad, 
A murrain take thy whoreſon throat 
I knew misfortune in the note. | 
Dame, quoth the Raven, ſpare your oaths, 
Unclench your fiſt, and wipe your clothes, 
But why on me thoſe curſes thrown ? 
Goody, the fault was ail your own ; 
For had you laid this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old fure-footed mare, 
Though all the Ravens of the hundred 
Wich croaking had your tongue out-thunder'd, 
Sure-footed Dun had kept his legs, 
And you, good woman, fav'd your eggs. 


(158. FABLE XXXVIII. The Turkey and the Ant, 


I other men we faults can ſpy, 

And blame the moat that dims their eye; 
Each little ſpeck and blemiſh find ; 

To our own ſtronger errors blind. 

A Turkey, tir'd of common food, 

Forſook the barn, and fought the wood; 
Behind her ran her infant train, 
Collecting here and there a grain. 

Draw near, my birds, tlie mother cries, 
This hill delicious fare fupphes 

Behold, the buſy Negro race: 

dee, millions blacken all the place! 

Fear not. Like me with freedom eat; 
An Ant is moſt delightful meat. 

How bleſs'd, how envied were our life, 
Could we but *fcape the poult'rer's knife! 
But man, curs'd man! on Turkey preys, 
Ard Chriſtmas ſhortens all our days: 
dometimes with oyſters we comblue, 
Sometimes aflift the ſav'ry chine. 

From the low peaſant to the lord, 

The Turkey ſmokes on ey'ry board, 

dure men for glutrony are curs'd : 

Of the ſeven deadly fins the worſt. 

An Ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 
Thus anſwer' d from the neighb'ring beech : 
Ere you remark anorher's fin, 

1d thy own couſcience look within 
Controul thy more voracious bill, 

Ner for a breakfaſt nations kill. 

Nigg. FABLE XXx1x. The Father and Jupiter: 

THE Man to Jove his ſuit preferr'd ; 
He begg'd a wife ; his pray'r was heard, 

Jore wonder d at his bold addrethng : 

* how precarious is the bleſſing ! 

A wife he takes. And now for heirs 

gan he worries Heaven with prayers: 

"Ne nods aſſent. 'T'wo hopeful boys 
Aud a fine pirl reward his joys, 


Wuen W 
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Now more ſolicitous he grew, 
And ſet their future lives in view; 
He ſaw that all reſpect and duty . , | 
Were paid to wealth, to pow'r, and beautys 
Once more he cries, Accept my pray 't 3 
Make my-lov'd progeny thy care. 
Let my firſt hope, my fav'rite boy, 
All fortune's richeſt gifts enjoy. 
My next wich ſtrong ambition fire: 
May favour teach him to aſpire ; 
Till he the ſtep of pow'r aſcend, 
And courtiers to their idol bend ! 


| With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry charmz 
| My davghter's perfect features arm. 


If Heaven approve, a Father 's bleſt. 

Jove ſmiles, and grants his full requeſts 
The firſt, a miſer at the heart, 

Studious of ev'ry griping art, * 

Heaps hoards oa hoards with anxious pain, 

And all his life devotes to gain. 

He feels no joy, his cares increaſe, 


| He neither wakes nor ſleeps in peace; 


In fancied want (a wretch complete l) 
He ſtarves, and yet he dares not cat. 
The next to ſudden honours grew: 
The thriving art of courts he knew; 5 
He reach'd the height of pow'r and place, 3 


| Then fell, the victim of diſgrace. 


| Beauty with early bloom ſupplies 

His daughter's cheek, and points her eyes, 
The vain coquette each ſuit diſdains, 
And glories in her lover's pains. 

With age ſhe fades, each lover flies, 
Contemn'd, forlorn, ſhe pines and dies. 
When Jove the Father's grief ſurvey'd, 

And heard him Heaven and Fate upbraid, 
Thus ſpoke the God: By outward thow 
Men judge of happineſs and woe 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 

Dare to direct th' Eternal Will? 

Scek virtue: and, of that poſſeſt, 
To Providence reſigu the reſt. 


$ 160. FABLE XL. The Two Monkeys. 
HE learned, full of inward pride, 
The Fops of outward ſhow deride : 
The Fop, with learning at defiance, 
>cofls at rhe pedant, and the ſcience z 
The Don; a formal; ſolemn ſtrutter, 
Deſpiſes Monfieur's airs and flatter ; 


While Monſieur mocks the formal tool, 


\W ho loyks, and ſpeaks, and walks by rule, 
Britain, a medley of the twainy ; 
As pert as France, as grave as Spain; 
In fancy wiler than the reit, 
Laughs at them both, of both the jeſt, 
Is not the poet's chiming cloſe 
Cenſur'd by all the ſons of proſe? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Deſpiſe the ſleepy proſe narration. 
Men laugh at apes, they men contemn z 
For what are we but apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair, 
No critics had a ſourer air: 
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They forc'd their way thro' draggled folks, 
Who gap'd to catch Jack-puddiny's jokes; 
Then ok their tickets for the ſhow, 
And gor by chance the foremoſt row. 
To ſce their grave, obſerving face, 
Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 
Brother, ſays Pug, and turn'd his head, 
The rabble 's:monftronſly i!}-bred ! - 
Now through the booth loud hiſſes ran 
Nor ended till the ſhow began. 
The tumbler whirls the flip-flap round, 
With ſomerſets he ſhakes the ground; 
The cord beneath the dancer ſprings; 
Aloft in air the vaulter ſwings ; 
Diſtorted now, now prone depends, 
Now through his twiſted arms aſcends: 
The crewd, in wonder and delight, 
With, elapping hands applaud the fight. 
With ſmiles, queth Pug, If pranks like theſe 
The giant apes of reaſon pleaſe, | S5-A 
How would they wonder at our arts! 
They muſt adore us for our parts. 
High on the twig I 've ſeen you cling, 
Play, twiſt, and turn i airy ring: 
Kan thoſe clumſy things, like me, 
with a bound from tree to tree 
But yet, by this applauſe we find 
Theſe emulators of our kind | 
Diſcern onr worth, our parts regard, 
Who our mean mimics thus reward. 
Brother, the grinning mare replics, 
In this I grant that man is wife. 
While good example they purtue, 
We maſt allow ſome praiſe is duc; 
Bat when they ſtrain beyoad their guide, 
} laugh to ſcorn the mimic pride; N 
For how fantaſtic is the fight, 
To meet men always bolt uprizht, 
- Becauſe we ſomerimes walk on two ! 
F hate the imitating crew. 


| 


S 161. FABLE XLII. Tore Ow! and ihe Fourmer. 
Aon of grave d and mien, ; 
Who (like the Turk) was ſeldem ſeen, 

Within a barn had choſe his ſtation, 
As fit for prey and contemplation. 
Upon a beam atoft he fits | 
And nods, and ſeems to thiok, by fits, 
So have I feen æ man of news | 

Or Poſt-boy or Gazette peruſe ; 

Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate pf Europe round. 
Sucaves piz'd on ſheaves hid all the floor, 
At dawn of morn, to view his ſtore, 

The Farmer came. The hooting gueſt 
His ſelf importance thus expreſs'd : 

Reaſon in man is mere pretence : 

How weak, how ſhallow is his ſenſc! 

I treat with ſcorn the Bird of Night, 
Declares his folly or his ſpite. 

Then, too, how partial is his praiſc ! 

The lark s, the linnet's chirping lays, 

Ts his ill-judging cars are fine, 


EXTRACTS, 


Then 


Wich all the forms of his grimace. 


The padlock vaniſh d, and he ip ole. 
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But the more knowing feather'd race 
See wiſdom ſtamp'd upon my face. 


| Whence'er to viſit light I deign, 


What flocks of fowl! compoſe my train! 
Like flaves, they crowd my flight behind, 
And own me of ſuperior kind. h 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus replied : 
Thou dull important lump of pride, 
Dar'ſt thou, with that harſh grating tongue, 
Depreciate birds of warbling ſong ? 
Indulge thy ſpleen. Know, men and fowl 
Regard thee as thou art, an Owl. 
Beſides, proud blockhead, be not vain 
Of what thou call'ſt thy ſlaves and train. 
Few follow wiſdom, or her rules; 
Fools in deriſion follow fools. 


$ r62, FABLE XLII. The Jruggplere. 
A JUGGLER long through all the town 

Had rars'd his fortune and renown ; 
You 'd think (fo far his art tranſcetids) 
The devil at his fingers! ends. | 
Vice heard his fame, ſhe read his bill; 
Convinc'd of his inferior kill, 
She ſought his booth, and from the crowd 


Veſied the man of art aloud: 
Is this then he fo fam ' for ſlight? 


; 
| 


Can this flow bungler cheat your fight? 


Dares he with me diſpute the prize? 

leave it to impartial eyes. | 
Provok'd, the Juggler cricd, Tis done; 

In ſcience. F ſubrait to none. | 


Thus ſaid, the cups and balls he play d, | 


By turns this here, that there, convey'd ; 


The cards, obedient to his words, 


Are by a, ſilſip turn'd to birds 


Eis little boxes change the grain; 
Trick after trick dcludes rhe train. 
He ſhakes his bag, he ſhews all fair 
His fingers ſpread, and nothing there; 
ds it rain with ſhow'rs of gold: 
And now his iv'ry eggs are told; 
But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd ſpectators hum applauſe. . 
Vice now ſteppr'd forth, and took the place 


This magic loeking-glats, ſhe cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight deſir'd, 

And ev'ry man himicif admir'd, 

Next, to a ſenator addreſſing, 
See this bank-notc ; obſerve the bleſſing, | 
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, paſs ! tis gonc- 
Upon his lips a padlock ſhone. 
A ſeevind — 2 magic broke; 


Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board, 
All full, with heady liquor ſtor d, 
By clean conveyance aiſappear, ; 

And now, two bloo iv ſwords are there. 

A purſe the to a thief expos'd; 
At once his ready fingers clos'd, 

He opes his fiſt, the treaſure 's fled; , 
He fecs a halter in its ſtead. 


Aud pightingales are all divine. 
— 


She | d 
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She bids amhition hold a wand ; 
He graſps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity ſhe ſhews : | 
Blow here; and a church-warden blows. 
'Tis vaniſh'd with conveyance neat, | 
And on the table ſmokes a treat. 

Shc ſhakes the dice, the board ſhe knocks, 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addre!s'd : 
This picture ſce; her ſhape, her breaſt ! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes! 
Hold her, and have her, With ſurpriſe. 
His hand expos'd a box of pills, | 
And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ills. 

A counter in a miſer's hand 
Grew twenty guincas at command. 
She bids his heir the ſum retain, 
And 'tis a counter now again. 
A guinea with her touch you ſee 
Take ev'ry ſhape, but Charity : 
And not one thing vou ſaw, or drew, 
But chang'd from what was firſt in view. 
The Juggler now, in grief of heart, 
With this ſubmiſſion own'd her art: 
Can I ſuch matchleſs flight withftand ? 
How practice hath improv'd your hand! 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You ev'ry day, and all day long. 


$ 163. FABLE XLII. The Council of Harſes. 

PON a time, a neighing Steed, 

Who graz d among a num rous breed, 

With mutiny had fir'd the train, 
And ſpread diſſenſion through the plain. 
On matters that concern d the ſtate 
The council met in grand debate. 
A Colt, whoſe eye- balls flam d with ire, 
Elate with ſtrength and youthful fre, 
In haſte ſtepp'd forth before the reſt 
And thus the liſt ning throng addreſo'd: 
Good gods ! how abjeci is our race, 
Condemn'd to ſlav ry and diſgrace ! 
Shall we our ſervitude retain, | 

cauſe our fires have borne the chain? 
Conſider, friends, your ſtrength and might; 

Tis conqueſt to 1 your right. 

How cumbrous is the gilded coach ! 
The pride of man is our reproach. 
Were we defign'd for daily toil, 
To drag the plough- ſhare through the ſoil, 

o ſweat in harneſs through the road, | 

To groan beneath the carrier's load ? 

How feeble are the two-legg'd kind 
What force is in our nerves combin'd! 
Shall then our nubler jaws ſubmit 
To foam and champ the galling bit ? 

Shall haughty man my back beſtride? . 
Shall the ſharp ſpur provoke my fide ? 
Forbid it, Heavens Reject the rein; 
Your ſhame, your infamy diſdain. 
Let him the lion firſt controul, 
4 And itill the tiger's famiſh d growl. 
Let us, like them, our freedom claim, 
And make him tremble at our name. 
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| A gen'ral nod approv'd the cauſe, 


And all the circle, neigh'd applauſe. 

When lo! with grave and folemn pace, 

A Steed advanc'd before the race; * 

With age and long experience wiſe, 

Around he caſt his thoughtful eyes; 

And, to the murmurs of the train, 

Thus ſpoke the Neftor of the plain: 
When I had health and ſtrength like you, : 

The toils of ſervitude I knew; 

Now grateful man rewards my pains, ' 

And gives me all theſe wide domains. 

At will I crop the year's increaſe ; 

My latter life is reſt and peace. 

I grant, to man we lend our pains, 

And aid him to correct the plains : 

But doth not he divide the care, 

Through all the labours of the year? 

How many thouſand ſtructures riſe, 

Fo fence us from inclement ſkies ! 

For us he bears the ſultry day, 

And ſtores up*all our winter's hay. 

He ſows, he reaps the harveſt's grain; 

We ſhare the toil, and ſhare the gain. 

Since ev'ry creature was decreed 

ro aid each other's mutual need, 

Appeaſe your diſcontented mind, 

And act the part by Heaven aſſign d. 
The tumult ceas d. The Colt. ſubmitted; 

And, like his anceſtors, was bitted. ; 


$ 164 FABLE XLIV. 


Hound and the 
Huntſman. | 


| JMPERTINENCE at firſt is borne 


With heedleſs flight, or ſmiles. of ſcorn ; 
Teas'd into wrath, what patience bears 


The noiſy foal who perſeveres? 


The morning wakes, the Huntſman ſounds, 
At once ruſh forth the joyful hounds. 
They feek the wood with eager pace ; 
Thro' bufſh,-thro" brier, explore the chace. 
Now, ſcatter'd wide, they try the plain, 
And ſnuff the dewy turf in vain... 
What care, what induſtry, what pains! 
What univerſal filence rewns! _ 
Ringwood, a dog of little fame, 
Young, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once diſplays his babbling throat; 
The pack, regardleſs of the note, 
Purſue the ſcent; with louder ſtrain ' 
He ſtill perſiſts to vex the train. | 
The Huntſman to the clamour flies; 
The ſmacking laſh he ſmartly plies. 
His ribs all welk'd, with howling tone 
The Puppy thus expreſs d his moan : 
I know the muſic of my tongue 
Long ſince the pack with envy &ung. 
What will not ſpite 2 Theſe bitter ſmarts 
I owe to my ſuperior parts. | 
When puppies prate, the Huntſman cried, 
They ſhew both ignorance and pride: 
Fools may our ſcorn, not envy, raiſe ; 
For envy is a kind ef praiſe, 
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Had not thy farward noiſy tongue 
Proclaim'd thee always in the wrong, 
Thou might 'ſt have mingled with the reſt, 
And ne er thy fooliſh noe confeſs d. 

Zut fools, to talking ever prone, 

Are ſure to make their follies known. 


$ 265. FABLE XEV. The Poet and the Roſe. 


HATE the man who builds his name 
On ruins of another's fame. 
Thus prudes by characters o'erthrown 
| ine that they raiſe their own. 
Thus ſcribblers, covetous of praiſe, 
Think flandey can tranſplant the bays. 
Beauties and: bards have equal pride: 
Wich both all rivals are decricd. 
Who praiſes Leſbia's eyes and feature, 
Muſt call her ſiſter awkward creature; 
For the kind flattery 's ſure to charm, 
When we ſome other nymph diſarm. 
As in the cool of early _y 
A Poet ſcught the ſweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath aſecnds, 
And ev'ry ſtalk with odour bends. 
A Roſe he pluck d, he gaz d, admir'd, 
Thus finging, as the ſe inſpir d: 


Go, Roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace: 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied place 
With never-fading love ! 
There, Phcenix-like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die 
Know, hapleſs fow'r, that thou thalt find 
More fragrant roſes there : 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin d 
With envy and deſpair ! | 
One common fate we botł muſt prove; 
You die with envy, I with love. 
Spare your compariſons, rephed 
An angry Roſe who grew befide. 
Of afl mankind you ſhould not flout ns; 
t can a Poer do withour vs ? 
In ev'ry love - ſong roſes bloom; 
We lend you colour and perfume. 
Does it to Chloe's charms conduce, 
To found her praiſe on our abuſe 7 
Muſt we, to flatter her, be made 
To withet, envy, pine, and-fade ? 


$ 166. PABLE XLVI. The Cur, the Horſe, and 


the Shepherd's Dog- 


HE {ad of all-ſuffictent merit 
With modeſty ne er damps his ſpirit ; 
Preſuming on his own deſerts, | 
On all alike his tongue exerts ; 

His noiſy jokes at random throws, 

And pertly ſpatters friends and foes. 

In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own diſgrace. 

Too late the forward youth ſhalt find 
That jokes are ſometimes paid in kind; 
Or, if the} canker in the breaſt, 

He makes a fos who makes 2 jolt, 


EXTRACTS, 


Boox J. 
A Village-cur, of ſnappiſte race, 


| The perteſt Puppy of the place, 
 [Imagin'd that his treble throat 


Was bleſt with muſic's ſweeteſt note x 
In the mid-road he baſking lay, 


The yelping nuiſance of the way; 


For not a creature paſs'd along, 


| But had a ſample of his ſong. 


Soon as the trotting ſteed he hears, 
He farts, he cocks his dapper ears; 
Away he ſcours, aſſaults his hoof ; 
Now near him ſnarls, now barks aloof; 


Wich ſhrill impertinence attends ; 


Nor leaves him till the village ends, 

It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down the way: 
The Cur, with never-ceaſing tongue, 
Upon the paſſing trav'ler ſprung. 
The Horſe, from ſcorn provok'd to ire, 
Flung backward : rolling in the mire 


The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 


The Pad in peace purſued his way. 
A Shepherd's Dog, who ſaw the deed, 


Deteſting the vexatious breed, 


Beſpoke hint thus : When coxcombs prate, 


They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate ; 


Thy teafing tongue had judgment tied, 
Thou hadſt not like a Puppy died. 
& 167. FABLE XIV. The Court of Death. 


DEATH, on a ſolemn night of ſtate, 
| In all his pomp of terror fate; 


Th' antendants of his gloomy reign, | 


Diſeaſes diye, a ghaſtly train 

Crowd the vaſt | pram, With hollow tone, 

A voice thus thunder'd from the throne : 
This night our miniſter we name, 

Let ev'ry ſervant ſreak his claim 

Merit ſhall bear this ebon wand. 


ö 


All, at the word, ftretch'd forth their hand. 


Fever, with burning heat poileſt, 
 Advanc'd, and for the wand addreſs d: 
] to the weekly bills appeal, 


| Let thofe exprefs my fervent zeal z 


On ev'ry flight occaſion near, 
With violence I perſevere. | 

Next Gout appcars, with limping pace, 
Pleads how he ſhifts from place to place; 
From head to foot how ſwrft he flies, 

And ev'ry joint and ſmew plies ; | 
Still working when he ſeems ſoppreſt— 
A moſt tenaciovs, ſtubborn —5 | 

A haggard Spectre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus aſſerts his due: 
'Tis I who taint the ſweeteſt joy, 

And in the ſhape of Love 3 : 
My ſhanks, ſunk eyes, and noſeleſs face, 
Prove my pretenſion to the place. 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force; 
And next — s meagre corſe, 
With fecble voice that ſcarce was heard, 
Broke with ſhort coughs, his ſuit preferr'd: 
Let none object my ling'ring way, : 


|! gain, like Fabius, by delay; 


Fatig!? 


A E et: ͤ—· att” ec: Wo. | 


Book I. 


Fatigue and weaken ev'ry foe 

By long attack —ſecure, though flow. 
Plague repreſents his rapid pow- 'r, 

Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 
All ſpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand. 

Now expectation huſh'd the band, 

When thus the monarch from the throne ; 
Merit was ever modeſt known. | 

What, no Phyſician ſpeak his right? 

None here ! but fees their toils requite. 

Let then Intemp'rance take the wand, - 

Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 

You Fever, Gout, and all the reſt, 

Whom wary men as foes deteſt, 

Forego your claim ; no more pretend ; 

Intemp'rance is eſteem'd a friend; 

He ſhares their mirth, their ſocial joys, 

And as a courted gueſt deſtroys. 

The charge on him muſt juſtly fall, 

Who finds employment for you all. 


$168. FABLE XLV111. The Gardener and the Hog. 


A GARD'NER of peculiar taſte 
On a young Hog his favour plac'd, 
Who fed not with the common herd; 
His tray was to the hall preferr'd. 
He wallow'd underneath the board, 
Or in his maſter's chamber ſnor d 
Who fondly ſtrok d him ev'ry day, 
And taught him all the puppy's play. 
Where'er he went, the granting friend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleaſure to attend. 
As on a time the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden's care, 
The Maſter thus addreſs'd the Swine : 
My houſe, my garden, all is thine. 
On turnips feaſt whene'er you pleaſe, 
And riot in my beans and peaſe; 
If the potatoe's taſte delights, 
Or the red carrot's ſweet invites, 
Indulge thy morn and ev*ning hours, 
But let due care regard my flow'rs. 
My tulips are my garden's pride, 
What vaſt expence thoſe beds ſupplied ! 
The Hog, by chance, one morning roam'd 
Where with new ale the veſſels foam'd: 
He munches now the ſtreaming grains; 
Now with full ſwill the liquor drains. 
Intoxicating fumes ariſe ; : 
He reels, he rolls his winking eyes ; 
Then, ſtaggering, through the garden ſcours, 
And treads down painted ranks of flowers. 
With delving ſnout he turns the ſoil, 
And cools his palate with the ſpoil. - 
The Maſter came, the ruin ſpied ; 
Villain, ſuſpend thy rage! he cried : 
Haſte thou, thou moſt ungrateful ſot! 
My _ my only charge forgot? 
What, all my flow'rs ! No more he ſaid, 
But gaz'd, and figh'd, and hung his head. 
The Hog with ſtutt' ring ſpeech returns, 
Explain, Sir, why your anger burns, 
dee there, untouch d, your tulips firewn, 
Fer I devour'd the roots alone. | 
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Of what vaſt conſequence am 


* 

At this the Gard'ner's paſſion ; 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
The ſtubborn brute the blows ſuſtains, 
Aſſaults his leg, and tears his veins. 

Ah, fooliſh ſwain ! too late you find, 
That ſties were for ſuch friends defign'd. 

Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
Reflecting thus on paſt diſgrace ; 
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1 Who cheriſhes a brutal mate 


Shall mourn the folly ſoon or late. 


—— ww — 
$ 169. FABLE XLIX. The Man and the Fleg+ 
HETHER in exfth, in air, or main, 
Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain! 
Does not the hawk all fowls ſurvey 


? 


As deſlin'd only for his prey 


And do not tyrants, prouder things, 

Think men were born for flaves to kings ? 
When the crab views the pearly ſtrands, 

Or Tagus, bright with golden ſands; 

Or crawls beſide the coral grove, 

And hears the ocean roll above; 

Nature is too profuſe, fays he, 


Ll 


| Who gave all theſe to pleaſure me 


When bord'ring pinks and roſes bl 
And ev'ry garden breathes perfume; 
When peaches glow with ſunny dyes, 
Like Laura's cheek when buſhes riſe ; 
When with huge figs the branches bend, 
When cluſters from the vine depend ; 
The ſnail looks round on flow'r and tree, 
And crics, All theſe were made for me |! 

What dignity 's in human nature ! 

Says Man, the moſt conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he caſt his eyes, 
And view'd the ſea and arched ſkies : 
The ſun was funk beneath the main; 
The moon, and all the ſtarry train, 
Hung the vaſt vault of heaven. The Man 
His contemplation thus began: 

When I bchold this glortous ſhow, 


* 


And the wide wat' ry world below, 


The ſcaly people of rhe main, 

The beaſts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd inhabitants of air, 

The day, the night, the various year, 
And know all theſe by Heaven defign'd 


As gifts to pleaſure human-kind; 


I cannot raife my worth too high; 


! 
Not of th' importance-you ſuppoſe, 


Replies a Flea upon his noſe : 


Be humble, learn thyſelf to ſcan 

Know, pride was never made for Man. 
is vanity that ſwells thy mind. 
What, heaven and earth for thee deſign'd ! 
For thee! made only for our need, 

That more important Fleas might feed. 


$ 170. FABLE L. The Hare and many Friends. 
FRIENDSHIP, like love, is but a name 


Unleſs to one you ſtint the flame. | 
The child, whom many fathers thare, 


- | Hath ſeldom known a father's care. 
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Tis thus in friendſhip ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 
A Hare, who in a civil way 
Complied with ev'ry thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beſtial train 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain, 
Her care was, never to offend ; 
And ev'ry creature was her friend. 
As forth ſhe. went, at early dawn, 
To taſte the dew-beſprinkled lawn, 
Behind ſhe hears the hunter's cries, 
And from the deep-mouth'd thunder flies: 
She ſtarts, ſhe ſtops, ſhe pants for breath; 
She hears the near advance of death; 
She doubles to miſlead rhe hound, 
And meaſures back ker mazy round; 
Till, fainting in the public way, 
Half-dcad with fear the gaſping lay. 
What tranfport in her boſom grew, 
When firſt the Horſe appear'd in view] 
Let me; fays ſhe, your back aſcend, 
And owe my ſafety to a friend. 
You know my feet betray my flight; 
* To friendſhip ev ry burthen s light. 
The Horſe replied, Poor honeſt Puſs! 
It grieves my heart to ſee thee thus: 
Be comforted, relief is near ; 
For all your friends are in the rcar. 
She next the ſtately Bull implor d, 
And thus replicd the mighty lord : 
Since c ry beaſt alive can tell 
That I ſincerely wiſh you welt, 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love calls me hence; a fav'rite cow 
Expects me near yon barley-mow ; 
And when a lady 's in the caſe, 
Tou know all other things give place. 
To leave you thus might ſcem unkind ; 
But ſee, the Goat is juſt behind. | 
The Goat remark'd her pulſe was high, 
Her languid head, her heavy eyc; 
My back, ſays he, may do you harm; 
The Sheep s at hand, and woo! is warn. 
The Sheep was feeble, and complain d 
His fides a load of woo! ſuſtain d: 
Said he was flow, confeſs'd his fears; 
For hounds eat Sheep as well as Harcs. 
She row the trotting Calf addreſs' d, 
To ſave from death a friend diſtreſs d. 
Shall I, ſays he, of tender age, 
In this important care engage 
Older and abler paſs d you by: . 
How | are thoſe ! how weak am I! 
Should I preſume to bear you hence, 
Thoſe friends of mine may take offence. 
Excuſe me, then. You know my heart, 
But deareſt fliends, alas ! muſt part. 
How ſhall we all lament! Adicu ! 
For, Tec, the hounds arc juſt in view. 


YOUNG's Sichr-ThoucrnTs. 
$ 171. - NIGHT 1. Sleep. 
JED Nature's ſweet reftorer, baliny Sleep 
| Hz, like the world, his ready viſit pays 


/ 


ITS 
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» Prey n hates — n » 0 


Book I. 
Where Fortune ſmiles; tlie wretched he for- 


ſakes: 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And iights on lids unſullied with a tear. 
From ſhort (as uſual) and difturb'd repoſe 
I wake: How happy they who wake no more? 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeſt the grave. 
wake, emerging from a ſea of dreams 
Tumukuous ; where my wreck'd, deſponding 
thought, ' 
From wave to wave of fancy'd miſery 
At random drove, her helm of reafon loft ; 


Tho' now reſtor'd, *tis only change of pain, 


A bitter change; ſeverer for ſevere : 

The day too thort for my diſtreſs ! and night 
Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 

Is ſun-ſhine, to the colour of my fate. 


C 172. Nipbr. 
NIGHT, fable goddeſs l from her_ebon throne, 
| In rayleſs majeſty, now ftretches forth 
Her leaden ſceptre o'er a flumbering world : 
Silence, how dead ! and darkneſs, how profound! 
Nor eye nor lift'ning ear an object fads; 
Creation ſleeps. Tis as the general pulſe 
Of life ſtood ſtill, and nature made a pauſe; 

An awful pauſe, prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill d; 
Fatc ! drop the curtain; I can loſe no more. 


8 173. Invocation to Silence and Darkneſs. 


ILENCE and Darkneſs! ſolemn ſiſters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender 
thought 

To reaſon, and on reaſon build reſolve, 
(That column of true majeſty in man) 

Afliſt me: I will thank you in the grave; 
The grave, vour kingdom : There this frame 

ſhall fall | 

A victim facred to your dreary ſhrine : 
But what are ye ? Thou, who didft put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning ſtars 
Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; 
O Thou! whoſe word from ſolid darkneſs ſtruck 
That ſpark, the ſun; ſtrike x iſdom from my ſoul, 
My ſoul which flics to Thee, her truſt, her treaſure; 
As miſers to their gold, while others reft. 

Thro' this opaque cf nature, and of ſoul, 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten, and to cheer : O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woc) 
Lead it thro' various ſcenes of Life and Death, 
And from each ſcene, the nobleſt truths inſpire : 
Nor leſs inſpire my conduct, than my ſong; 
Nor let the vial of chy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 


9 174. Time. 
| "PHE dellfrikes one: Wetake na nate of time, 
But from its loſs. To give it then à tongue, 
{ls wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 15 
feel the ſolemm ſound. If heard aright, 
ag is the knell of my departed hours; 


Where 


Book J. 


They live! they greatly live a life on earth 


It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch; 

How much is to be done! my hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd; and v'er life's narrow verge 
Look down—on what? a fathomleſs aby ſs; 

A dread eternity! how ſurely mine 

Aud can crernity belong to me, * 

Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour? 
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Where are they ? with tlie years beyond the Flood: 


Unkindled, uneonceiv'd; and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs, let heavenly pity fall 

On me, more juſtly number d with thEflead : 
This is the deſert, this the ſolitude : © 
How populous ! how vital, is e grave! 
This is creation's melancholy vault, 

The vale funercal, the ſad cypreſs gloom z 
The land of apparitions, empty ſhades * 


& 175. Man, 


ow poor! how rich | how abje&! how 
auguſt! c 

How complicate ! how wonderful is Man! 

How paſling wonder He who made him fuch ! 

Who centred in our make fuch ſtrange extremes 

From different natures, marvelouſly mixt, 

Connection exquiſite of diſtant worlds! 

Diſtinguiſh'd link in being's endleſs chain! 

Midway from nothing to the Deny ! 

A beam ethereal ſullicd, and abſorb'd! 

Tho' ſullied, and diſhonour'd, ſtill divine ! 

Di miniature of greatneſs abſolute ! 

An heir of glory! a frail child of duſt! 

Helplefs immortal! infect infinite 

A worm! a god ! I tremble at myſelf, 

And in myſelf am loſt ! at home a ſtranger, 

Thought wanders up and down, ſurpris'd, agliaſt, 


1 


And wond'ring at her own : how reaſon reeis! 


O what a miracle to man is man! 
Triumphantly diftreſs'd, what joy, what dread ! 
Alternately tranſported and alarm'd ! X 
What can preſerve my life? or what deſtroy * 
An angel's arm can t ſnatch me from the grave; 
Legions of angels can t confine me there. 


— 


$ 176. Dreams. 
1 paſt conjecture; all things riſe in proof: 
While o'er my limbs Sleep's foft dominion 
ſpread | 
What tho 5 ſoul phantaſtic meaſures trod 
O'er fairy fields; or mourn'd along the gloom - 
Of pathleſs woods; or, down the craggy ftce 


- Hurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled 


poot;s | 
Or ſcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 


With antic ſhapes, wild natives of the brain? 
Her ccaſeleſs flight, tho devious, ſpeaks her nature 
Of ſubtler eſſence than the trodden clod ; 
Active, aerial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 

Uufetter'd with her groſs companion's fall: 
Ev'n ſilent night proclaims my foul immortal: 


Ex'n filent night proclaims eternal day: 


For human weal, heaven huſbands all events, 
Dull ſleep inſtructs, nor ſport vain dreams in vain. 


„ 


8 177. Yanity of Lamentation over the Dead. 


W HY then their loſs deplore, that are not loſt 

Y Why wanders. wretched thought their 
totmbs around, WE 

In infidel diſtreſs? are angels there? 4 
Slumbers, rak'd up in-duſt, ethereal fire ? - 


All, all on carth is ſhadow, all beyond 
s ſubſtance ; the reverſe is folly's creed; 
How ſolid all, where change ſhall be no more ! 


$ 173. Life and Eternity. 

TH IS is the bud of being, the dim dawn; 

Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and death, 
Strong death alone can heave the maſſy bar, 
This groſs impediment of clay remove, 
And make us embryos of exiſtence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 
The future embryo, lumbering in his fire. 
Embryos we mult be, till we burſt the hell, 


Von ambient, azure ſhell, and {pring to like, 


The life of gods -O tranſport ! and of man. 
Yet man, fool man ! here burics all his thoughts, 

[nters ccleſtial hopes without one ſigh: 

Priſoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 

Here pinions all his wiſhes: wing'd by heaven 

To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 

Where ſeraphs gather immortality, 

On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God, 

What golden joys ambroſial cluſt' ring glow 

In his full beam, and ripen for the TIT, 

Where momentary ages are no more! 

Where times and pain, and chance, and death 

expire ! | 

And is it in the flight of threeſcore years, 

To puſh eternity from human thought, 

And ſmother fouls immortal in the duſt > - 

A foul immortal, ſpending all her fires, 

Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idlencſs, 

Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 

At aught this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 

Reſembles occan into tempeſt wrought, 

To waft a fcather, or to drown a fly. | 
Where falls this cenſure ? It o'erwhelms myſelf, 

How was my heart encruſted by the world! 

O how fſelf- fetter d was my grovelling foul! _ 

How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 

In ſilken thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 

Till darken'd Reafon lay quite clouded o'er 

With ſoft conceit of endleſs comfort here, 

Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies ! 

Our waking dreams are fatal: how I dreamt 

Of things impoſſible ! (could fleep do more?) 

Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 

Of ſtable pleaſures on the taſſiug wave! 

Eternal ſunſhine in the ſtorms of life! 

How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 

With gorgeous tapeſtries of -pictur'd joys ! 

Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective 

Till at Death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue 


| Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
head 1 woke, and found iy ſelf undone 1 


Where 
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Where now my phrenſy's pompous furniture? 
The cobweb'd cottage with its ragged wall 

Of mould ring mud, is royalty to me 

The ſpider's thread is cable to man's tie 

On earthly bliſs; it breaks at every breeze. 


$ 179. Time and Death. 


O YE bleft ſcenes of permanent delight ! 
% Full, above meaſure! laſting, beyond bound 
Could you, fo rich in rapture, Far an end, 
Thar ghaſtly thought would drink up all your 


JOY» | 
And 3 unparadiſe the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg d above theſe rolling ſpheres, 
The baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciſſitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every hour; 
And rarely for the better; or the beſt, 
More mortal than the common births of fate : 
Each moment has its fickle, emulous f 
Of Time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep 
Strikes empires from the root; each moment 
ns 

His nale weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of ſweet domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. 

Bliſs ! ſublunary bliſs! proud words, and vain! 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree ! 
A bold invaſion of the rights of heaven 
I claſp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miſs'd my heart! 
Death! great proprietor of all! Tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars: 
The fun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines ; 
And, = day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his 


Amid foch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 

Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean? 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me ? 

Infatiate archer ! could not one ſuffice ? 

Thy ſhaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was 
flan; - [ horn, 

And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her 

O Cynthia! why ſo pale? doſt thou lament 

Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve,. to ſee thy 


wheel 
Of ceaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human life? 
In ev'ry varicd poſture, place, and hour, 


How widow'd every thought of every joy 
Thought, buſy thought! too buſy for my 
Thro the dark poſtern of time long claps' 
Led ſoftly, by the illneſs of the night, 
Strays, wretched rover! o'er the pong paſt, 
In * of wretchedneſs perverſely ſtrays ; 
And finds all deſert now; and meets the ghoſts 
Of my departed joys, a numerous train ! 
I rue the riches of my former fate; 

Sweet comfort's blaſted cluſters make me ſigh: 
I tremble at the bleſſings once ſo dear; | 
And ev'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 
Yer why complain? or why complain for one! 
I mourn for millions; "Tis the common lot; 


w 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


4 


In this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children, than ſure heirs of pain, 


$ 180. Opprefſion, Want, and Diſeaſe. 
WIE. famine, peſt, volcano, ſtorm, and fire, 
Inteſtine broils, oppreſſion with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind: 
God's image, diſinherited of day, 
Here plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made; 


There beings, deathleſs as their * lord, 


Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life; | 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap deſpair ; 
Some, for hard maſters, broken under artns, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 

Beg bitter bread thro” realms their valour fav'd, 
If fo the tyrant, or his minion doom : s 
Want and incurable Diſeaſe (fell pair!) 

On hopclels multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 

At once ; and make a refuge of the grave: 
How groaning hoſpitals eject their dead! 
What numbers groan for fad admiſſion there! 
What numbers, once in Fortune's lap high-fed, 
Solicit the cold hand of charity! 

To ſhock ns more, ſolicit it in vain! 

Nor Prudence can defend, or Virtue ſave; 
Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance; 

And puniſhment the guiltleſs ; and alarm 
Thro' thickeſt ſhades purſucs the fond of peace t 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 

And, his guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 
Not Happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very wiſhes give us not our wiſh ; 

How diſtant oft the thing we dote on moſt, 
From that for which we dote, felicity ! 

The ſmootheſt courſe of nature has its pains, 
And trueſt friends, thro' error, wound our reſt ; 
Without misfortune, what calamities ! 

And what hoſtilities, without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth: 
Bur endleſs is the hi of human ills, 


Aud fighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh. 


$ 181. Reflections on viewing a Map of the World. 


A PART how ſmall of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ! the reſt a waſte, 

Rocks, deferts, frozen ſeas, and burning fands ; 

Wild haunts of monſters, poiſons, ſtings, and 

death : 

Such is earth's melancholy map! but, far 

More ſad ! this earth is a true map of man: 

So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 

To woc's wide empire; » foe deep troubles toſs; 

Loud forrows howl ; envenom'd paſſions bite 

Ravenovs calamities our vitals ſeize, 

And threat'ning fate wide opens to devour. 


i 


F $ 132, Sympathy. 

WIIHAT then am I, who forrow for myſelf > 
In age, in infancy, from other's aid 

Is all our hope; to teach us to be kind. 

That, Nature's ſirſt, laſt leſſon to mankind: 


Tbe 
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The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels; 
More generous ſorrow, while it ſinks, exalts, 
And conſcious virtue mitigates the pang. 

Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give 


Swoln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
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| We penetrate, we ly in vain, 
Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 


By fate's inviolable oath is ſworn 
Deep ſilence, ( Where eternity begins.“ 


Take then, O world ! thy much indebted tear: 8 185. Preſumption of depending on To- morroto. 


How fad a fight is human happineſs 


{ hour ! 


To thoſe whoſe thought can pierce beyond an B* Nature's law, what may be, may be now 53 


O thou ! whate'er thou art, whoſe heart exults ! 
Would thou I ſhould congratulate thy fate? 


There 's no prerogative in human hours: 
lu human hearts what bolder thought can riſe, 


; Than man's preſumption on to-morrow” > 
I know thou wouldſt; thy pride demands it from P P s dawn? 


Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, [me. 
The ſalutary cenſure of a friend: 


Where 1s to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain; the reverſe 


Thou happy wretch ! by blindneſs art thou bleſt; ls ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 


By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles : 
Know, tmiler !. at thy peril art thou pleas'd 
Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain, 
Misfortune, like a creditor ſevere, 

But rites in demand for her delay; | 
She makes a ſcourge of p_ proſperity, 

To ſting thee more, and double thy diſtreſs. 


This peradventure, infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant we build 


Our mountain hopes; ſpin out eternal ſchemes, 
And, big with life's futuritics, expire. | 


$ 186. Sudden Death. 


N OT ev'n Philander had beſpoke his ſhroud ; 
Nor had he cauſe, a warning was deny d 


§ 183. The Injiability and Inſufficiency of Human How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe! 


975. 


As ſudden, tho for years admoniſh'd home. 


DL Fortune makes her court to thee, _ e ills a 1 1 beware. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the ſyren ſings. |?" YE» orenzo ! a flow-ſudden death. 


I would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys : 
Think not that fear is ſacred to the ſtorm : 
Stand on thy guard againſt the ſmiles of fate. 
Is heaven tremendous in its frown | moſt ſure : 
And in its favours formidable too; 

Its favours here are trials, not rewards : 

A call to duty, not diſcharge from care; 
And ſhould alarm us, full as much as woes; 

O'er our ſcann'd conduct give a jealous eye; 

i Awe Nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, 
Leſt while we claſp we kill them; nay invert, 
To worle than ſimple nulfery, their charms ; 

Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, | 

Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour'd, 

With rage envenom'd riſe againſt our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happineſs; beware 

All joys, but joys that never can expire : 
Who builds on leſs than an immortal baſe, 
Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to death. 


How dreadful that deliberate ſurpriſe !. . 

Be wiſe to-day, 'tis madneſs to defer ; 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ? 
Thus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life; 
Procraſtination 1s the thief of time, 

Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 

The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene 

If not fo frequent, would not this be ſtrange ? 
That 'tis ſo frequent, this is ſtranger ſtill. 


| OF man's miraculous miſtakes, this bears 


For ever 6n the brink of being born : 

All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They, one day, ſhall not drivel ; and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe z 

At leaſt, their own ; their future ſelves applauds 


Mine died with thee, Philander ! thy laſt figh | How excellent that life they ne'er will lead! 


Diſſolv'd the charm; the diſenchanted earth 


Loft all her luſtre ; where, her glitrering towers? 


Time lodg'd in their own hands is folly's vails; 
That lodg'd in fate's, to wiſdom they conſign. 


Her golden mountains, where? all darken'd down | All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 


To naked waſte; a _ vale of tears! 

The great magician 's dea 

Of out-caſt earth, in darkneſs ! what a change 
From yeſterday ! thy darling hope fo near, 


And that thro' every ſtage : when young, indeed, 
, 


thou poor, pale piece In full content, we ſometimes nobly re 


Unanxious for ourſelves ; and only wiſh, 
As duteous ſons, our fathers were more wiſe: 


(Long-labour'd prize !) death's ſubtle ſced within | At thirty man ſuſpects himſelf a fool; 


Sly, treach'rous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that roſe ſo red, 

_ Unfaded erc it fell; one moment's prey 


$ 184. Man fbortighted, 
| * preſent moment terminates our ſight; 


Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 

Art fifty chides his infamous delay, 

Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to, refolve 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Reſolves ; and re-reſolves : then dies the ſame. 


C 1 88. Man inſen/ible of bis own Mortality. 


Clouds thick as thoſt on doomſday, drown AND _ he thinks TRE — 
men think all men mortal, but themſelves; 
| * Themſelves, 


the next; + | 
} | ; 


Ere mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of life, 


$ 187. Man's Proneneſs to poflpone Improvement. 


The palm, © that all men are about to live.“ | 
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Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of fate 
Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the ſudden 
dread; — ; 
But their hearrs wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon clole; where pals'd the ſhaft, no trace i> found: 
As, from the wing no {car the {ky retains ; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel; | 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death: 
Een with the tender tear which nature ſheds 
Oer thofe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? that were ftrange ; 
O my full heart? but ſhouJd I give it vent, 
The longeſt night, rho” longer far, would fail, 
And the lark liſten to my midnight ſong. 


8189. X16 HT u. Avarice of Time recommend. 


HE mourns the dead, who lives as they deſire. 

> Where is that thrift, that avarice of Time, 

(Bleſt ax rice!) which the thought of death in- 

| ſpires. 

O time 1 d more ſacred; more a load 

Than lead, to fools ; and fools reputed wiſe. 

What moment granted man without account ? 

What years are ſquander d, wiſdom's debt unpaid ? 

Haſte, hafte, he lies in wait, he 's at the door, 

Inſidious death, ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 

No compoſition ſets the priſoner free. 

Eternity's inexorable chain 

Faſt binds; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 
How late I ſhudder'd on the brink ! how late 

Life call d for her laſt refuge in defpair ! 

For what calls thy diſcaſe? for moral aid. 

Thou think ſt it folly to be wiſe too ſoon. 

Youth is not rich in time; it may be, poor: 

Part with it as with money, ſparing ; pay 

No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth : 

And what its worth, atk death-beds, they can tell. 
art with it as with life, reluctant; big 

With holy hope of nobler time to come. 

Is this our duty, wiſdom, „gain? 

Aud ſport we like the e. 

Wen vernal ſuns inſpire > Amuſement reigns 

Man's great demand: to trifle is to live: 

And is nt then a trifle, too, to dic ?— _ 

Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle 

Is it not treafon to the foul immortal, 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 

Will wys amuſe, when med*cines cannot cure ? 

When tpirits ebb, when life's inchanting ſcencs 

Their lufire loſe, and leſſen in our fight ? 

{As lands, and cities with their glitt ring ſpires 

To the poor ſhatter d bark, by ſudden ſtorm 

Thrown off ro fea, and foon to periſh there) 

Will toys amuſe : no: thrones will then be toys. 

And earth and ies ſeem duſt upon the ſcalc. 
Redeem we time its loſs we dearly buy: 


What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd ſports * 
He pleads time's numerous b ; he loudly 
pleads | 


The firaw-like triſſes on life's common fiream. 
From whom thoſe blanłks and tri fles, but from thee? 
No blank, no trifle, nature made or meant. 
Virtue, or purpos d virtue, ſtill be thine : 


EXTRACTS, Book l. 


In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes all: 
This, the bleſt art of turning all to gold; 

This, the good heart's prerogative to raiſe 


A royal tribute, from tie pooreſt hours, 


Immenſe revenue! cvery moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpoſe in thy power, 


Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the decd: 


Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 
Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more, 
Our outward act, indeed, admits reſtraint ; 
Tis not in things o'er thought to dominecr ; 
Guard well thy thoughts; our thoughts are heard 
in hcaven. | 

On all-important time, thro' every age, 
Tho' much, and warm, the wiſe have urg'd ; the 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. [man 
«1 've loſt a day”—the prince who nobly cry d, 
Had been an emperor without his crown; 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So ſhould all ſpeak : fo reaſon ſpeaks in all: 
From the ſoft whiſpers of that God in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to phrenſy fly, | 
For 4 . the Celts we 4 $? 
Time, the ſupreme ! Time is eternity 
Pregnant with all eternity can give, 
Pregnant with all that makes arch- angels ſmile. 
Who murders time, he cruſhes in the birth 
A pow'r ethereal, only not ador d. 


— — 


$ 190. Inconfiftency of Man. 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent man 


We cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhorr ; 

Thar ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious too 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 

To laſh the Jing'ring moments into ſpeed ; 

And whirl us (happy riddance) from ourſelvcs. 
Art, brainleſs art! our furious charioteer, 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of death; 


O what a riddle of abſurdity ! [made. 
Leiſure is pain; take off our chariot-whecls: 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 

Bleſt leiſure is our curſe, like that of Cain 

It makes us wander; wander earth zround 

To fly that tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan'd 


The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 


We . for mercy to the next amuſement: 


Vet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 
We call him cruel; years to moments ſhrink. 


Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his age; 


| Behold him, when paſt by; what then is ſcen 


But his broad pinions ſwifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Rucful, aghaſt ! cry out at his career. 


| 8 191. . Waſte of Time. 
[| ESVE-w thy foes theſe. errors, and theſe ills ; 
To nature juſt, their cauſe and cure explore. 


This cancels thy complaint at once; this eaves 


No niggard, nature j men are prodigals. 
| x | We 


AP! how unjuſt to nature, a himſelf, _ 
Like children babbling nonſenſe in their ſports, 


Death, moſt our dread; death thus more dreadful we 
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Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourſelves ; 


Like numerous wings, around him, as he flies: 


Why ſpur the ſpeedy? why with levities 


Book I. 


We throw away our ſuns, as made for ſport; 
We waſte, not uſe our time: we breathe, not live; 
And barely breathing, man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings, and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 
And why? ſince time was given for uſe, not waſte, 
Enjoy'd to fly, with tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 
To keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for man: 
Time's uſe was doom'd a pleafure z waſte, a pain, 
That man might feel his error, if unſcen; 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure. 
Life's cares are comforts ; ſuch by heav'n deſign'd; 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 
Cares arc employments ; and without employ 
The ſoul is on a rack, the rack of reſt; 
To ſouls moſt adverſe; action all their joy. 
Here, then, the riddle, mark d above, unfolds ; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wreſtle with great nature's plan 
We thwart the deity; and tis decreed, 
Who thwart his will, ſhall contradict their own, 


Our thoughts at enmity ; our bofom-broll. 
We puſh time from us, and we wiſh him back; 
Life we think long, and ſhort; death ſeck, and ſhun. 
Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, 
How taſteleſs ! and how terrible, when gone! 
Gone? they acer go; when paſt, they haunt us 
The ſpirit walks 18 Day deceas'd, I ſtill; 
And ſmiles an angel; or a fury frowns. 
Nor death nor life delights us. If time paſt, 
And time poſſeſt, both pain us, what can pleaſe # 
That which the deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 
Time us'd. The man whe conſecrates his hours 
By vigorous effort, and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draws the fting of life and death: 
He walks with nature ; and her paths are peace. 
Our error's cauſe, and cure, are ſeen : ſee next 
Time's nature, origin, importance, ſpeed ; _ | 
And thy great gain from urging his carcer,— 
He looks on time, as nothing: Nothing elſe 
Is truly man's: what wonders can he do? 
And will: to ſtand blank neuter he diſdains. 
Not on thoſe terms was time (heaven's ſtranger! > 
On his important embaſly to man. [ {cnt 
When the dread fire, on emanation bent N 
And big with nature, arifing in his might, 
Call'd-torth creation (for then time was born) 
By godhead ſtreaming thro' a thouſand worlds: 
Not on thoſe terms, from the great days of heaven, 
From old eternity's myſterious orb, | 
Was time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies; 
The ſkies, which watch him in his new abode, | 
Meaſuring his motions by revolving ſpheres : + 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, 
play 


Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they ſhape 

His ample pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his antient reft, + 
And join anew eternity his fire; | 
When worlds, thatcount his eireles now, unhing'd 
(Fate the loud ſignal founding) headlong ruſh 
To timeleſs night, and chaos, whence they roſe, * 
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| New-wing thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight > 


Man flies from time, and time from man: tooſoor 
In fad divorce this double flight muſt end; 
And then, where are we, where, Lorenzo ! then, 
Thy ſports ? thy pomp ?—I t thee, in a ſtate 
Not unambitious; in the ruffled ſhroud, | 
Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 
Has death his fopperies ? then well may life 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. 


— 


$ 192. Falſe Delicacy. 


YE well-array'd ! ye lilies of our land! 


Ye liltes male ! who neither toil, nor ſpin; 
Ye delicate ! who nothing can ſupport, 
Vourſelves moſt inſupportable! for whom 
The winter roſe muſt blow, and filky ſoft 
Favonius breathe ſtill ſofter, or be hid; | 
And other worlds ſend odours, ſauce, and foug, 
And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms 1 
O ye who deem one moment nnamus'd, 
A miſery, ſay, dreamers of gay dreams 
How will you weather an eternal night, | 
Where ſuch expedients fail? where wit 's a fol; 
Mirth mourns ; dreams vaniſh; laughter finks in 

rears, 


— . 


—— 


$ 193- Conference. | 
O TREAHEROUS conſcience! while ſhe frems 


to fleep, 


On roſe and myrtle, lull'd with ſyren ſong ; 


While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to ds 


On headlong appetite the flacken d rein, 

The fly informer minutes every fault, 

And her dread diary with horror fills: 

Not the groſs act alone employs her pen: Ss 
She dawning purpoſes of heart explores, 
Unnoted, notes each moment milapply'd ; 

[n leaves more durable than leaves of brats 4 
rites our whale hiftory ; which death ſhall read 
In every pale dehaquent's private ear; | 

And judgment publith : publiſh to more worlds 
Than this: and endleſs age in groans reſuuud. 
And think'ft thou ſtill thou canſt be wile too ſoon? 


F 194. Man's Supineneſs. 
TIME. flies, death urges, knells call, heaven 
invites, 
Hell threatens; all exerts; in effort, all 
More than creation labours !--Labours\more? 
And is there in creation, what, amidſt F 
This tumult univerſal, wing'd diſpatch, 
And ardent energy, ſupincly yawns? — 7 
Man flceps ; and man alone; and man, whoſefate, 
Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 
Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-thaken, o'erthe gulph 
A moment trembles ; drops ! man, the ſole cauſe 
Of this ſurrounding ſtorm ! and yet he ſleeps, 
As the ſtorm rock'd to reſt, — Throwyears away? 
Throw empires, and be blamelefs! moments ſeize, 
Heaven. 's on their wing: a moment we may wiſh 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day ſtard 
Bid him drive back Ta be retake Kill, 
ate's 
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Fate's haſty prey; implore him, re- import 

The period paſt ; re- give the given hour! 

Lorenzo O for yeſterday to come 

- Such is the language of the man awake; 

And is his ardour vain? Lorenzo! no: 

To- day is yeſterday return d; return'd 

Full power d to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
And reinſtate us on the rock of peace. 
Let it not ſhare its ꝓredeceſſor s fate; 
Nor, like — elder len die a fool. s 

Shall we be poorer for the plen rd? 

More wretched for the — of heaven ? 


8 195. We Depravity of Man. 


EATRACTS, 


| 


| 


ſhall I find him ? angels, tell me 


where! 


You know him; he is near you: point him out; 


Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footſteps by the rifing flow'rs ? 


Your golden wings, now hov'ring o'er him ſhed 
Protettio 


n; now, are waving in applauſe 
To that bleſt fon of foreſight ! lord of fate 
That awful independent on To-morrow ! 
Whole work is *. 


; who triumphs in the paſt; 


" Whoſe yeſterdays look backwards with a ſmile; 


Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly 

If not by guilt, they wound us by their flight, 

If folly bounds our proſpect by the grave; 
Al feeling of futurity benumb'd; 

All reliſh of realities expir d; | 

Renounc'd all correſpondence with the ſkies ; 
- Embruted every faculty divinc ; 

Heart-buried in the rubbiſh of the world: 


The world, that gulph ef ſouls, immortal ſouls, 


Souls elevate, angelic, wing ' d with fire 
To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 


On thrones, which ſhali not mourn their maſters 


chang d, 
Tho we from earth; ethereal, they that fell. 
Such veneration due, O man, to man 


$ 196. Inflabiliy of Life. 


WIO venerate themſelves, the world deſpite. 


For what, gay friend! is this eſcutcheon'd 


world, 
Which hangs out, Death is one eternal night? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 


And wraps our thought, at banquets, inthe ſhroud. 


Life's little ſtage is z ſmall eminence, 


Inch high the grave above; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude : we gaze around, 
We read their monuments ; we figh ; and while 
We ſigh, we fink ; and are what we deplor d; 


Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot 
Is death at diftance ? no : he has been on thee 


And given ſure carneſt of his final blow. {now ? 


Thoſe hours, which lately ſmil'd, where are oy 
Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all 


drown'd | 


In that great deep, which nothing diſembogues 
And, dying, they lequeath d thee ſmall 99. Avg 


§ 197. Vun of Human Enjoyments, taught 
; by Experience. | 


And aſk them, what report they bore to 


heaven ; [ news. 


And how they might have borne more welcome 


Their anfwers form what men experience call : 
If Wiſdom's friend, her beſt : if not, worſt foe. 
O reconcile them ! kind Experience cries, 


The more our joy, the more we know it vain; 
And by ſucceſs are tutor d to deſpair,” 

Nor is it only thus, but muſt be ſo: 

Who knows not this, tho” grey, is ſtill a child. 
Looſe then from earth the graip of fond deſire, 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore. 


$ 193, Death unavoidable. 
SINck by life's paſſing breath, blown up from 
ea 
Light as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight; and fall again; 
Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden ſoil, 
And ſlecp till earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 
Since then (as emmets their ſmall world o'er- 
thrown) ; 
We, fore amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl, 
| And riſe to fate extreme, of foul or fair, 
| As man's own choice, controuler of the ſkies ! 
As man's deſpotic will, this hour, decrees ; 
Should not cach warning give a ſtrong alarm? 
Warning, far leſs than 5 of boſom torn 
From boſom, bleeding o'er the facred dead? 
Should not each dial ſtrike us as we paſs, 
Portentdus, as the written wall, which ſtruck, 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Aſſyrian pale ? 
Like that, the dial ſpeaks; and points to thee ; 
0 man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 
And, while it laſts, is emptier than my ſhade.” 
Know; like the Median, fate is in thy walls: 
Man's make incloſes the ſure ſeeds of death; 
Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal; and then his nurſe deyours. 


9199. Life compared to the Sun-dial. 


"BAT ſolar ſhadow, as it meaſures life, 

It life reſembles too : life ſpeeds away 
From point to point, tho ſeeming to ſtand ſtill: 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth : 

Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen, 

Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 

| Warnings point out our danger, gnomons, time: 
As theſe are uſcleſs when the ſun is ſets 

So thoſe, but when more glorious reaſon ſhines» 

Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in reaſon's eye, 
That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard : 3 

But all mankind miſtake their time of day; 

Even age itſelf: freſh hopes are hourly ſown 


The reſt are on the wing: how fleet their flight! In furrow'd brows. 80 gentle life's deſcent, 
Already ls the fatal truin took fir : | 


We ſhut our eyes, and think it is a plain: . 
- — "T1 We 


. - 
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| Boox l. 


A moment, and the world 's blown up to thee ; 
. | The fun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. 


T* greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 


«There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 
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We take fair days in winter, for the ſpring : 


| Boox f. 


We turn our bleffings into bane ; fince oft 

| Man muſt compute that age he cannot feel: 
He ſcarce believes he's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore 
One diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt ; 
The diſappointment of a promis'd hour. 


8 


8 200. Death of the good Man. 


go ſung Philander, O] the cordial warmth, 
And elevating ſpirit, of a friend, 

For ewenty ſummers ripening by my fide ; 

All feculence of falſehood long thrown down 

All focial viitues rifing in his toul ; 

As cryſtal clear; and tmiling, as they riſe! 

On earth how loſt ! Philander 1s no more. 

How bleſſings brighten as they take their flight! 

His flight Philander took; it were profane 

To quench a glory lighted at the ſkies, 

And caſt in ſhadows his illuſtrious cloſe. _ 

Strange! the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 

Momentous moſt to man, ſhould ſleep unſung; 

Man's higheſt triumph! man's profoundeſt fail ! 

The dcath- bed of the juſt! is yer undrawn 

By mortal hand; it merits a divine : 

Angels thould paint it, angels ever there; 

There, on a poſt of honour, and of jay. 

+ he chamber where the good man meets his 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk fate 
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Fly, ve profane ! or elſe draw near with awe, 
For, here, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwet:s ; 

Here tir'd diſſimulation drops her inaſk, 
Here real and apparent are the fame. 
You ſee thy man; you fee his hold on heaven: 
Heaven waits not the laſt moment, owns its friends 
On this fide death; and points them out to men; 
A lecture, filent, but of ſovereign power, 
| To vice, confuſion ; and to virtue, peace! 

Whatever farce the boaſiful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majeſty in death ; 

And greater fill, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he ſeverely frown'd: on the, 

No warning given! unceremonious fate! 

„% A fudden ruſh from life's meridian joys ! 

« A reſtlefs bed of pain i a plunge opaque 
Beyond conjecture! feeble nature's dread ! 

«+ Strong reaſon's ſhudder at the dark unknown! 
A ſun extinguiſh'd ! a juſt opening grave! 
„And oh! the laſt, laſt; what? (can words ex- 
| « preſs ? friend!“ 
Thought reach *) the laſt, laſt—filence of a 

Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquiſh'd agonies, 
Like the ſtars ſtruggling thro'this midnight gloom, 
What gleams of joy ! what more thau human 

peace. | 
Where the frail mortal? the poor abje& worm? 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 
His ſoul ſublime ; and cloſes with his fate. 
How our hearts burat within us at the ſcene! 
Whence this brave bound o'cr limits fixt to man ? 
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His final hour brings glory to his God ! 

Man's glory heaven vouchſafes to call its own, ' 
Amazement ſtrikes | devotion burſts to flame! 
Chriſtians adore ! and infidels believe. 
At that black hour, which general horror ſheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng, | 


| | Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and humble joy, 


Divinely beam on his exalted foul; 
Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the ſkies. 
Life, take thy chance; but oh for ſuch an end! 


—_— — 8 1 


$ 201. - NIGHT III. Picture of Narciſſa, Defſerig | 
iam of ber Funeral, and a Refleftion upon Man. 


SWEET harmoniſt! and beautiful as ſweet! 
And young as beautiful ! and ſoft as young 1 
And gay as ſoft! and innocent as gay! £3 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 
Like birds quite exquiſite of note and plumes © 
Transhx'd by fate (Who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 
And leſt it unharmomious ! all its charms 
Extinguiih'd in the wonders of her ſong ! 
Her fovy {till vibrates in my raviſh'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptucus pain 
(O ta forget her!) thrilling thro? my heart 
Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy! this 
Ot bright ideas, flow'rs of paradiſe, [ group 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind, | 
Kncel, and preſent it to the ſkies; as al! 
We gucls of heaven, and theſe were all her own. 
And the was mine; and I was—was !-—moft 


Gay title of the deepeſt miſery} - bleſt— 
As bodies grow more pond' rous robb'd of life, 
Good loſt weighs more in grief than gain*'d in joy. 


Like bloſſom'd trees o erturn d by vernal ſtormy 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay; f 
And if in death ſtill lovely, lovelier there; 
Far lovelier ! pity ſwells the tide of love. 
Ind will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh? Al 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham d to weep; 
Our tcars indulg'd indeed deferve our name. 
Ye that &er loſt an angel! pity me. 

Soon as the luſtre languiſh'd in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human ſight; 
And un her cheek, the reſidence of ſpring, 
Pale omen fat, and ſcatter d fears around 
On all that ſaw (and who could ceaſe to gaze 
That once had ſeen ? )J==with haſte, e haſte, 
i flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid north, 7 
Her native bed, on which black Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the ſun; the ſun | 
(As if the fun could envy) check'd his beam, 
Denied his wonted ſuccour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies; faireſt lilies, not ſo fair! 

ucen lilies! and ye painted populace 


| Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives; 


In morn and ev'ning dew your beauties bathe, 
And drink the fun; which gives your cheeks to 


You gladlicr grew, ambitious of her hand, 
| « Whick 


And out- bluſh ( mine excepted) every fairt[ glow; +» . 
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Which often cropp'd your odours, incenſe meet 
To thought ſo pure! Ye lovely fugitives! 
Coeval race with man ! for man you ſmile ; 
Why not ſmile at him too You ſhare indecd 
His ſudden paſs, but not his conſtant pain. 

80 man is made, nought miniſters delight, 
But what his glowing paſſions can engage; 
And glowing pathons, bent on aught below, 
Muſt ſoon or late with anguiſh turn the ſcale; 
And anguiſh, after rapture, how ſevere ! 
Rapture ? Bold man! who tempts the wrath divinc, 
By plucking fruit denicd to mortal taſte, 

While here preſuming on the rights of Heaven. 
For tranſport doſt thou call on ev'ry hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence be wiſe ; 
Lean not on earth, twill pierce thee to the heart; 
A broken reed at beſt, but oft a ſpear ; | 
On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopeleſs thoughts! turn from her :;— 
thought repell'd | 
Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe. 
Snateh'd ere thy prime, and in thy bridal hour ! 
And when kind 
And when high flavour d thy freſh op'ning joys 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs com- 
plete! 
And on a foreign ſhore, where ſtrangers wept ! 
Strangers to thee 3 and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, 
Strangers to Kindneſs wept : their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tears that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderne!; ! 
A tenderneſs that call d them more ſevere ; 
In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuahon, ſteel d; 
While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav'd ; 
That mourn'd the dead, and 7bis denied a grave. 
Their fighs incens'd, ſighs foreign to the will! 
Their will the tiger ſuck d. outrag d the fterm. 
For, oh! the curs d ungodlineſs of zeal ! 
While ſinful fleſh relented, ſpirit nurs d 
In blind infallibility's embrace, 
The ſainted ſpirit petrified the breaſt: 
Denied the charity of duſt, to ſpread 
O'er duſt ! a charity their dogs enjov. 
What could I do? what ſuccour? what reſource ? 
With pious ſacrilege 2 grave I ſtole, 
With impious piety that grave I Wrong d; 
Short in my duty, coward in my grief ! 
Mlore like her murderer than friend, I crept 
Wich ſoft ſuſpended ftep, and muffled deep 
In midnight darkneſs whiſper'd my laſt ſigh. 
1 whiſper'd what ſhould echo thro their realms; 
Nor writ her name whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the 


ties. 
Preſumptuous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, 
While nature's loudeſt dictates I obev'd } 
Pardon neceflity, bleſt ſhade! Of grief 
And indignation rival burſts I pour'd ; 
Half execration mingled with my pray'r ; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ; 
- Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred duſt; 
Stamp'd the curs d foil ; and with humanity 
(Denied Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 
, (lows my reſentment into guilt ? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead? 


rtune. with thy lover, ſmil'd! 


EXTRACTS, 
| 


Book I: 


The dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the duſt 
Of this heaven-labour'd form, erect, divine; 


This heaven-aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 


With azure bright, and cloth'd the ſun in gold, 


| When ev'ry paiſion ſleeps that can offend z 


When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontroul'd, 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill-will; | 
Then fplecn to duſt? the duſt of innocence ? 
An angel's duſt:— This Lucifer tranſcends: 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 
IT was not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 
The ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far leſs than this is ſhocking, in a race 
Moſt wretched but from ſtreams of mutual love; 
And uncreated but for love divine; 
And, but for love divine, this moment loſt, 
By fate reſorb'd, and funk in endleſs night. 
Man hard of heart to man! of horrid things 
Moſt horrid ! Mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange! 
Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours He confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : - 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ſtars! 
And thou, pale moon! turn paler at the ſound! 
Man is to man the ſoreſt, ſureſt ill. 
A previous blaſt foretels the rifing ſſorm; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue; 


| iarth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour; 


And ſmoke betrays the wide-conſuming fire: 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of fancy? Would it were! 
Heaven's Sovereign ſaves all beings but himſclf 
That hideous ſights a naked human heart! 


NIGHT IV. Death not to be dreaded. 


§ 202. 
How deep implanted in the breaſt of man 
The dread of death ! I ſing its ſov'reign cure. 

Why ſtart at death? where is he? death arri d, 

[s paſt: not come, or gone, he 's never here, 

Ere hope, ſenſation fails; black-boding man 

Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow. 

The knell, the ſhroud, the martock, and the grave; 

The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the worm; 

Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, 

The terrors of the living, not the dead. 

Imagination's fool, and error's wretch, 

Man makes a death which nature never made; 

Then on the point of his own fancy falls; 

And feels a thouſand deaths, in fearing one. 


& 203, Death defrrable to the Aged. 


BUT was death frightful, what has age to fear? 
If prudent, age ſhould meet the friendly foc, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom. 
I ſcarce can meet a monument but holds. 
My younger : every date cries—* Come away!” 
And what recalls me? look the world around, 
And tell me wi at: the wiſeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of woman give his thou, bt 


Full 


ii 


Viracious ill; 


dok I. 
Full range, on juſt diſlike's unbounded field; 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws; 
Flaws in the beſt; the many, flaw all o'er, 

As leopards ſpotted, or as ZEthiops, dark; 
good dying immature ; 

And at its death bequeathing endleſs pain; 
His heart, tho' bold, would ficken at the ſight, 


And ſpend itſelf in fighs, for future ſcenes. 


Bur grant to life ſome perquiſites of joy; 

A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, 

Long rifled life of ſweet can yield no more, 

But from our comment on the comedy, 

Pleaſing reflections on parts well-ſuſtain'd, 

Or purpos'd emendations where we fail'd, 

Or hopes of plaudits from our candid judge, 

When, on their exit, ſouls are bid unrobe, 

And drop this maſk of fleſh behind the ſcene. 
With me, that time is come; my world is dead: 

A new world riſes, and new manners reign : 

What a pert race ſtarts up ! the ſtrangers gaze, 

And I at them; my neighbour is unknown. 


$ 204. Folly of Human Purſuts. 


| REEST be that hand divine, which gently laid 


My heart at reſt beneath this humble thed ! 
The world 's a ſtately bark, on dangerous ſeas, 


With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril; 


Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 
I hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 
As that of ſeas remote, or dying ftorms ; 


And meditate on ſcenes, more filent ſtill ; 


Purſue my theme, and fight the fear of death, 
Here, like a ſhepherd, gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or Ting on his ſtaff, 
Eager ambition's fiery chace I fee; 

I ſee the circling hunt of noiſy men 


Burſt law's encloſure, leap the mounds of right, 


Purſuing and purſued, each other's prey; 
As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, fr wiles; 
Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 
Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 
What, tho' we wade in wealth, or ſoar in fame? 
Earth's higheſt ſtation ends in © here he lies,“ 
And “ duſt to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong, 
If this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall know _ 
Ove, tho' in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
ho 7 73 even gold might come à day too 
„ 3 | | | 
Nor on his ſubtle death-bed plann'd his ſcheme 
For future vacancies in church, or ſtate ; 
Some avocation deeming it—to die; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich | 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudeſt laugh of hell. 


' $208. Folly of the Love of Life in the Aged. 


| Oo MY. coevals! remnant of yourſelves ! 


Poor human ruins, tott'rig o'er the grave 
Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees, - 
Strike deeper their vile root, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched foil ? 
Shall ovr pale, wither'd hands he ſtill ſtretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age? 
With avarice, and convulſions graſping hard >: 
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Graſping at air! for what has earth beſide ? 
Man wants bur little; nor that little, long: 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very duſt, 

Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ? 

Years unexperienc'd ruſh on numerous ills ; 

And ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 

The key of life, it opes the gates of death. _ 
When in this vale of years I backward look, 

And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of ſuch, 

Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 

And ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far 

To play life's ſubtle game, I ſcarce believe 

I ſtill ſurvive ; and am I fond of life, 

Who ſcarce can think it poſſible I live? 

Alive by miracle! if ſtill alive, 


| Whe long have bury'd what gives life to live, 


Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more ſhallow, than impure, 
And vapid ; ſenſe and reaſon ſhew the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt, 


8 206. Addreſs to the Deity. 


THOU great arviter of life and death ! 

Nature s immortal, immaterial fun ! 
Whoſe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow, 
Todrink the ſpirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in exiſtence z and couldſt know 
No motive, but my bliſs ; with Abraham's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown; 
[ truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt; © 
Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs, 
All weight in this -O let me live to thee 


© 207. Fears of Death extinguiſbed by Man's 
| Redemption. 
HO” nature's terrors, thus, may be repreſt; 
Still frowns grim death; guilt points the 
tyrant's ſpear. 
Who can appeale its anguiſh > how it burns ! 
What hand the barb'd, envenom'd, thought can 
draw ? | 
Whar healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 


| And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb ? 


With joy, with grief, that healing hand I fee; 
Ah ! too conſpicuous ! it is fix'd on high! 
On high? —W hat means my phrenſy? I blaſpheme; 
Alas ! how low! how far beneath the Kies! 


| The ſkies it form'd; and now it bleeds for me 


But bleeds the balm I want—yer ſtill it bleeds: 
Draw the dire ſteel—ah no !—the dreadful bleſ- 
fin | 
What 1 or can ſuſtain? or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope: that nail ſupports 
Our falling univerſe : that gone, we drop; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal wiſh _ 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her birth: 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt, 


When ftars and ſun are duſt beneath his throne ! 


In heaven itſelf can ſuch indulgence dwell? 
O what a groan was there! A groan not his, 
K 2 He 
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He ſeia d our dreadful right, the load ſuſtain'd, 
And heav'd the mountain trom a guilty world. 
A thouſand worlds fo bought, were bought too 
Senſations new in angels? boſoms rife! [ dear. 
Suſpend their ſong ; and filence is in heaven. 

O for their ſong to reach my lofty theme 
Inſpire me, Night, with all thy tuncful ſpheres ! 
Much rather, Thou! who doſt thoſe ſpheres 

inſpire ; F 
Left I blaſpheme my ſubje& with my ſong. 

Tho mok indulgent, muſt tremendous, power 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous love! 
That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands; 
And foul tranſgrethun dips in ſevenfold night, 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe! 
In love immenſe, inviolably juſt! | ſtretch'd arms, 

Oer guilt, (how mountainous!) with out- 
Stern juſtice, and foft-{miling love, embrace, 
Supporting, in full majeſty, thy throne, 

When ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 
Or that, or man inevitably loſt. 

What, but the fathomleſs of thought divine 
Could labour ſuch expedicnt from deſpair, 
And reſcue both? Both reſcue ! both cxalt! 
O how are both exalted by the decd ! 

A wonder in omniporence itſclf ! 

A myſtery, no lefs to Gods than men! 

Not, thus, our infidels tht Eternal draw, 

A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
Full-orb d, in his whole round of rays complete: 
They ſet at odds heaven's jarring attributes; 
And with one excellence another wound; 
Maim heaven's perfection, break its equal beams, 
Bid mercy triumph over—God himſcif, 
Undeify d by their opprobrious praiſe ; 

A God all mercy, is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs wits, ye baptiz d infidels, 

The ranſom was paid down; the fund of hcaven, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
All price beyond : tho' curious to compure, 
Archangeis fail'd to caſt the mighty tum : 

Its valve vaſt, ungraſp'd by minds create, 

For ever hides, and glows in the ſupreme. 

And was the ranſom paid ? It was: and paid 
{What can exalt the bounty more +) for you. 
The fun beheld uu no, the thocking ſcene. 
Drove back his chariot; midnight veil'd his face; 
Not fach as this; not ſuch as nature makes; 

A midnight, nature ſhudder'd to betuld; 

A midnight new ! from her creator's frown ! 
Sun ! didit thou fly thy maker's pain? or ſtart | 
At that enormous load of human guilt, | crots; 
Which bow'd his bleſſed head; o'crwhelm'd his 
Made groanthe centre; burit carth s marble womb, 
With panes, firange panys deliver d of her dead: 


Hell howt'd; and hcav's, that hour, let fall a rcar ; | 


iJcav'n wept, that man might traile ! lcaven bled, 


hat heart of ſtone but glows at thoughts like 
theſe > | 

duch costemplations mount us; and ſhould mount 

he mind ſtill * ever glance on man, 

L :raprur'd, uninflan'd— where roll my thoughts 


dest from wonders # How my toul is caught ' 


£ 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book I. 


Heav'n's ſovereign bleſſings cluſtiring from the 
croſs, 

Ruſh on her, in a throng, and cloſe her round, 

The pritoner of amaze I In his bleſt life, 

I ſee the path, and, in his death, the price, 

And in his great aſcent the proof ſupreme 

Of immortality.— And did he rife ? 

Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 

He roſe! he roſe ! he burſt the bars of death. 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates, 

And give the king of glofy to come in! 

Who 15 the king of ego he who left 

His throne of glory, for the pang of death: 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates, 

And give the king of glory to come in 

Who is the king of glory? he who flew 

The ravenous foe, that gorg'd all human race ! 

The king of glory, he, whoſe glory fill d 

Heaven with amazement at his love to man 

And with divine complacency beheld 

Powers moſt illumin'd wilder'd in the theme. 
The theme, the joy, how then ſhall man ſuſtain ? 

Oh the burſt gates! cruſk'd fting !  demoliſh'd 

| throne ! heaven, 

Laſt gaſp ! of vanquiſh'd death. Shout earth and 

This ſum of good to man : whoſe nature, then, 

Took wing, and mounted with him from the 

Then, then, I roſe; then firſt humanit * 

Triumphant pafs'd the cryſtal ports of light, 

And ſeiz'd eternal youth. Mortalit 

Was then transferr'd to death; and heaven's du- 

Unalienably ſcal'd to this frail frame, [ration 

This child of duſt.— Man, all- immertal! hail; 

Hail, heaven! all laviſh of ſtrange gifts to man! 

Thane all the glory; man's the boundleſs bliis. 
Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 

On chriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 

Thy Aonian mount ?—Alas ſmall cauſe for joy! 

What if to pain, immortal? if extent 

Of being, to preclude a cloſe of woe ? 

Where, then, wy boaſt of immortality ? 

| boaft it ſtill, tho" cover'd o'er with guilt; 

For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour d. 

"Tis guilt alone can juſtify his death; 

Nor that, unlets his death can juftify 

Relenting guilt in heaven's indulgent fight. 

If fick of folly, I relent; he writes 

My name in heaven, with that inverted ſpear 

(A ſpear deep dipt in blood!) which pierc'd his 

And open'd there a font for all mankind {| fide, 

Who ſtrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and 

This, only this ſubdues the fear of death. [live: 


$ 208. Greatneſs ef the Redemption. 


AND what is this *—Survey the wondrous 


cure: 


| And, at each ftep, let higher wonder riſe ! 
{that man.“ Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon 


+ Thro' means that ſpeak its value infinite“? 
« Apardon bought with blood! with blood di- 
vine! | 
„With blood divine of him I made my foe ; 
& Perfiſtcd to provoke ! tho' woo'd, and aw'd, 


+ Blckt, and chaſtis d, a flagrant rebel ſtill! 


„A rebel! 


„ _ 


8 


„ Tx 


1 
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« A rebel ' midſt the thunders of his throne f My voice (if tun'd); the nerve, that writes, ſuſ- 


«© Nor I alone! a rebel univerſe ! | tains; 

My ſpecies up in arms ! not one exempt! Wrapp'd in his being, I reſound his praiſe ; 

Vet for the fouleſt of the foul he dies. But tho” paſt all diffus'd, without a ſhore, 
Bound every heart! and every boſom burn! His effence; local is his throne (as meet), 

Oh what a ſeale of miracles is here! To gather the diſperſt, to fix a point, 

Its loweſt round, high-planted on the ſkies A central point, collective of his ſens, 

Its tow'ring ſummit loſt beyond the thought Since finite every nature, but his own. 

Of man, or angel: Oh that I could climb The nameleſs He, whoſe nod is nature's birth 

The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe ! And nature's ſhield, the ſhadow of his hand; 

Praiſe zrdent, cordial, conſtant, to high heaven | Her diſſolution, his ſuſpended ſmile z 

More fragrant, than Arabia ſacrific'd; The great firſt laſt ! pavilion'd high he fits 

And all her ſpicy mountains in a flame. In darkneſs, from exceſſive ſplendour born. 


: 4 a His glory, to created glory, bright 
$ 209. Praiſe, beſtowed on Men, due is Heaven. As that, to central horrors; he — down 


FROM courts and thrones return, apoſtate On all that ſoars ; aud ſpans immenſity. 


praile ! 211. Inabilityo ficiently ain God. 

Thou proftitute ! to thy firſt love return, 8 W ee 4 2 1 
Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once, unrivall'd theme. D Thro' beds of ; we ER « 
Back to thy fountain ; to that parent power, Ss 5 8 cores Som 

Who om the tongue to ſound, the thought to Their — 4;öÜ “ REY | 
The 8 Men homage pay to men, Goes out 5 darkneſs; it, 4 tow ' ring wing, 
Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful eye they bow, e e ws, er I wage my 7 thes 
In mutual awe profound of clay to clay, Great ! good wiſe! wonderful! eternal King ? 
Of guilt to guilt, and turn their backs on thee, If of-chots. comforoms Se — 
Great fire ! whom thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs ſing. BY ag 5 Gy OT , 

Oh the preſumption, of man's awe for man ! Tails CVE PONTING. SO FEE WR 


Man's author! end! reſtorer! law! and judge! [ aſk their ſtrain; they want it, more they want 


Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of Languid rheir energy, their ardour cold, 


ds Indebted (till, their higheſt rapture burns; 
gary : * 5 825 yrs 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds: Short | f ite e divine. | « 
What night eternal, but a frown from thee ? Sti Oi #5 5 buen and man's 
What heaven's meridian glory, but thy ſmile ? e 


And ſhall not praiſe be thineꝰ not human praiſe, Their vaſt appointments reach it not; they ſee 


| While heaven's high hoſt on Hallelujahs live > On carth a bovnty, nor indulg d oa highs 


And downward look for heaven's ſuperior praiſe, 
| Firſt-born of æther! high in fields of light! 
| View man, to ſee the glory of your God 


I z19. Magnificence and Omnipreſence of the Deity. 


YH way I breathe no longer, than I breathe | You ſung creation (for in that you ſhar d), 
My ſoul in praiſe to him, who gave my foul, | How roſe in melody, the child of love! 
And ar infinite of proſpect fair, Creation's great ſuperior, man! is thinez 


Cur thro the ſhades of hell, great love! by thee !| Thine is redemption; eternize the ſong] 
Where ſhall that praiſe begin, which ne'cr ſhould Redemption] "twas.creation more ſubjume z 


ene? | | Redemption ! 'twas the labour of the ſkies; 
Where'er I turn, what claim on all applauſe ! rar more than labour It was death in heaven. 
How is night's ſable mantle labour'd oer, Here pauſe, and ponder ; was there death in 
How richly wrought, with attributes divine! heaven? blow? 
What wiſdom ſhines ! what love! This midnight | What then on earth? on earth which ſtruck the 
pomp, Who ſtruck it > Who -O how is man enlarg'd, 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd, | Seen thro? this medium! How the pigmy towers! 
Built with divine ambition! nought to thee : How counterpois*d his origin from duſt! 
For others this profuſion : thou apart, How couuterpois' d, to duſt his fad return! 
Above, beyond 1 oh tell me, mighty mind, How voided his vaſt. diſtance from the ſkies! 
Where art thou ? ſhall I dive into the deep? | Hove near he preſſes on the ſeraph's wing! 
Call to the ſun, or aſk the roaring winds, How this demon&rates, thro' the thickeſt cloud 
For their creator? ſhall I queſtion loud Of guilt, and clay condens'd, the fon of heaven ! 
The thunder, if in that th' almighty dwells ? The double fon; the made, and the re-made! 


Or holds he furious ſtorms in ſtreigthen'd reins, | And ſhall heaven's double property be loft? 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? | Man's double madnels only can deftroy him, 
" . N , | * 1 , . » 2 ff 

What mean theſe queſtions ?—trembling 1 To man the bleeding eroſs has promis d all; 


reteact; ; | 5 bleeding crofs has ſworn eternal grace: 
My preſtrate foul adores the preſent Gol: Who gave his life, what grace ſhall he deny? 
Praiſe J a diſtant deiry ? He tunes O ye, who from this Rock of ages leap 


K 3 Diſdaiuful. 
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Diſdainful, plunging headlong in the abyſs 
What cordial joy, what conſolation ftrong, 
Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 
Our intereſt in the maſter of the ſtorm ! 


Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruins ſmile; 
While vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 


$ 212. Man. 


AN! know thyſelf; all wiſdom centres there. 
To none man ſeems ignoble, but to man; 
Angels that grandeur, men o'erlook, admire : 
Ho long ſhall human nature be their book, 
Degenerate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim reaſon ſheds ſhews wonders there; 
What high contents! iluſtrious faculties ! 
Bur the grand comment which diſplays at full 
Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd from divine, 
By Heaven compos'd, was publiſh'd on the croſs! 
Who looks on that, and fees not in hiinſelf 
An awful ftranger, a terreſtrial God? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ! 
I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting foul 
Catches ſtrange fire, eternity! at thee. 
© He, the great father! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals; one ſpirit pour'd 
From ſpirit's awful fountain; pour d himſelf 
Thro' all their ſouls; but not in equal ſtream: 
Profuſe, or frugal of th' inſpiring God, 
As his wiſe plan demanded; and when paſt 
Their various trials, in their various ſpheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, | 
Reſorbs them all into himſelf again; 
His throne their centre, and his ſmile their crown. 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ſing? 
Angels are men of a ſuperior kind; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
High ober celeftial mountains wing'd in flight: 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 
And ſlippery ſtep, * bottom of the ſteep : 
Let ſummon d to the gloriovs ſtandard ſoon, 
Which flames eternal crim{on thro' the ſkics. 


4 


$ 213. Religion. 


Þ ELIGION 's all. Deſcending from its fire 
To wretched man, the Goddeſs in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right, the next: 
Religion the ſole voucher man is man; 
Supporter ſole of man above himſclf. 
eligiom! providence; an after-ſtate | 
Here is firm fcoting; here is ſolid rock; 
This can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides 
Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 
And bids carth roll, nor fecls her idle whirl, 
Religion! thou the fovl of happineſs ; + 
And groaning Calvary of thee ! There ſhine 
The nobleſt truths; there ſtron geſt motives ſting ! 


Can love allure vs? or can terror awe ? »Tis this makes Chriſtian triumph, a command: 


He weeps the falling drop puts out the ſan ; 
He fighs —the ſigh, earth's deep foundation 


XTRACTS, Book I. 


His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderneſs on- fire ? 

Can prayer, can praiſe avert it? — Thou, my all! 
My theme! my inſpiration! and my crown! 
My ftrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate ! 


My light in darkneſs ! and my life in death! 
My boaſt thro” time ! bliſs thro eternity 


| Eternity too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe, 


Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 


& 214.  Ged's Love to Man. 


HOW omnipotence is loſt in love ! 

Father of angels! but the friend of man 
Thou, who didſt fave him, ſnatch the ſmoking 
drand | | 

From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood! 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diftreſs ! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 

To challenge, and to diſtance, all return! 

Of laviſh love ſtupendous heights to ſoar, 

And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale ! 
But ſince the naked will obtains thy ſmile, 
Beneath this monument of praiſe unpaid, 

For ever lic intomb'd my fear of death, 

And dread of-ev'ry evil, but thy frown. 

Oh for an humbler hcart, and loftier ſong ! 
Thou, my much-injur'd theme! with that ſoft eye 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the coldnefs of my breaſt ; 

And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 


—y 


$ 215. Lukewarm Devotion. 


OH ye cold-hearted, frozen, formaliſts ! 

On ſuch a theme 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Shall Heaven, which gave us ardour, and has 
Its own for man fo ſtrongly, not diſdain [ ſhewn 
What ſinocth emollients in theology, 
Recumbeit virtue's downy doctors preach, 
That proſe of piety, a luke warm praiſe ? 

Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe uninflam' d? 


| Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout. 


——————_I—— : 
§ 216. Death, where is thy Sting? 


H when will death (now ſtingleſs), like a 
friend, ; 


This mould' ring, old, partition-wallthrown down, 
Give beings, one In nature, one abode ? 

Oh death divine! that gives us to the ſkies, 
Great future] glerious patron of the paſt, 

And preſent, —_—_— hall I thy thrine adore 2 
From Nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
[mmenſcly bieſt, this little iſle of life | 
Divides us, Happy day, that breaks our chain 
That re-admits us, thro' the guardian hand 

Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne ; 

Who hears our Advocate, and thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 


'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wiſe. 
Haſt thou ne er ſeen the comet's flaming flight? 


If, in tus love, ſo terrible, what then ( ſhakes, | 


Th iluſtrious ſtranger paſſing, terror eds 


My ſoul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth !—my world! 


y hy a ©. 1 


Admit me of that choir? Oh when will death, 
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On gazing nations, from his fiery train. 

Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depths of ether; coaſts unnumber'd worlds 
Of more than ſolar glory ; doubles wide 
Heaven's mighty cape, and then reviſits earth, 
From the long travel of a thouſand years. 
Thus, at the deſtin'd period, ſhall return 

He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze; 
And with him all our triumph o'er the tomb, 


$ 217. Fuith enforced by our Reaſon. 


N ATURE is dumb on this important point : 
Or hope precarious in low whiſper breathes : 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtinct; even adders hear, 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulph of death, 
To break the ſhock blind nature cannot ſhun, 
And lands thought ſmoothly on the farther ſhore, 
Death's terror is the mountain Faith removes; 
That mountain-barrier between man and peace : 
Tis Faith diſarms deſtruction; and abſolves 
From ev'ry clamorous charge the guiltleſs tomb. 
Why ſhouldſt thou diſbelieve ?—* tis Reaſon 
bids, 
c All ſacred Reaſon.” Hold her ſacred ſtill; 
Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame. 
Reaſon ] my heart is thine: Deep in its folds, 
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two. 
My reaſon rebaptis'd me, when adult; 
Weigh'd true and falle in her impartial ſcale; 
And made that choice, which once was but my 
fate. 

Reaſon purſued is faith: and unpurſu'd _ 
Where proof invites, *tis reaſon then no more; 
And ſuch our proof, that, or our faith is right, 
Or Reaſon lies, and Heaven deſign'd it wrong: 
Abſolve we this? What then is blaſphemy ? 

Fond as we are, and juſtly fond of faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard, 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear : 
| Reaſon the root, fair Faith is but the flow'r : 
The fading flower ſhall die; but Reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies. 

Wrong not the Chriſtian, thiak not reaſon yours: 
Tis Reafon our great Maſter holds fo dear; 
'Tis Reafon's injur'd rights his wrath reſents. 
Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; 

Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a God; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 
Thro' Reaſon's wounds alone, thy faith can die; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives ro Death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal ſting. 


* 


$ 218. Falſe Philoſophy. 

hence what honours due to thoſe who 
uſh ; RR, 

Our antidote aſide; thoſe friends to reaſon; 
Whoſe fatal love ſtahs every joy, and leaves 
Dcath's terror heighten'd gnawing on his heart. 
Thoſe pompous ſons of reaſon idoliz'd, 

And vilify'd at once; of reaſon dead, 

Then dcified, as monarchs were of old. 

While love of truth thre all their camp reſounds, 
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They draw Pride's'curtain o'er the noon-tide ray, 

Spike up their inch of reaſon, on the point 

Of philoſophic wit, call'd argument, 

And then exulting in their taper, cry, 

« Behold the ſun:“ and, Indian-like, adore. 
Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love! 

Thou maker of new morals to mankind ! 

The grand morality is love of thee. 

A Chriſtian is the higheſt ſtyle of man. 

And is there, who the bleſſed croſs wipes off 

As a foul blot from his diſhonour'd brow > 

Af angels tremble, tis at ſuch a ſight: 

The wretch they quit, deſponding of their charge, 

More ſtruck with grief or wonder, who can tell? 


8 219. The mere Man of the World. 


YE ſold to ſenſe, ye citizens of earth, 

> (For ſuch alone the Chriſtian banner fly) 
Know ye how wiſe your choice, how great your 

in? : 
Behold Tha picture of earth's happieſt man: 
He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
And ſays, he call'd another; that arrives, 
„Meets the ſame welcome; yet he ſtill calls on, 
Till one calls him, wha varies not his call, 
„ But holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs bound, 
Till nature dies, and judgment ſets him free: 
«© A freedom, far leſs welcome than his chain. 
But grant man happy; grant him happy long; 

Add to lite's higheſt prize her lateſt hour ; 
That hour ſo late, comes on in full career: 


| How ſwift the ſhuttle flies, that weaves thy 


ſhroyd ! 
Where is the fable of thy former years? | 
Thrown down the gulph of time; as far from thee 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the day in hand, 
Like a bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going; 
Scarce now poſſeſt, ſo ſuddeily tis gone; 
And each ſwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 
By ſtrides as ſwift : Eternity is all; 
And whoſe eternity > Who triumphs there 2 
Bathing for ever in the font of bliſs? 
For ever baſking in the deity ! 

Conſcience reply, O give it leave to ſpeak ; 
For it will ſpeak ere long. O hear it now, 
While uſeful its advice, its accent mild. 

Truth is depoſited with man's laſt hour; 

An honeſt hour, and faithful to her truſt, 
Truth, eldeſt daughter of the Deity ; 

Truth, of his council when he made the worlds, 
Nor leſs when he ſhall judge the worlds he made, 
Tho' filent long, and fleeping ne'er ſo ſound, 
Than from her cavern in the ſoul's abyſs, 

The Goddeſs burſts in thunder and in flame. 
Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die.“ 


$ 2290. NIGHT v. Darkneſs. 
[FT Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the ſun adore: _ 
Darkneſs has more divinity for me: | 
t ſtrikes thought inward, it drives back the foul 
To ſettle on herſelf, our point ſupreme ! | 
There lies our theatre; there fits our judge. 
K 4 | Darkneſs 
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Darkneſs the curtain drops o'er life's dull ſcene ; 
Tis the kind hand of Providence ſtretcht out 
*Twixt man and vanity; tis Reaſon's reign, 
And Virtve's too; theſe tutelary ſhades 

Are man's aiylum from the tainted throng. 


8 221. The Fatility of Man's Reſolutions. 
IRTVUE. for ever frail, as fair below, 

' Her tender nature ſuffers in the crowd, 
Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain : 
The werld 's infeftious ; few bring back at cve 
Immaculate the manners of the morn. | | 
Some hing we thought, is blotted; we reſolv'd, 
Is ſhaken; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Fach ſalutation may flide in a fin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it ſtrange, light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, 
All, ſcatter us abroad; thought outward bound, 
Nrglectful of oor home affairs, flies off | 
In fume and diffipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaſt ungyarded to the foe. 


| $ 222. The Power of Example. 

11 example gets within gur guard, 

And acts with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain | 
Strikes, like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt ; 
Riot. pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from man; 
From ſmiling man. A flight, a ſingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home 
A ſudden fever, to the throbbing heart, 
Of envy, rancour, or impure deſire. 
We fee, we hear with peril ; fafery dwells 
Remote from multitude ; the world 's a {chosl 
Of wrong. and what proficients ſwarm around! 
We muſt or imitate, or diſapprove ; : 
Muſt liſt as their accomplices, or foes ; 
That ſtains our innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence, wiſdom has been ſmit 
With tweet receſs, and languiſh d for the ſhide. 


a. 


3 Miduig bt. 
THls ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is it? 
Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone : 
Vice ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
Aud icoks, Ike other objects, black by night. 
By night an acheift half-believes a God. 
Night is fair Virtue's immemerial friend; 
The confcivus moon, through every diſtant age, 
Has held a lamp to Wiſdom, and ict fall 
On Contemplation's eye her purging ray. | 
Hail, precious moments! ſtol'n from the black 
waſte * | i 
Of murder d time: auſpicious midnight, hail! 
The world excluded, every ' paſſion huſh'd, 
und open'd a calm interconrfe with heaven; 
Here the foul firs in council, ponders paſt, 
Predeftines future action; res, not feels, 
Tumukuous life; and reafons wit' the ſtorm; 
All her lies anſwers, and thinks down her charms. 
: 7 
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$ 224. Little to be expefted from Man. 

WI AT are we > how unequal ! now we ſoar, 

” And now we fink: how dearly pays the 
For lodging ill; too dearly rents her clay! [foul 
Reaſon, a baſMed counſellor! but adds 
The bluſh of weakneſs to the bane of woe, 
The nobleſt ſpirit fighting her hard fate, | 
In this damp, duſky region, charg'd with ftorms, 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly. 

ITis vain to ſeek in men for more than man. 
Tho' proud in promiſe, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 
Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 
Threw wide the gates of everlaſting day, 

And call'd mankind to glory, down I ruſh, 

In ſorrow drown'd—But not, in {or:ow, loſt. 
How wretchcd is the man, who never mourn'd ! 
dive for precious pearl, in ſorrow's ſtream : 
Not ſo the „ man that only grie ves; 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 
(Ineſtimable gain !) and gives heaven leave 

To make him but more wretched, not more wiſe, 


$ 225. Wiſdom. 
TE wiſdom is our leſſon, (and what elſe 
Ennobles man? what elſe have angels learnt?) 
Grief, more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 
Than genius, or proud learning, e er could boaſt, 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, h 
Digeſts not into ſenſe her motley meal, 
This forager on others' wiſdom leaves 
Her native farm, her reaſon quite untill'd : 
With mixt manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank foil, 
Dung'd, but not dreſt ; and rich to beggary: 
A pomp untameable of weed prevails : 
Her ſervant's wealth encumber*d wiſdom mourns, 
And what ſays Genius? Let the dull be wiſe,” 


It pleads exemption from the laws of ſenſe; - 


Conſiders Reaſon as a leveller, 
And ſcorns to ſhare a bleſſing with the crowd. 
That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory, and to pleaſure gives the reſt. 
Wiſdom leſs ſhndders at a fool, than wit. 

But Wiſdom ſmiles, when humbled mortals 

weep. | 
When Sorrow wounds the breaſt, as ploughs the 
lebe, 

And hearts obdurate feel her ſoftening ſhower ; 
Her feed celeſtial, then, glad Wiſdom tows, 
Her golden harveſt triumphs in the foil, 
If fo, 1 Il gain by my calamity, . 
And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 
I range the plenteous, intellectual field; 
And gather cvery thought of ſovereigu power, 
To chaſe the moral maladies of man; [ kies, 
Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the 
Tho' natives of this coarſe penurious foil, 
Nor wholly wither there, where ſeraphs ſing: 
Refin'd, czalred, not annull'd in heaven. 


Reflettions in a Church-yard. 
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SAY, on what themes ſhail puzzled choice 
deicend ? 


*© Th importance of contemplating the tomb 
f 46 Why 


Book I. 


« Why men decline it; Suicide's foul birth 
„The various kinds of grief; the faults of age; 
«© And Death's dread character invite my ſong.” 

And firſt, th' importance of our end ſurvey d. 
Friends counſel quick diſmillion of our grief; 
Miſtaken kindneſs ! our hearts heal too ſoon. 
Are they more kind than He who {truck the blow? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 

And baniſh peace, till nobler gueſts arrive, 
And bring it back, a true, and endleſs peace? 
Calamities are friends : as glaring day 

Of theſe unnumber d luſtres robes our fight; 
Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 

Of import high, and light divine to man. 

The man how bleſt, who, ſick of gaudy ſcenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves !) 
Is led by choice to take his favourite walk, 
Beneath Death's gloomy, filent, cypreſs ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaſtic ray 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 

Viſit his faults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lorenzo, read with me Narciſſa's ſtone ; 

Few orators fo tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart. What pathos in the date ! 
Apt words can ſtrike, and yet in them we ſee 
Faint images of what we here enjoy. 

What cauſe have we to build on length of life? 
Temptations ſeize when fear is laid aſleep; 
And ill-foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 

See from her tomb, Truth ſallies on my ſoul, 
And puts Deluſion's duſky train to flight; 
Diſpels the miſts our ſultry paſſions rae, 

And ſhews the real eſtimate of things, 

Which no man, vnafflicted, ever ſaw; 

Pulls off the veil from Virtue's rifing charms ; 

Detects Temptation in a thouſand hes. 

Truth bids. me look on men, as autumn's leaves, 

And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 

Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 

I widen my horizon, gain new powers, 

See things inviſible, feel things remote, 

Am preſent with futurities; think nought 

To man. ſo foreign, as the joys poſſeſt, 

Nought ſo much his as thoſe heyond the grave. 
No folly keeps its colour in her ſight: 

Pale worldly wiſdom loſes all her charms. 

How differ worldly wiſdom, and divine? 

uſt as the waning and the waxing moon. 

ore empty worldly wiſdom every day; 

And every day more fair her rival ſhines. 

But ſoon our term for wiſdom is expir'd, 
And everlaſting fool is writ in fire, 

Or real wiſdom wafts us to the ſkies. 
What grave preſcribes the beſt ?—a friend's; 
and yet 
From a friend's grave how ſoon we diſengage, 
Even to the dearcft, as his marble, cold! | 
Why are friends raviſh'd from us! tis to bind, 
By oft Affection's ties, on human hearts, 

he thought of death, which Reaſon, too ſupine, 
Or miſemploy'd, ſo rarely faſtens there. 
Nor Reaſon, nor Affection, no, no both 
Combin'd, can break the witcherafts of the world. 
Behold th' jnexorabie hour at hand! 
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} Behold th' inexorable hour forgot l. 


And to forget it, the chief aim of life 
Tho' well to ponder it, is life's chief end, 


$ 227. Little Attention paid to ihe 

Death, 

S Death, that ever threat'ning, ne'er remote, 
I That all-important, and — only ſure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt ? 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudeſt calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpected ſtill ? 

Tho' num'rous meſſengers are ſent before 
To warn his great arrival, Whar the cauſe, 
The wondrous cauſe, of this myſterious ill? 
All heaven looks down aftoniſh'd at the fight, 


$ 228. Life compared 10 4 Stream. 


I it, that Life has ſown her joys ſo thick, 

We can t thruſt in a ſingle care between? 
s it, that life has ſuch a ſwarm of cares, 
The thought of death can t enter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time ſteals on with downy feet, | 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream? 
To- day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats; 
We wks the lying ſiſter for the ſame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo, like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice: 
To the ſame life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the fame; the ſame we think 
Our life, though till more rapid in its flow; © 
Nor mark the much irrevocably laps'd, 
And mingled with the ſea. Or ſhall we fay 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 
Thar life 1s like a veſſel on the fiream ? 
In life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the tide 
Of time deſcend, but not on time intent; 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding wave; 


Till on a ſudden we perceive a ſhock ; 


We ſtart, awake, look out; our bark is burſt. 

Is this the cauſe death flies all human thought! 
Or is it judgment by the will ſtruck blind, : 
That domincering miſtreſs of the foul! 

Or 1s it fear turns ſtartled reaſon back, 
From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep ? 
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'Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, | 


By nature conſcious of the make of man. 

A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 

A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 

By that unaw'd, man on each pique of pride, 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein, 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the Joke, 
And mar the ſchemes of Providence below. 


$ 229. Suicide, 


WW HAT. groan was that? There took his 


gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 
Blaſted from hell, with horrid luſt of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
So call'd, ſo thought—and then he fled the field; 
Leſs baſe the fear of death, than fear of life, 
O Britain 


* 
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O Britain! infamous for ſuicide ; 

An iiland in thy manners far divioin'd - 
From the whole world of rationale befide, 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 
Wah the dire ftain, nor ſhock the continent. 

But thou be ſhock'd, while I detect the cauſe 
Of ſelf- aſſault, expoſe the monkter's birth, 

And bid abhorrence hifs it round the werld. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant fun ; 
Iramoral climes kind nature never made. 

The cauſe I fing in Eden might prevail, 

And proves it is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The foul of man (let man in homage bow 
Who names his foul) a native of the tkies ! 
High-born, and free, her freedom ſhould maintain. 
Untold, unmortgag d for earth's little bribes. 
Th illuftrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, 
Like ſtrangers, jealous of her dignity, 

Studious of home, and ardent to return, 

Of earth ſuſpicious, earth's enchanted cup 

Wich cool reſerve light- touching, ſhould indulge 

On immortality her godlike taſte; 

There take large draughts; make her chief ban- 
quet there. . 

* ſome reje& this ſuſtenance divine; 

o beggarly vile appetites. deſcend ; 

Aſk alms of earth = gifts that came from heaven; 
Sink into ſlaves ; and ſell, for preſent hire, 
'Their rich reverſion, and (what ſhares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who ſways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail, 
When his full baſker gorges them no more; 

Or their pall'd palates loath the baſket full, 
Are, inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage, 

For breaking ail the chains or providence, | 
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| 


And burſting their confinement ; tho' faſt barr'd, 


By laws divine and human; guarded ſtrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the paſs, 

The blackeſt nature, or dire guilt can raiſe; 

And moated round with fathomleſs deſtruction, 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Britons ! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 

Or worſe, o erlock d; o'criook'd by magiſtrates, 

Thus, criminals themſelves. I grant the deed 

Is madneſs ; but the madneſs of the heart. 

And what is that? our utmoſt bound of guilt. 

A ſenſual, unreflecting life is big 

With monſtrous births, and ſuicide, to crown 

The black infernal brood. The bold to break 

Heaven's law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh 

T hro' ſacred nature's murder, on their own, 

Becauſe they never think of death, they dic. 

When by the bed of languiſhment we fit, 

Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguifh hang, 

Wipe the cold dew, or ſtay the ſinking head, 

Number their moments, and in ev'ry clock, 

Start at the voice of an eternity; 

See the dim lamp of life juſt fecbly lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 

Then fink again, and quiver into death. 

(Thar moſt pathetic herald of our own;) 

How read we ſuch fad ſcenes? as ſent to man 

In perſcct vengeance ? no; in pity ſent, 


To melt him down, like wax, and tlien impreſs 


Indelible, death's image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf. 

We bleed, we tremble ; we ** we ſmile: 
The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry: 
Our quick returning folly cancels all: 

As the tide ruſhing rates what is writ | 
In yielding ſands, and ſmooths the letter d ſhore, 


1 


1 $ 230. Tears. 


ORENZO ! haſt thou ever weigh'd a figh ? 
Or ſtudied the philoſophy of tears* 

Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, 
And ſeen their ſource ? If not, deſcend. with me, 
And trace theſe briny riv'tets to their fprings. 

Our funeral tears from different cauſes riſe : 
Of various kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
By foft contagion call'd, ſome burſt at once, 
And ſtream obſequious to the leading eye. 

Some aſk more time, by curious art diit'a, 
Some hearts, in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the public eye, guſh out amain. 

Some weep to ſhare the fame of the deceas'd, 

So high in merit, and to them fo dear: 

They dwellon praifes, whichthey think they ſhare. 

Some 1 in proof that ſomething they could 
ove. ; 

They weep not to relieve their 

Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 

As conſcious all their love is in arrear. 

Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappriz'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueſt of an eye. 
As ſeen through cryſtal, how their roſes glow, 
While Iquid pearl runs trickling down their 
„ . ; 
By kind conftruEtion ſome are deem's to weep, 
Becauſe a decent veil conceals their joy. 
Some weep in carr.eſt ; and yet weep in vain 

As deep in indiſcretion, as in woc. 

Paſſion, blind paſſion! impotently pours 

Tears, that deſerve more tears; while reaſon ſleeps 
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern'd ; | 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the ſtorm. 
They weep impetvous, as the ſummer ſtorm, 
And full as ſhort ! the cruel grief ſoon tam'd, 
They make a paſtime of the Ring lefs tale ! 

Far as the decp-reſounding knell, they ſpread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 

No grain of wiſdom pays them for their woe. 


Inſtcad of learning there her true ſupport, | 
She crawls to the next fhrub, or bramble vile, 
The ſtranger weds, and bloſſoms as before, 

in all the fruitleſs fopperies of life. 


$ 131. Hallcution to the Voice of Death. 
WHAT thus infatuates ? what enchantment 
| plants | 
The phantom of an age, twixt us and death, 


Already at the door? He knocks, we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 


The 


hs untouch'd hearts? what miracle turns off 


” 
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grief, but ſhow. 


When the fick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
1 Reclines on earth, and ſorrows in the duſt; | 


On 


a PN e 


Book I. 
The pointed thought, which from a thouſand 


Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd > [quivers 
We ſtand as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft ourſelves ; 
Tho' bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftill ! 
We ſee time's furrows on another's brow, 
And death entrench'd, preparing his aſſault; 
How few. themfiven, in that jun mirror, ſee ! 
Abſurd Longevity ! More, more, it crics : 
More life, more wealth, more traſh of every kind: 
And wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails? 
Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow, 1 
While nature is relaxing ev'ry ſtring ? 
Aſk thought for joy; grow rich and hoard within. 
Think you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceaſe, 
Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? 
Contract the taſte immortal; learn even now 
To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter ; 
Divine or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age, the glory is to with to die, | 
That wiſh is praiſe and promiſe ; it applauds 
Paſt life, and promiſes our future bliſs. 
What weakneſs ſee not children in their fires ? 
Grand- climacterical abſurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd authority to faults of youth, 
How ſhocking ! it makes folly thrice a fool ; 
And our firſt childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
What folly can be ranker ? like our ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes — as our ſun declines. 
No wiſh ſhould loiter, then, this fide the grave. 
Qur hearts ſhould leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil. * 
Enough to live in tempeſt ; die in port. 
Age thould fly concourſe, cover in retreat | 
PefeCts of judgment, and the will's ſubdue 
Walk thoughtful on the ſilent, ſolemn ſhore 
Of that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail ſo ſoon; 
And put good works on board; and wait the win 
That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown; 
If unconſider'd, too, a dreadful ſcene ! 


$ 232, Little Learning required, io be Good. 


UT you are learn'd; in yolumes deep you fit; 

In wiſdom ſhallow : pompous ignorance ! 
Learn well to know how much need not be known; 
And w_ that knowledge, which impairs your 

-nſe, a 

Our needful knowledge, like our needful food 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common ſield; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 
You ſcorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature and experience, moral truth; 
And dive in ſcience for diſtinguiſh'd names, 
Sinking in virtue, as you riſe in fame. 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevour, 
If you would learn death's character, attend. 
All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 
Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 
Come forth at random, Or if choice is made, 
The choice is quite ſarcaſtic, and inſults 
All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 


, 
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$ 233. The Caprice and univerſal Power of 


Death. 


A LIKE other tyrants, Death delights to ſmite, 


What ſmitten moſt proclaims the pride of 


And arbitrary nod. His joy oy $90 { power, 


To bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate; 
The feevle wrap th' athletic in his ſhroud 3 
And weeping fathers build their children's tomb: 


Me thine, Narcifſa !--what tho” ſhort thy date? 


Virtue, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. _ 
That life is long, which anſwers life's great end, 


The time that bears no fruit, deſerves no name: 


The man of wiſdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youth Methufalems may die, 
O how miſdated on their flattering tombs ! 
All more than common menaces an end: 
A blaze betokens brevity of life. 
To plant the ſoul on her eternal guard, 
In awful expeQation of our end, [but ſe 
Thus runs Death's dread commiſſion ; © Stri 


As moſt alarms the living by the dead.” 


Hence ftratagem delights him, and ſurpriſe, 
And cruel ſport with man's ſecurities. 
Not ſimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim, I moſt. 


And where leaſt fear d, there conqueſt triumphs 


| What are his arts to lay our fears afleep ! 

Tiberian arts his purpoſes wrap up 
In deep diflimulation's darkeſt night. 
Like princes unconfeſt in foreign courts, 
W ho travel under cover, Death aſſumes 
The name and look of life, and dwells among us. 
Behind the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambuſh in a ſmile ; or wanton dive 
In dimples deep; love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and fink them in deſpair. 

Moſt happy they whom leaſt his arts deceive. 
One eye on Death, and one full fix'd on heaven, 
Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 


Where is not Death? ſure as night follows day, 
t 


Death treads in Pleaſure's footſteps round 
world, ſhuns, 


| When Pleaſure treads the paths which Reaſon 


When, againſt reaſon riot ſhuts the door, 

And gaiety ſupplies the place of ſenſe. 

Then foremoſt at the banquet and the ball, 
Death leads the dance, or ſtamps the deadly die; 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown, 
Gaily carouſing to his gay compeers, 

Inly he laughs, to fee them Nugh at him, 

As abſent far : and when the revel burns, 
When fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant thought 
Calliny for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Againſt him turns the key; and bids him ſup 
Wich their progenitors— He drops his maſk, 


| Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire 


Scarce with more ſudden terror and ſurpriſe, 
From his black maſk of nitre, touch'd by fire 
He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 

And more than ſimple conqueſt in che fiend? 

And now, gay trifler, doſt thou wrap thy ſoul 
In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown « 
Which moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy 2 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
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Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix d; 

Fix'd as a ſentinel, all eye, all car, 

All expe&ation of the coming foc. 

Rouſe, ftand in arms, nor lean againſt thy ſpear, 

Leſt ſlumber ſteal one moment o'er thy ſoul, 

And fate ſurpriſe thee nodding. Watch, be firong; 

Thus give cach day the merit, and renown, 

Ot dying well; tho' doom'd but once to die. 

Nar — life's period hidden (as from moſt), 

Hide too from thee, the precious uſe of life. 
Does wealth with youth and gaiety conſpire 

To weave a triple wreath of happincts ? 

That ſhining mark invites the tyrant's ſpear. 

As if to damp our clevated aims, 

And firongly preach humility to man, 

O how portentous is proſperity ! 

How, comet-like, it threatens while it ſhines ! 

Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition 

To cull his victims from the faireſt fold, 

And ftheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 

With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry bliſs; 

Set up in oftentation, made the gaze, 

The gaudy centre of the public cye ; 


When fortune, thus, has toſs d her child in air, | 


Snatch d from the covert of an humble ſtate, 
How often hare I ſcen him dropp'd at once, 
Our morning's envy, and our ev ning 's hgh ! 
As if her bounties were the ſignal giv'n, 
The flow'ry wreath, to mark the facriſice, 


And call Dcath's arrows on the deſtin d prey. 


& 234. NIGHT Vi. The Death of Narcifa. 
GHE (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
Nor early, like Narciſſa, left the ſcene ; 
Nor fudden, like Philander. What avail ? 
This ſeeming mitigation but inflames; 
This fancy'd medicine heightens the diſeaſe. 
The longer known, the cloſer til} ſhe grew; 
And gradual partiog is a gradual death. 
O the long dark approach thro' years of pain, 
Death's gallery with table terror hung; 
Sick hope's pale lamp its only glimmering ray ! 
| There tate my melancholy walk ordain'd. 

How oft I gaz d. prophetically fad ! | 
How oft I {aw her dead while yet in ſmiles ! 
In ſmiles ſhe ſunk her grief to leſſen mine: 
She ſpoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain. 
Like powerful armics trenching at a town, 

By . . but —— s ſap, 

n his pale progreſs gently gaining ground, 
Death urg d his dead! — in fone of art, 
Of all the balmy bleſſings nature lends 
To fuccour trail humanity. Ye ftars ! 

And thou, O moon] bear witneſs; many a night 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Tied down my fore attention to the ſhock, 
By cealſcleſs depredations on a life, | 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poſt 
Of obſervation ! darker cvery hour | 
| Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 
And pointed at eternity below. 

When my foul ſhudder'd at futurity, 
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When, on a moment's point, th' important die 

Of life and death, ſpun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And turn'd up life; my title to more woe. 
But why more woe ? more comfort let it be. 


Nothing is dead, but that which wiſh'd to die; 


Nothing is dead, but wretchedneſs and pain: 
Nothing is dead, but what encumber'd, gall'd, 
Block d up tie pats, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wiſh moſt ardent of the wiſe ? 
Too dark the ſun to ſee it; higheſt & 
Too low to reach it; death, great death alone, 
O'er ſtars and ſun triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our tran{htton ; tho' the mind, 
An artiſt at creating ſelf-alarms, 
Rich in expedients for inquictude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's portrait true? the tyrent never ſat. 
Our ſketch, all random ſtrokes, conjecture all; 
Cloſe ſhuts the grave, nor tells one ſingle talc. 


Death, and his image riſing in the brain, 


Bear faint reſemblance; never are alike; 
Fear ſhakes the pencil, Fancy loves excels, 
Da: k Ignorance is laviſh of her ſhades ; 
And theſe the formidable picture draw. 

But grant the worſt ;*ris paſt ; new proſpects riſe; 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim, 
Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life; 
Views that ſuſpend our agonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 
Long life might lapſe, age vnperceiv'd come on; 
And find the foul unſated with her theme. 
[ts nature, proof, importance, fire my ſong. 


$ 235. Refiettions-on Man and Immortality. 


PHY nature, immortality, who knows ? 

And yet who knows it not? It is but life 
In ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpun, 
And fpun for ever; black and brittle here ! 
How ſhort our correſpondence with the ſun ! 
And while it laſts, inglorious! our beſt deeds, 
How wanting in their weight ! our higheſt joys, 
Small cordials to ſupport us in our pain, 
And give us ſtrength to fuffer. But how great 
To mingle mterefts, converſe, amities, 
With all the ſons of Reaſon, ſcatter d wide 
Through habitable ſpace, wherever born, 
Howe er endow'd ! to live free citizens 
Of univerſal Nature] to lay hold 


| By more than feeble faith on the Supreme 


Lo call heaven's rich unfathomable mines 
Our own ! to riſe in ſcience as in bliſs, 
Initiate m the ſecrets of the ſkies ! 

To read creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare boſom of the Deity ! | 
The plan and execution to — ! | 
To lee, before each glance of piercing thought, 
All cloud, all ſhadow blown remote; and leave 
No myſtery but that of love divine, 

Which lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming wing, 
From carth's Aceldama, this field of blood, 

Of inward anguiſh, and of ourward ill, 


From darknets, and from duſt, to ſuch a ſcene ! 


| 


Love's 
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Love's element ! true joy's illuſtrious home! [The bare ideas! ſolid happineſs 28) : 

So difiant from its ſhadow chas'd below! 
And chaſe we ſtill the phantom thro” the fire, 

O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death? 
And toil we ſtill for ſublunary pay? 
And cvery moment fear to fink bencath : Defy the dangers of the field, and fond. 
The ctod we tread ; foon trodden by our ſons )— | Or, ſpider-like, ſpin out our precious all, 
Our more than vitals {pin in curious webs 


From earth's ſad contraſt (now deplor'd)more fair. 

Theſe are the thoughts that aggrandiſe the 
great. 

How great (while yet we tread the Kindred clod, 


} 


How great, in the wild whirl of time's purſuits, 
To ftop, and pauſe, involv'd in high preſage; 
Through the long viſto of a thouſand years, 

Jo ſtand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 

As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, 

Enlarg'd, ennoblcd, elevate, divine ! 

To prophely our own futurities ! 


Togaꝛe in thought on what allthoughttranſcends! | 


To talk, with felluw-candidates, of joys ; 
As far beyond conception, as deſert, 
Ourſelves th' aſtoniſh'd ralkers and the tale! | 
When mount we? when theſe ſhackles caſt ? 
when quit | 

This cell of the creation? this ſmall neſt, 
Stuck in a corner of the umverſe, | 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-fpun air ? 
Fine- ſpun to ſenſe; bur groſs and feculent 
To ſouls celeſtial; fouls ordaiu'd to breathe * 
Ambroſial gales; and drink a purer ſky; 

Greatly triumphant on time's Ear ſhore. 

In an eternity whar ſcenes ſhall ſtrike! 

What webs of wonder ſhall unravel there! 
hat full day pour on ali the paths of heaven, 
And light th'Almighty's footfteps in the deep ! 
How ſhall the bleſſed day of our diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, | 
And ftraiten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextinguiſhable thirſt in man 
To know; how rich. how full our banquet here 


The world material late!v feen in ſhades, 
And in thoſe thades, by *-:yments only ſeen, 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the labouring eye, 
Unbroken, now, illuſtrious, and entire, 

Its ample ſphere, its univerſal frame. 

In full dimenſions, ſwells to the furvey ; | 
And enters, at one glance, the raviſh'd Gent, 
How fhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vaſt ocean of unbounded tpace, 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds | 
Divide the cryſtal waves of ether pure, | 
In endleſs voyage, without port! the leaft | 
Of theſe diſſeminated orbs how great! 

Yet what are theſe to the ſtupendous whole? 
As particles, as atoms ill-j-rceiv'd, 


Of ſubtle thought, an 


exquiſite deſign; 


(Fine net- work of the brain !) to catch a fly? 
The momentary buz of vain renown ! | 
A name, a mortal immortality, 


& 236. Genius connected with Ignominy, | 7 


uus and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Our boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble aid 
Heart- merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. ; 
When I behold a genius bright and Baſe, 

Of towering. talents, and terreſtrial aims 
Methinks, 1 ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fragments of a ſoul immortal, 
With rubbiſh mixt, and glitterivg in the duſt. 

Hcarts are proprietors of all applauſe. 

Right ends, and means, make wiſdom : worldly- 
Is but half-witted, at its higheſt praiſe. - Fwaſe 


I 237. Exalted Station. 

HA is ſtation high? __ [begs 

"Tis a proud mendicant; it boaſts, and 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, - 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 12 
Monarchs, and miniſters, are awful names; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exact | 
Here, not the moral world alone unfolds ; External homage, and a ſupple knee, . 
To beings pompoully ſet up, to ſerve | 
The meaneſt ſlave; all more is merit's due; 
Her ſacred and inviolable right, 5 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the mau. 


EF 


Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worth; 


Nor ever fail of their allegiance rhere. 

Fools indeed drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. 113 
Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his ſil ver fur; 
His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 
His own, deſcending fairly from his fires. 
Shall man be proud to wear his N. 

And fouls in ermine ſcorn a foul without? 
Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 


If admiration is a ſource of joy, heaven. And pyramids are pyramids in vales. ſelf: 
Zach man makes his own ſtature, builds him- 


What tranſport hence! Yet this the leaſt in 
What this to that illuſtrious robe He wears, 
Who toſs'd this mais" of wonders from his hand, 
A ſpecimen, an earneſt of his power! 755 
'Tis, ta that glory, whence all glory flows, 

As the mead's m-aneft flow'ret to the ſun, 
Which gave it birth. But what, this Sun of 

heaven ! 

This bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely bleſt! 
Death, only death, the queition can refolve, 


By death cheap-bought th ideas of our joy; 


Pigmies are pigmies till, tho“ percht on "I 


{Virtue alone out-builds the pyramids z 


Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Egypt's fall. L 


Of theſc {ure truths doſt thou demand the cauſe ? 


The cauſe is lodg'd in immortality, 


Hear, and afſenr. 


Thy boſom burns for pow'r; 


'Tis thise. And art thou greater than before? 
Then thou before waſt ſomething leſs than man. 
Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride? 
That pride defames humanity, and calls Craiſe. 
The being mean, which ſtuffs or rings can 
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$ 2338. True Greatneſs. 


142 
HAT prince, and that alone, is truly great, 
T Who draws the fword reluctant, gladly 
| ...-.. theaths; b 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſkies. 
Why this fo rare? becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that venerable day, [nounce 
Which fits as judge ; that day which ſhall pro- 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn, 
Lorenzo! never ſhut thy thought againſt it; 
Be levees ne'er ſo full, afford it room, 
And give it audience in the cabinet, 
That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 
To dote on aught _ leave us, or be left, 
Is that ambition then let flames deſcend, 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires: 
When blind ambition quite miſtakes her road, 
And downward pores, for that which ſhines 
Subſtantial happineſs, and true renown ; [above, 
Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook, 
We leap at ftars, and faſten in the mud; 
Ar glory graſp, and fink in infamy. 
—  — . 


F 239. The Torment of Ambition. 


MBITION ! powerful ſource of good and ill ! 
Thy ſtrength in man, like length of wing 
in birds, | 

When diſengag'd from earth, with greater caſe 
And ſwifter flight, tranſports us to the ſxics. 
By toys entangied, or in guilt bemir'd, 
It turns a curſe; it is our chain, and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Cloſe-grated by the ſordid bars of fenſc; 
All proſpect of eternity ſhut out; 
And but for execution ne'er ſet free. 


F CT 240. True Riches. 
ITH ercor in ambition, juſtly charg'd, 
Find we Lorenzo wiſer in his wealth? 
Where thy true treaſure? Gold fays, not 
| in me,” | 
And, not in me, the diamond. Gold is poor 
India s inſolvent : ſeek it in thyſelf; 
Seck in thy naked ſelf, and find it there : 
In being ſo deſcended, form d, cndow'd ; 
Sky-born, ſky-guided, ſky-returning race! 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine 5 
In ſenſes, which inherit carth and heavens; 
Enjoy the various riches nature yields; 
Far nobler ! give the riches they enjox; 
Give taſte to fruits; and harmony to groves ; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and goid's bright 
Take in at once the landſcape of the world, ¶ fire; 
At a {mall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, 
And half create the wondrous world they ſce. 
Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, are divine. 
But for the magic organ's pewerful charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos ſtill. 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 
Which beautiſics creation's ample dome. 
Say then, ſhall man, tis thoughts all ſent abroad, 
4 


z 


ELEGANT EXTRAC TS, 


Book I. 


Superior wonders in himſelf forgot, 

His admiration waſte on objects round, 

When heaven makes him the ſoul of all he ſees 2 

Abſurd ! not rare ! fo great, ſo mean, is man. 
What wealth in ſenſes ſuch as theſe! what 

In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene [wealth 

Than Caſe ſurveys! in memory's firm record, 

Which, ſhould it periſh, could this world recall, 

From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years 

In colours freſh, originally bright 

Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate ! 

What wealth in intellect, that ſovereign power! 

Which ſenſe, and fancy, ſummons to the bar; 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends : 

And from the maſs thoſe underlings import, 

From their materials ſifted, and refin'd, 

Forms art, and ſcience, government, and law. 
What wealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range 

around, | 

Diſdaining limit, or from place, or time, 

And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear 

Th' almighty fiat, and the trumpet's ſound ! 

Bold, on creation's outfide walk, and view 

What was, and is, and more than e'er ſhall be; 

Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 


| Creations new, in fancy's field to riſe! 


Souls, that can graſp whate'er th' almighty made, 
And wander wild through things impoſſible ; 
What wealth, in faculties of endleſs growth, 
In liberty to chooſe, in power to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches riſe !) 


| Duration to perpetuate—beundleſs bliſs ! 


$ 241. The Vanity of Wealth. 

FIGH-BUILT abundance, heap on hezp!, 

for what ? / 

To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 

Then make a richer ſcramble tor the throng : 

Soon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps fo long, 

Almoft by miracles is tir'd with play, ; 

Like rubbiſh, from diſploding engines thrown, 

Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly; 

Fly diverſe; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 

New maſters court, and call the former fool, 

(How juſtly ?) for dependence on their ſtay. 

Wide Come firſt, our play-things, then our duſt, 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals know : 

Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy : 

Ar beſt it babies us with endleſs toys, | 

And keeps us children till we drop to duſt. 

As monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 

They fail to find what they ſo plainly ſee; 

Thus men in ſhining riches fee the face 

Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade ; 

But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 

And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill. 
How few can reſcue opulence from want ! 

Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor; 

Who lives to fancy, never can be rich. 

Poor is the man in debt ; the man of gold, 

in debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r. ' 

The man of reaſon ſmiles at her, and dcath. 

O what a patrimony, this ! a being 

Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, 


Not 


* 
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duns ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, 
By minds quite conſciqus of their high deſcent, 


| To that ſtupendous view when fouls awake, 


Net worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it; worlds deſtroy' d 
Can 't injure ; which hold on its glorious courſe, 
When thine, O nature, ends; too bleſt to mourn 
Creation's obſequies. What treaſure, this ! 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 


§ 242. Immortality. | 
MMORTAL ! ages paſt, yet nothing gone! 
Morn without eve! a race without a goal ! 
Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future ! life | 
Beginning till, where computation ends! 
"Tis the deſcription of a deity |! 
»Tis the deſcription” of the meaneſt flave. 
Immortal! what can ſtrike the ſenſe fo ſtrong, 
As this the ſoul? it thunders to the thought 
Reaſon amazes ; gratitude o'erwhelms ; 
No more we ſlumber on the brink of fate; 
Raus'd at the ſound, th' exulting ſoul aſcends, 
And breathes her native airz an air that fecds 
Ambition high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick-kindles all that is divine within us; 
Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the 
Immortal! was but one immortal, how {| ftars. 
Would others envy ! how would thrones adore ! 
Becauſe tis common, is the bleſſing loſt > 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of Heaven 
O vain, vain, vain! all elſe : eternity! 
A glorious, and a needful refuge, that 
From vile impriſonment in abject views. 
*Tis immortality, tis that alone, | 
Amid life's pains, abaſements, emptineſs, | 
The ſoul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 
Eternity depending covers all; 
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Till ſtumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dance 
and ſong? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a foul immortal in their breaſts; 

Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore, 

Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem? 


[theſe 


{ When rock ſhall melt, and mountains vaniſh, 
| Shall know their treaſure; treaſure, then, ne 


more. 


4 DT" 


$ 244. Dißbelief of a Future State. | 

ARE there (ſtill more amazing !) who reſiſt 

The riſing thought 2 who {mother in its 

birth 
The glorious truth ? who Rruggle to be brutes? 
Who thro' this boſom- barrier burſt their way, 
And, with rever'd ambition, ſtrive to fink > 
Who labour downwards throꝰ th' oppaling pow rs, 
Of inſtinCt, reaſon, and the world againſt them, 
To diſmal hopes, and ſhelter in the ſhock , 
Of endleſs night ? night darker than the grave s? 
Who fight the proots of immortality 2 
To cantradict them ſec all nature riſe ! ! 
What object, what event, the moon beneath, 
But argues, or endears, an after-ſ{cene? 
To reaſon proves, or weds it to defire ? | 
All things proclaim it needful ; ſome advance 
One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure. 
A thouſand arguments ſwarm round my pen, 
From heaven, and earth, and man. Indulge a 
By nature, as her common habit worn. [few 
Thou! whoſe all-providential eye ſurveys, 


Sets earth at diſtance, caſts her into ſhades ; 
Blends her diſtinctions; abrogates her powers; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, _ 
Fortune's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, 
Make one promiſcuous, and neglected heap, 
The man beneath; if T may call him man, 
Whom immortality's full force inſpires. 
Nothing terreftrial touches his high thought ; 


Their preſent province, and their future prize; 

Divinely darting upward every wiſh, EPO 

Warm on the wing, in glorious abſence loſt. 
1 _ this truth + why labours your be- 

e | 

If carth's whole orb by ſome due diſtanc'd eve 

Was ſeen at once, her tow'ring alps would fink, 

And levebd Atlas leave an even ſphere. 

Thus earth, and all that carthly minds admire, 

Is ſwallow'd in eternity's vaſt round. 


So large of late, ſo mountainous to man, 
Time's toys ſubſide ; and equal all below. 


$ 243. Man ignorant of bis real Greatneſs, 
1 ſpite of all the truths the muſe has ſung, 
Are there who wrap the world fo cloſe about 
them 
They ſee no farther than the clouds; and dance 
On heedlels vanity's fantiſtic toe, 


Whoſe hand directs, whoſe Spirit fills, and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 
Eternity's inhabitant auguſt! 

Of two eternities amazing Lord! | 

One paſt, ere man's, or angel's, had begun; 
Aid, while I reſcue from the foe's aſſault 

Thy glorious immortality in man. 


$ 245. Man's Immortality proved by Nature. 

NATURE, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the great Immutable, to man, 
Speaks wiſdom ; is his oracle ſupreme; 
And he who moſt conſults her, 1s moſt wiſe. 
Look nature through, 'tis revolution all. night, 
All change, no death. Day follows night; and 
The dying day; ſtars rife, and ſet, and riſe; + 
Earth takes th' example. See, the ſummer gay, 
With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flow'rs, 
| Droops into pallid autumn; winter grey, 
Horrid with froſt, and turbulent with ſtorm, 
Blows autumn, and his golden fruits away, 
Then melts into the ſpring; ſoft ſpring, with 
breath 

Favonian, from warm chambers of the ſouth, 
Recalls the firſt. All, to re- flouriſh, fades: 
As in a wheel, all ſinks, to re-aſcend: 
Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. 

With this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt. 
Nature revolves, but man advances ; beth 


Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 


That 
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That gravitates, this ſoars. Th' aſpiring ſoul 

Ardent, and tremulous, like — pw rag 

Zeal, and humility, her wings to heaven. 

The world of matter, with its various forms, 

All dies into new life. Life born from death 

Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. 

No fingle atom, once in being, loſt, 

With change of counſel, charges the Moſt High. 
Matter, immortal? and ſhall ſpirit die? 

Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe? 

Shall man alone, for whom all elſe revives, 

No reſurrection know ? ſhall man alone, 

Imperial man ! be fown in barren ground, 

Les: privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 

+ Ts man, in whom alone is power to prize 

The bliſs of being, or with previous pain 

Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of fate 

Severely doom'd death's fingle unredeem'd ? 


§ 246. NIGUT Vil. Diſcontert. 


WHY diſcontent for ever harbour'd there? 
Incurable conſumption of our peace 

- Reſolve me, why, the cottager, and king, 

He whom ſea-ſever'd realms obey, and he 

Who fteals his whole dominion from the waſte, 

 Repelling winter's blaſt, with mud and ftraw, 

Diſquieted alike, draw ſigh for ſigh, 

_ 1n foe fo diſtant, in complaint ſo near. 

Is it, that things terreſtrial can 't content? 
Deep in rich paſture, will thy flocks complain? 
Not fo; but to their maſter is deny'd 
To ſhare their ſweet ſerene. Man, ill ar eaſe, 
In this, not his own place, this forcign field, 
Where nature fodders him with other food, 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, 

Poor in abundance, famiſh d at a feaſt, 
Sighs on for ſomething more, when moſt enjoy'd. 
Is heaven then kinder to thy flocks, than thee * 
Not {o; thy paſture richer, but remote; 
In part, remote; for that remoter part 
Man bieats from inſtinct, tho, perhaps, debauch'd 
= ſenſe, his reaſon fleeps, nor dreams the cauſe. 
The 2 * 2 2 his 3 wakes ! 
is grief is but his eur in diſguiſe; 
e is & , 5 | 
Shall ſons of æther, thall the blood of heav'n, 
Set up their hopes on carth, and ſtable licre, 
With brutal acquieſcence in the mire ? 
No, no, my friend: they ſhall be nobly paia'd ; 
The glorious forcigners diſtreſt, ſhall figh 
On throves; and thou congratulate the figh : 
Man's mitery declares him born for bliſs ; 
His anxious heart atlerts the truth I ſing. 
Our heads, our hearts, our paſſions, and our 
pow rs, 2 
Speak the ſame language; call vs to the ſkies. 
Unripen d theſe in this inclement clime, 
Scarce riſe above conjecture, and miſtake ; 
And for this land of rrifics, thoſe too ſtrong, 
Tumultuous riſe, and tempeſt human life; 
What prize on carth can pay us tor the fiorm ? 
Meet objects for our patlions Haien ordain'd, 
Objects that challenge all their fte, and leave 
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No fault, but in defect: bleſt Heav'n ! avert 
A bounded ardour for unbounded bliſs; 
O for a bliſs unbounded! far beneath 


{ A ſoul immortal, is a mortal joy. 


Nor are our powers to perilh immature; 

But, after feeble effort here bencath, 

A brighter ſun, and in a nobler ſoil, 
Tranſplanted from this ſublunary bed, 

Shall flouriſh fair, and put forth all their bloom. 


| $ 247. Reaſon and Inflin@. 


R EASON progreſſive, inſtinct is complete; 

Swift inſtinct leaps; flow reafon feebly 
climbs. 8 

Brutes ſoon their zenith reach; their little all 

Flows in at once; in ages they no more 

Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

Was man to live coral with the ſun, 

The patriarch-pupil would be learning ſtill ; 

Yet, dying, leave his leſſon half unlearnt. 

Men periſh in advance, as if the fun 

Should ſet ere noon, in eaſtern oceans drown'd. 

To man, why, ſtepdame nature, fo fevere ? 

Why thrown aſide thy maſter-piece half-wrought, 

While meancr efforts thy laſt hand enjoy? 

Or, if abortively poor man muſt die, {dread ? 

Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in 

Why curft with foreſight > wife to miſery ? 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 

Why lefs pre-eminent in ank than pain ?*— 

His immortality alone can tell, 

Full ample fund to balance all amiſs, 

And turn the ſcale in favour of the juſt. 


§ 243, Han Hope. 


| 
Hl immortality alone can folve 
That darkeſt of ænigmas, human hope; 
Of all the darkeſt if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, th' alſaſſin of our joy, 
All preſent bleſſings treading under foot, 
| Is ſcarce a milder tyrant than deſpair. 

Wuh no paſt toils content, ſtill planning new, 
Hope turns us oer to death alone for calc. 
Poſſeſſion, -why, mare taſteleſs than pur ſuit? 
Why is a wiſh far dearer than a crown ? 

That wiſh accompliſh'd, why rhe grave of bliſs? 
Becauſe in the great future Lury'd deep, 

Beyond our plans of empire, and renown, 

Lics all that man with ardour ſhould purſue ; 
And he who made him, bent him to the right. 
Man's heart th' Almighty to the future lets 

By ſecret and inviolable {prings ; 

And makes his hope his fublunary joy. 

Man's heart cats all things, and is hungry ſtill; 
+ More, more, the glutton cties: tor ſomething 
So rages appetite, if man can t mount, [new 
He will deſcend. Ile ſtarves on the poſſoſt. 
Hence the world's maſter, from ambition's ſpire, 
In Caprea plung' d; aud Giv'd bencath the brute. 
In that rank ſty why wallo'y'd cmpire's fon 
Supreme? Becauſe he could no higher fly; 
His riot was ambition in deſpair. | 
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See reſileſs hope, for ever on the wing! 

High perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon ſits, 

To fly at all that riſes in her fight ;. | 

And never ſtooping, but to mount again! 

Next moment, ſhe betrays her aim's miſtake, 


And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 


There ſhould it fail us (it muſt fail us there, 
If being fails), more mournful riddles riſe, 


And virtue vies with hope in myſtery. 


Why virtue ? Where its praiſe, its being, fled ? 
Virtue is true ſelf. intereſt purſu'd ; | 
hat, true felf-int'reſt of quite-mortal man? 
To cloſe with all that makes him happy here. 
If vice (as ſometimes) is our friend on earth, 
Then vice is virtue, tis our ſov'reign good. 
The rigid guardian of a blameleſs heart, 
So long rever'd, ſo long reputed wiſe, 
Is weak; with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy boſom with illuſtrious dreams 
Of gallant enterpriſe, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country ?—thou romantic fool ! 
Seize, ſeize the plank thyſelf, and let her fink 
Thy country] what to thec? (I ipcak with awe) 
The godhead,what ? tho' he ſhould bid thee bleed ? 
If, with thy blood, thy final hope is ſplit, | 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, $2 
Be deaf; preſerve thy being; diſobey. 


$ 249. The Madneſs of Infulelity. | 


| GINCE virtae's recompenſe is doubtful, hee, 


If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is man ſuffer'd to be good in vain? 
Why to be good in vain, is man enjoin'd ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaſt, 
By ſweet complacencies from virtue felt? 
Why whiſpers nature lies on virtue's part? 

Or if blind inſtin& (which aTumes the name 

Of ſacred conſcience) plays the fool in man, 

Why reaſon made accomplice in the cheat? 

Why are the wiſeſt, loudeſt in her praiſe ? 

Can man by reaſun's beam be led aſtray ? 

Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 

Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on earth, 

Or, both are true; or, man ſurvives the grave. 
Or man furvives the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 

Thy boaſt ſupreme, a wild abſurdity. 

Dauntleſs thy ſpirit ; cowards are thy ſcorn, 

Grant man immortal, and thy ſcorn is juſt. 

The man immortal, rationally brave, 

Dares ruſh on death, — becauſe he cannot die. 

But if man lofes all, when life is loſt, 

He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 

A daring infidel (and ſuch there are, 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 

Or pure heroical defect of thought), 

Of all earth's madmen, mot? deſerves a chain. 
Whea, to the grave, we follow the renown'd 

For valour, virtue, ſcience, all we love, [beam 

And all we praiſe ; for worth, whoſe nogu-tide 

Mends our ideas of ethereal pow'rs ; 
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And ftrenuous to tranſcribe, in human life, 
The mind Almighty ? could it be, that fate, ' 
Juſt when the lineaments began to ſhine, [ever ? 
Should ſnatch the draught, and blot it out for 
Shall we, this moment, gaze on God in man? 
The next, loſe man for ever in the duſk? 

From duſt we diſengage, or man miſtakes ; 


| And there, where leaſt his jadgment fears a flaw. 


Wiſdom, and worth, how boldly he commends 1 
Wiſdom and worth are ſacred names; rever'd; 
Where not embrac'd ; applauded ! deify'd ! 
Why not compaſſion'd too? If ſpirits die, 
Both are calamities, inflicted both, 
To make us but more wretched; wiſdom's eye 
Acute, for what? To ſpy more miſeries; 
And worth, fo recompens'd, new points their 
ſtings : | : 
Or man the grave ſurmounts, or gain is loſs. 
And worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Were then capacities divine conferr'd, - | 
As a mock-diadem, in ſalvage - ſport, 7 
Rank inſult of our pompous poverty, [ fair? 
Which reaps but pain, from — claims ſo 
In future age lies no redreſs? and ſhuts xo 
Eternity the door on our complaint? | 
If fo, for what ſtrange ends were mortals-made? 
The worſt to wailow, and the beſt ra weep. 
Can we conceive a diſregard in heaven, | 
What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure ? 
This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 
Is boundleſs appetite, and boundleſs pow'r; 
And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objects too. 
Objects, pow'rs, appetites, heaven ſuits in all; 
Nor, nature thro', e'er violates this fweer, 
Frernal concord, on her tuneful ſtring. © 
Is man the ſole exception from her laws? 
Eternity ſtruck off from human hope, 
Man is a monſter, rhe reproach of heav'n, 
A ſtain, a dark impenetrable cloud | 
On nature's beauteous aſpect; and deforms, 


| (Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord. 


Or own the ſoul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majeſty ! go, man, 
And bow to thy ſuperiors of the fall; 
Thro' ev'ry ſcene of ſenſe ſuperior far: [ 
They graze the turf untill'd; they drink the 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un- embitter d 
With doubts, fears, fruitleſs hopes, regrets, de- 


ſpairs, 
Mankind peculiar! reaſon's precious dowr i 


No foreign clime they ranſack for their robes, 


Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar: . 
Their good is good entire, unmixt, unmarr d: 
They find a paradiſe in ev'ry field, | 
On boughs forbidden, where no curſes hang; 
Their ill no more than ſtrikes the ſenſe, un- 
ſtretcht "WP | 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear; 
When the OR comes, it comes unfear d; one 
ſtroke | * | 
Begins.and ends their woe: they die but once; 


Dream we, that luſtre of the moral world | Bteft, incommunicable-privilege ! 


Goes out in ſtench, and rottenneſs the cloſe ? 
Why was he wiſe to know, and warm to praiſe, 


rs 

For which who rules the globe, and reads 3, 

Philoſopher, or hero, ſighs in vam. 
6 *%, 


N 
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Account for this prerogative in brutes : 
No day, no glimpſe of day to ſolve the knot, 
But what bears on it from eternity. 
O fole and ſweet folution! that unites 
The difficult, and foftens the ſevere ; 
35 cloud on nature's beauteous face difpels ; 
eſtdres bright order; caſts the brute beneath ; 
And re- inthrones us in ſupremacy 
Of joy, ev'n here: admit immortal life, 
And virtue is knight- crrantry no more: 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dow'r, 
Far richer in reverſion : hope exults; 
And, tho much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
ominates, and gives the taſte of hcav'n. 
O wherefore is the Deity ſo kind? 
Heav*n our reward for heav n enjoy'd below. 
Still unſubdu'd thy ſtubborn heart? For there 
The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I fing: 
Reaſon is guiltleſs ; will alone rebels. 
What, in that ſtubborn heart, if 1 thould find 
New, unexpected witneſſes againſt thee? | 
Ambition, and the fatcleſs love of gain! [fou! 
Canſ thou ſuſpect that theſe, which make the 
The flave of earth, ſhould own her heir of 
| heavn? | 
Canſt thou ſuſpect, what makes us diſhelieve 
Our immortality, ſhould prove it fure 3 


* 


$ 250. Ambition and Fame. 


IRST, then, ambition ſummon to the bar: 
Ambition's ſhartie, extravagance, diſguſt, 
And inextinguiſhable nature, ſpeak : 
h much depoſes ; hear them in their torn, 
Thy foul how paſſionately fond of fame ! 
How anxious, that fond paſſion to conceal ! 
We bluſh detected in Jef 15s on praiſe, 
Tho for beſt deeds, and from the beſt of men: 
And why? becauſe immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the foul : 
Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow; 
Bids it aſcend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 
Which ſtoops to court a character from man; 
While o'er us, in tremendous judgment, fit 
Far more than man, with endleſs praiſe, and 


blame. 
Ambition's boundleſs appetite out- ſpeaks 
The verdict of its hame. When ſouls take fire 


At high preſumptions 4 their own 8 
One age is poor applauſc ; the mighty ſhout, 
The thunder by — living few begun, 


Late time muſt echo 1 worlds unbors, reſound : | 


We wiſh our names eternally to live : [thought, 
Wild dream ! which ner had haunted human 
Had not our natures been eternal too, 

Inſtinct points out an igt reſt in hercafrer; 
But our blind reaſon fees not where it lies; 

Or, ſeeing, gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. 
Fame 4s the ſhade of immortality, 2 
And in itſelf a ſhadow : ſoon as caught, 
Contemn'd ; it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp. 

Conſult the ambitious ; tis ambition's cure. 

« And is this all? cry'd Cæſar at his height, 
Diſguſted, This third proof ambition brings 


x# 
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Book . 
Of immortality. The firſt in fame, 
Oblerve him near, your envy will abate: 
Sham'd at the diſproportion vaſt between 
The paſſion, and the purchaſe, he will figh 
At ſuch ſucceſs, and bluſk at his renown : 
And why ? becauſe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illuſtrious glory calls. 
And can ambition a fourth — gots ; 
It can, and ftronger than the former thice, 
Tho” diſappointments in ambition pain, 


And tho ſucceſs diſguſts, yet ſtill we firive 


In vain to pluck it from vs: man muſt ſoar: 
An obſtinate activity within, 

An iaſuppreſſive ſpring will toſs him up, 

In ſpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, 
Each villager has his ambition too: 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd ſlave : 
Slaves build their little Babylons of ftraw, 
Echo the proud Aſſyrian, in their hearts, 
And cry,“ Behold the wonders of my might! 
And why? becauſe immortal as their ford ; 
And fouls immortal muſt for ever heave 

Ar ſomething great; the glitter, or the gold; 
The praiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of heav'n, 


- 


{I 251. Awarice. 
T Hus far ambition. M hat ſays avarice ? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been 
thine, 


The wife and wealthy are the fame.” I grant it. 


To ſtore up treaſure, with inceffant toĩl, 
Pais is man's province, this his higheſt praiſe. 
To this great end keen inſtinct ſtings him on; 
To guide that inflinct, reaſon ! is thy charge; 
'T 1s thine to telt us where true treaſure lics: 
Bur reaſon failing to diſcharge her truſt, 

A blunder follows, and blind induſtry, 
O'er-loading, with the cares of diſtant age. 
The jaded ſpirits of the preſent hour, 


Providing for eternity below. 


Whence inextinguiſhable thirſt of gain ? 
From inextinguiſhable life in man: ; 
Man, if not meant by worth to reach the ſkies, 
Had wanted wing to fly fo far in guilt. 

Sour grapes I grant ambition, avarice; 

Yet ſtill their root is immortality. 

Theſe its wild growths rehgion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'novs lee, 
And make them ſparkle in the bowl of bliſs. 


§ 252, Adgareſs to Unbelievers. 


„E NOW all; know infidels, unapt to knew, 
'Tis immortality your nature ſolves ; 

'Tis immortality decyphers man, 

And opens all the myſt'rics of his make. 

Without it, half his inſtincts are a riddle; 

Without it, all his virtues are a dream: 

His very crimes atteſt his dignity ; 


His ſateleſs appetite of gold, and fame, 


Declares him born for bictlings infinite. 
What, leſs than infinite, mer! unabſurd 
Paſhons, which all on carth but more inflame ? 
ſcene, ; 


| Fierce pafſions ſo miſmeaſur'd to this 


Stretch's 


, 
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Stretch'd out, like eagics wings, beyond our neſt, | Conſcience of guilr, is prophecy of pain, 


Far, tar beyond the worth of all below, 
For earth too large, preſage a nobler flight, 
And evidence our title to the ſkies.” 


W 4 — _— 


$ 253. The Paſſions. 
VE gentle theologues, of calmer kind! 


W hoſe conſtitution dictates to your pen, 


And boſom- counſel to decline the blow. 

Reaſon with inclination ne'er had jarr d, 

If nothing future paid forbezrance here. 

Thus on—theſe, arid a thouſand pleas uncall'd, 
All promiſe, ſome inſure, a ſecond ſcene; | 
Which, was it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things elſe moſt certain; was it falſe, 


o 5 9 * 3 
Who, cold yourſelves, think ardorcomes from hell! What truth on earth ſo precious as the he? 


Think not our paſſions from corruption ſprung, 


This world it gives us, let what will enſue; 


Tho to corruption, now, they lend their wings: This world it gives, in that tigh curdial, hope; 


hat is their miſtreſs, not their mother. All 
(And juſtly) reaſon deem divine: I fee, 


The future of the preſent is the ſoul : 
How this life groans, when ſever'd from the next! 


I feel a grandeur in the palions tos ſend; Poor, mutilated wretch, that diſbeheves! 
„ ne dong Md . * | By dark diſtruſt his being cut in two 
Which ſpeaks their high deſcent, and glorious Y F - : 


Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fire, 

In paradiſe itſelf they burnt as ſtrong, 

Ere Adam fell; tho' wiſer in their aim. 
What tho' our pattions are run mad, and ſtoop 
With low, terreſtrial apperite, to graze 

On traſh, on toys, dethron'd from high defire ; 


- Yet ſtill, thro' their diſgrace, no feeble ray 


In both part periſhes; life void of joy, 
Sad prelude of eternity in pain |! 


—_ 


$ 255. Miſery of Unbelief. 


OULDST thou perſuade me, the next life 
would fail | 


Of greatneſs ſhines, and tells us whence they fell: Our ardent wilhes; how ſhould I pour out 


But theſe, when reaſom moderates the rein, 
Shall re-afcend, remount their former ſphere. 


My bleeding heart in anguiſh, new, as deep! 
Oh ! with what thoughts, thy hope, and my de- 


But grant their phrenſy laſts ; their phrenſy fails Abhorr'd Annihilation blaſts the ſoul, [ ſpair, 


To diſappoint one providential end; 
Was reaion ſilent, boundleſs paſſion ſpeaks 
A future ſcene of boundleſs objects too, 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day ! 'tis that enlightens all; 

And all by that enlighten'd, proves it ſure. 
Conſider man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible, all; and all is great: 

Conſider man as mortal, all is dark, 

And wretched ; reaſon weeps at the ſurvey. 


8254. Proofs of Immortality. Man's Happineſs 


 conJijls in the Hape of it. . 


more? 


And wide extends the bounds of human woe ! 
In this black channel would my ravings run : 
«+ Grief from the future borrow'd peace, ere 

while, | 

The future vaniſh'd ! and the preſent pain'd ! 

Fall, how profound! Hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at 
once 

To night! to nothing! darker till than night. 

If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worſt foe ? 

O for deluſion ! O for error till! [ plant 

Could vengeance ſtrike much ſtronger than to 

A thinking being in a world like this, AOL 

Not over rich before, now beggar'd quite; 

More curſt than at the Fall? The ſun goes out! 


Moch has been urg'd ; and doſt thou call for The thorns ſhoot up! what thorns in ev'ry 


Call; and with endleſs queſtions be diſtreſt, 


All unreſolvable, if earth is all. 

«© Why life, a moment ; infinite, deſire? 
Our wiſh eternity; our home, the grave? 
Heeven's promiſe dormant lies in human hope, 
Who wiſhes life immortal, proves it too. 
Why happineſs purſu'd, tho” never found? 
Man's thirſt of happineſs declares it 1s, . 

(For nature never gravitates to nought ;) 
That thirſt unquencht declarcs it is not here. 
Why cordial friendſhip riveted ſo deep, 

As, hearts to pierce at firſt, at parting, rend, 
If friend and friendihip vaniſh in an | oo g 

Is not this torment in the maſk of joy? N 
Why by reflection marr'd the joys of ſenſe } 
Why paſt and future, preying on our hearts, 
And putting all our preſent joys to death? 
Why labours reaſon ? ipſtin& were as well; 
Iuſtinct far better; what can chooſe, can err; 
O how infallible the thoughtleſs brute! 
Reaſon with inclination why at war ? 


thought ! 
Why ſenſe of better? it imbitters worſe : 
Why ſenſe ? why life? if but to ſigh, then fink 
To what I was? twice nothing! and much woe! 
Wor, from heav'n's buunties ! wee, from What 
was wont | 
To flatter moſt, high intellectual pow'rs. | 
Thought, virtue, knowledge! blethings, by 
thy ſcheme, | : 
All poiſon'd into pains. Firſt, knowledge, once 
| My foul's ambition, now her greateſt dread. 
To know myſelf, true wiſdom ?—no, to ſhun / 
That ſhocking ſcience, parent of deſpair ! 
Avert thy mirror; if I ſee, I die. 
<« Know my Creator? Climb his beſt abode,” 
By painful ſpeculation, pierce the veil, SS 
Dive in his nature, read his att: bates, 
And gaze in admiration—on a fe, 
Obtruding life, with-holding happineſs? 
F:om the full rivers that ſurround his throne, 
Not letting fall one*drop of joy on man * 
Man gaſping for one drop, that he might ceaſe 


n 


Why ſeuſe of guilt? why conſcience up in arms? | Lo curſe his birth, nor envy reptiles more | 


| Ye 


i 
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Ye fable clouds! ye darkeſt ſhades of night! 
Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought, 
Onte all my comfort; ſource and foul of joy 

« Know his achievements ! ſtudy his renown ! 
Contemplate this amazing — 

from his hand, with miracles replete— 

For what? Mid miracles of nobler name, 
To find one miracle of miſery ! x 
Ty find the being, which alone can know, 
And praiſe his works, a blemiſh on his praiſe ? 
Thro nature's ample range, in thought to fray | 
And tart at man, the ſingle mourner there, 


Breathing high hope! chain'd down to pangs, and 


death ! 

% Knowing is ſuff ring: and ſhall virtue ſhare 
The figh of knowledge virtue ſhares the ſigli. 
By ftraining up the ſteep of excellent, | 
By battles fought, and from temptation won, 
What gains ſhe, but the pang of ſceing worth, 
Angelic worth, ſoon, ſhuffled in the dark 
With ev'ry vice, and ſwept to brutal duſt ? 

« Duty ; religion | theſe, our duty donc, 
Imply reward. Religion is miſtake : 

Duty? there's none, but to repel the cheat. 

Ye cheats! away; ye davghters of my pride! 
Who fciga yourſelves the fav'rites of the {kics : 
Ye row'ring hopes ! abortive energies! 

That toſs and ſtruggle in my lying breaſt, 

Ts fate the fries, and build pteſumption there, 
As l were heir of eternity 3 

Vain, vein ambitions ! trouble me no more. 

As bounded as my being, be my wiſh. 

All ws inverted, wifdom is a fool: 

Senſe take the rein; blind paſſion! drive us on; 
And, ignorance ! befriend us on our way; 
Yes; give the pulſe full empire; live the brute, 
Since, as the brute, we dic: the ſum of man, 
Of godlike man! to revel, and to ror. 

Hut not on equal terms with other brutcs : 
Their revels a more poignant relith yield, 

And ſafer too; they never poiſons chooſe. { meals, 
Inſtinéct, than reaſon, makes wore wholeſome 
And ſends ail-matring murmur far away. 

For ſenſual life they beſt philoſophize; 

T heirs, that ſerene, the ſages ſought in vain ; 
*Tis man alone expoſtulates with heav'n, 

His, all the pow'r, and all the cauſe, to mourn, 
Shall human eyes alone diſſolve in tcars ? 

And blecd, in anguiſh, none but human hearts? 

The wide · ſtretcht realm of intellectual woe, 

Surpaſſing ſenſual far, is all our own. 
In life fo fatally diſtingulſn'd. why 
Cit in one lot, confounded, lumpt, in death? 
« Ard why then have ve thought ? to toll and 
cat, 
Ten make our bed in darkneſs, necds no thought. 
What ſuperfluities are rcas ning ſouls! 
Oh give eternity! of thought defiroy. — 
Bur without thenght our curſe were half unfelt ! 


Its Hunted edge would ſpare the throbbing heart; 


And therefore tis beſtou d. 1 thank thee, reaton, 
For aiding life's tco ſmall calamitics, 
And giving being to the dread of death. 
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| For me, to treſpaſs on the brutal rights ? 


Too much for heav'n to make one emmet more ? 

Too much for chaos to permit my maſs 

A longer ſtay with eſſences unwrovght, 

Unfaſhion'd, untormented into man? 

Wretched preferment to this round of pains! 

Wretched capacity of phrenſy, thought! 

Wretched capacity of dying, life 

Life, thought, worth, wiſdom, all (oh foul revolt) 

Once friends to peace, gone over to the foc. 

„% Death then has chang'd its nature too; O 
death, : 

Come to my boſom, thou beſt gift of heav'n! *® 

Beſt friend of man] fince man is man no more. 

Why in this thorny wilderneſs ſo long, : 

Since there's no protnis'd land's ambtoſial bow'r ? 

But why this ſumptuous infult o'er our heads ? 

V'hy this illuſtrious canopy diſplay' d? 

Why fo magnificently lodg'd deſpair ? 

At ſiated periods, ſure- returning, roll 

Theſe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 

Their 3 of labours, and of pains ; nor loſe 

Their milcry's full meaſure*—(miles with flow'rs, 

And fruits promiſcuous, cver-tceming earth, 

That man may languifh in luxurious ſcenes, 

And in an- Eden mourn his with'ring joys ? 

Claim earth and ſkies man's admiration, dne 

For fuch deliyhts! bleſt animals ! too wiſe 

To wonder; and too happy to complain! 


Why not a dungeon dark for the condemn'd ? 

Why not the dragon's ſubterranean den, 

For man to howl in? why not his abode 

Of the ſame diſmal colour with his fate ? 

A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt expence 

Of time, toil, treaſure, ait, for owls and adders, 

As congruous, as, for man, this lofry dome, 

Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high 

deſire, 

If from her humble chamber in the duſt, flames, 

While proud thought ſwells, and high deſire in- 

The poor worm calls us for her inmates there; 

And round us death's inexorable hand 

Draws the dark curtain eloſe; undrawn no more. 
« Undrawn no more? behind the cloud of death, 

Once | beheld a fun ; a ſun which gilt 

That fable cloud; and twrn'd it all to gold: 

How the grave 's aiter'd ! fathomleſs as hel} ! 

Annihilation how it yawns before me 

Next moment I may drop from thought, from 

The privilege of angels, and of worms, [ ſeiife, 

An outeaſt trgm exiſtence and this ſpirit, . 

This all-pervading, this all-conſcious foul, 

——— particle of cnergy divine, 

Which travels nature, flies froin ſtar to ſtar, 

And viſi:s gods, and emulates their pow'rs, 


| For ever is extinguiſh'd, Horror | death ! 


Death of that death I fearleſs once ſurvey d, 

When horror univerſal ſhall deſcend, 

And heav'n's dark concave urn all human racey 

On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 

How juſt this verſe l this monumental figh ! 
Benrath the Inmber of demolifÞ'd worlds, 


Such are thy bounties Was it tlie too much | 


Of matter, ut ber dignify d-with life, 


Our doom decreeddetnands a mournful ſcene; 


Here 
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SACRED A 
Here lie proud rationals ; the ſons of heav'n 4 | Where nought ſubſtantial, but our miſery? 


The lords of earth ! the property of <vorms l 

Beings of yefterday, and na to-morrow { 

Way liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir d. 

Aud art thou then a ſhadow ? leſs than ſhadow? 
A nothing, leſs than nothing? To have been, 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. | 
Art thou ambitious ? why then make the worm 
Thine equal? runs thy taſte of pleaſure high? 
Why patronize ſure death of every joy? 
Charm riches ? why choole begy ry in the grave, 
Of er'ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever? 
Dar'ſt thou perſiſt * And is there nought on earth, 
But a long train of tranſitory forms, 
Riſing, and breaking, millions ia an hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantaſtic lord, blown up 
In ſport, and then in cruelty deſtroy d? 
Oh! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo, 
Deftroys thy ſcheme the whole of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucifer compar'd to thee : 
Oh! ſpar- this waſte of being half divine; 

And viadicate th* azconomy of heav'n. 


The Annihilation of Man, incompaiible 
with the Goodneſs of G. 

1 EAV'N is all love; all joy in giving joy; 

It never had created, but to bleſs: 

And ſhall it then ſtrike off the liſt of life, 

A being bleſt, or worthy fo to be? 

Heav'n ſtarts at an annihilating God. 


$ 256. 


„ 


$257. The Guuliy alone wiſh for Annihilation, 
FP that, all nature ſtarts at, thy deſire? 
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A world, where dark, myſterious vanit 
Of good and ill the diſtant colours blends, 
Confounds all rcaſon, and all hope deſtroys ; 
A world fo far from great (and yet how great 
It thincs to thee !) there 's nothing real in it; 
Being, a ſhadow ! conſciouſneſs, a dream! 
A dream how dreadful! univerſal blank 
Before it, and behind! poor man a ſpark 
From non: ex iſtence ſtruck by wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment ſure, 
Midſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding night, 
His fad, ſure, ſudden, and eternal tom. 
$ 259. The World a Syflem of Tbeolgey. 


FT HE ſkies above proclaim immortal man, 
And man immortal all below refuunds. 


| The world's a ſyſtem of theology, 


Read by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools, 
If honeſt, learn'd ; and ſages o'er a plough, 
What then is unbelicf? tis an exploit: 

A ſtrenuous enterpriſe : to gain it, man 
Muſt burſt thro' ev'ry bar of common ſenſe, 
Of common ſhame, magnanimouſly wrong 
And what rewards the ſturdy combatant 2 
His prize, repentance ; infamy, his crown, 


$ 260. Virtue the Fruit of Immortality. 


1 virtues grow on immortality: 


Thar root deſtroy d, they wither and expire, 


| A Deity believ'd will nought avail; 


Rewards and punifhments make God ador'd z 
And hopes and fears give conſcience all her 


Art ſuch a clod to with thyſelf all clay? As in the dying parent dies the child, [pow'r, 


What is that dreadful wiſh the dying groan 
Of nature murder'd by the blackeſt guilt: 
What deadly poiſon, has thy nature drank ? 

To nature undebauch'd no thock ſo great; 
Nature's firſt with is endleſs happinets ; 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 55 

A monſtrous wiſh, unborn, till virtue dies. 
And oh! what depth of horror lies inelos d! 
For non-exiſtence no man ever wilk'd, 


But firſt he wiſh'd the Deity deſtroy d. 


§ 258, 
HINK'ST thou omnipotence a naked root, 
Each bloſſom fair of Deity deſtroy'd ? 


'o ſpiritual Subſtance annihilated, 


„ 2 * 5 — — 
— — 


Virtue with immortality expires. 

Who tells me he denies his foul immortal, 
Whate'er his boaſt, has told me, he s a knave. 
His duty *tis, to love himſelf alone, | | 
Nor care, tho' mankind periſh, if he ſmiles. 


For more than death ; for utter loſs of being; 
Is it in words to paint you? O ye fall'n ! 

Fall'n from the wings of reaſon, and of hope 
Erect in ſtature, prone in appetite ! 

Patrons of pleaſure, poſting into pain 

Boaſters of liberty, faſt-bound in chains! 


More ſenſeleſs than th' irrationals you ſcorn } 


Far more undone! O ye molt infamoys 
Of beings, from ſuperior dignity ! 


Nothing is deag; nay, nothing fleeps z each foul | And are you, too, convinc'd, your ſouls fly of - 


That ever animated human clay, | | 
Now wakes; is on the wing: and when the call. 
Of that loud trump collects us, round heav'n's 
Conglob'd we baſk in everlaſting day. [throne 
How bright this proſpect ſhines! how gloomy 
thine! . | 
A trembling world! and a devouring God! 
Earth, but the ſhambles of omnipotence | 
Heaven's face all tain'd with cauſeleſs maſſacres 
Of countleſs millions, born to feel the pang 
Of being loſt, Lorenzo, can it be? | 
This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of life. 


In exhalation ſoft, and dic in air, 

From the full flood of evidence againſt you ? 

In the coarſe drudgeries, and haks of tenſe, 

Your ſouls have quite wora out the make of 
heav'n 

By vice new-caſt, and creatures of your own. 


* 


$ 261, Free-thinking. 

THIS is free thinking, unconfin'd to parts, 
To ſend the ſoul, on curious travel bent, 

Thro' all the provinces of human thought, 


Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 


To dart her flight, thro' the whole ſphere of mang 
| L 3 9 


And are there ſuch? Such candidates there arg. 


T 


When we leave that ſun, and are left by this, 
(The fate of all who die in ſtubborn guilt) 
Tis utter dark neſs; ſtrictly, double death. 
We fink by no judicial ſtroke of heav n, 
But nature's courſe; as ſure as plummets fall. 
If chen that double-death ſhould prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity : 
_ Man ſhall be bleſt, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals heaven arms 


159 ELEGANT EEATRADDTSYS, 


To look on truth unbroken, and entire; 

Truth in the ſyſtem, the full orb; where truths 
By truths evlighten'd, and fuſtain'd, afford 

An arch-like, ſtrong foundation, to ſupport 
'Th' incumbent weight of abſolute, complete 
Conviction; here, the more we preſs, we ſtand 
More firm ; who moſt examine, moſt believe. 
Parts, like half ſentences, confound ; the whole 
Conveys the ſenſe, and God is underſtood ; | 
Who not in fragments writes to human race; 


Read his whole volume, ſceptic! then, reply. 


This, this is thinking free, a thought that 
graſps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn vp thine eyes, ſurvey this midnight ſcene; 
What are earth's kingdoms to yon boundleſs orbs, 
Of human ſouls, one day, the deftin'd range ? 
And what yon boundleſs orbs to godlike man ? 
Thoſe numerous worlds that throng the firmament, 
And aſk more ſpace in heaven, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and ſtill leave room 
For ampler orbs; for new creations, there. 
Can ſuch a ſoul contract itſelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenſion, of no weight? 
It can; it does: the world is ſuch a point, 
And of that point how ſmall a part enſlaves ! 
How fma'l! a part—of nothing, ſhall I ſay? 
Why not *—fricnds, our chief treaſure ? how they 
* drop! $ 
How the world falls to picces round about us, 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What ſays this tranſportation of wy friends ? 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 
And ſcorn this wretched ſpot, they leave fo poor. 
Eternity's vaſt ocean lies before thee ; 
Give thy mind ſea-room; keep it wide of carth, 
That rock. of fouls immortal ; cut thy cord, 
Weigh anchor; ſpread thy fails; call ev'ry wind; 
Eye thy great Pole · ſtar: make the land of life. 


$ 262. Rational and Anima! Life. 


7 kinds of life has double-natur'd man, 
And two of death; the laſt far more ſevere. 


Life animal is nurtur'd by the ſun ; 
© Thrives on its bounties, triumphs in its beams. 
Life rational ſubſiſts on higher food, 


Triuniphant in his beams who made the day. 


With an illuſtrious, but tremendous, pow'r, 
To counteract its on moſt gracious ends: 


And this, of tri neceſſity, not choice. 


That pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no more 
But paſſive engines, void of praiſe, or blame. 

A nature rational implies the pow'r | 
Of being bleſt, or wretched, as we pleaſe; 

Elſe idle reaſon would have nought to do; 


Boon J. 


And he that would be barr'd capacity 

Of pain, courts incapacity of bliſs. 

Heav'n wills our happineſs, allows our doom; 

Invites us ardently, but not compels; 

Man falls by man, if finally be falls; . 

And fall he muſt, who learns from death alone 

The dreadful ſeeret, that he lives for ever. 
Why this to thee ? thee yet perhaps in doubt 

Of ſecond life: but wheretore donbrful ftill 2 


Eternal life is nature's ardent with : 


What ardently we wiſh, we ſoon believe: 

Thy tardy faith declares that wiſh deſtroy d: 
What has deſtroy'd it ?—Shall I tell thee, what? 
When fear'd the future, tis no longer wiſh'd, 
And when unwiſh'd, we ftrive to diſbclicve, 


C 263. 7% Goſpel, 

JNSTEAD of racking fancy, to refute, 

Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy,— 
From purer manners, to ſublimer faith, 
Is nature's unavoidable aſcent; 
An honeſt deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriſtian ends. 
When that bleſt change arrives, e en caſt aſide 
This ſong ſuperfluous; life immortal ſtrikes 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine. 
A Chriſtian dwells, like Uriel in the ſun: 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight; 
And ardent hope anticipates the ſkies, 
Read, and revere the ſacred page; a page 
Where triumphs immortality ; a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce; 
Which not the conflagration ſhall deſtroy ; 
In nature's ruins not one letter loſt : 
Tis printed in the minds of gods for ever. 


| § 264- © The Myſtery of a Future State, no Arg u- 


ment againfl it. 
gTILL ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſhould live 
for ever ? 
Is it lefs ſtrange, that thou ſhouldſt live at all? 
This is a miracle; and that no more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end; 
Deny thou art. then, doubt if thou ſhalt be. 
A miracle, with miracles inclos'd, 
Is man ] and ſtarts his faith at what is ſtrange ? 


| What leſs than wonders from the wonderful ? 


What lefs than miracles from God can flow? 
Admit a God,—that myſtery ſupreme ! 
Thar cauſe uncavs'd ! all other wonders ceaſe , 
Nothing is marvellous for him to do 

Deny him—all is myſtery beſides. 

We nothing know, but what is marvellous : 
Yet what is marvellous, we can 't believe. 
So weak our reaſon, and ſo great our God, 
What moſt ſurpriſes in the ſacred page, 

Or full as ſtrange, or ſtranger, muſt be true. 
Faith is not reaſon's labour, but repoſe. 


$ 265. Hope. 
PE, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here; 


Joy has her tears; and tranſport has her 
death ; 


| | | Hope 
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Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' ſtrong, 
Man's heart, at once, infpirits and ſerenes; 

Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; 
Tis all our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear, 

Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind 
And to the modeſt eye chaſtis d delight! 

Like the fair ſummer- evening, mild, and ſweet ! 
Fs man's full cup; his paradiſe below ! 


$ 266. NIGHT VIII. Worldly Purſuits. 
N life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave, 
The proud run up and down in queſt of eyes: 
The ſenſual, in purſuit of ſomething worſe; _ 
The grave, of gold; the politic, of pow'r; 
And all, of other butrerflics, as vain. 
As eddies draw things frivolous, and light, 
How 1s man's heart by vanity drawn in 
On the ſwift circle of returning toys, 
Whirl'd, ftraw-like, round and round, and then 
ingulph'd. 
Where gay deluſion darkens to deſpair ! 


$ 267. Human Life compared to the Ocean: 


CEAN ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man! 

Drath's capital! where moſt he domineers, 
With all his choſen terrors frowning round, 
Tho' lately feaſted high at Albioa's coſt, 
Wide op'ning, and loud roaring ftill for more! 
To faithful mirror! how doſt thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life! 
Tue ſtrong reſemblance tempts me farther till : 
And, hap „Britain may be deeper ſtruck 
By moral truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 

Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 
Self-fatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope, 
When young, with ſanguine cheer, and ſtreamers 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, [ gay, 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our f. iend; 
All in ſome darling enterpriſe embark d: | 

But where is he can fathom its event? 

Amid a multitude of artleſs hands, 

Ruin's ſure perquiſite ! her lawful prize! 

Some ſteer aright; but the black blaſt blows hard, 

And puffs them wide of hope: with hearts of 

root 

Full againft wind, and tide, ſome win their way ; 
Aud when ftrong effort has deſerv'd the port, 
And tugg'd it into view, tis won 1 tis loſt ! 
They ftrike; and, while they triumph, they 

expire, 3 

In ſtreſs of weather, moſt : ſome ſink outright; 
O'er them and o'er their names the billows cloſe; 

To- morrow knows not they were ever born: 
Others a ſhort memorial leave behind; 

Like a flag floating, when the bark 's ingulph'd, 
It floats a moment, and is ſeen no more : 

One Cæſar lives, a thouſand are forgot. 

How few beneath auſpicious planers born, 

Wich ſwelling fails make good the promis'd port, 

Wich all their wiſhes freighted ! Vet even theſe, 

Freighted with all their wiſhes, Gon complain: 


. 
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They till are men; and when is man ſecurs? 
As fatal time as ſtorm ! the ruſh of years 
3cats down their ſtrengthz their numberleſs 
eſcapes 3 
n ruin end: and now their proud ſucceſs 
Zut plants new terrors on the victor's brow : 
\Vhat paia to quit the world juſt made their own, 
Their neſt ſo deeply down'd, and built ſo high 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ſtars. 
' —————<——_— —_— — — — T—,Lẽ — 
$ 268. The Love of Diſtinctiun. 
A MBITION ! pleaſure ! let us talk of theſe : 
Doſt graſp at greatneſs ? firſt, know what it is; 
Think'ſ{ thou thy greatneſs in diſtinction lies? 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er fo high, ' 
ls glory lodg'd : tis lodg'd in the reverſe; 
In that which joins, in that which equals all, 


| The monarch, and his ſlave: “ A deathleſs foul, 


Unbounded proſpect, and immortal kin, 


A father God, and brothers in the ſkies !”? 


We wiſely ſtrip the ſteed we mean to-buy z 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men ? - 
t nought avails thee, where, but what thou art 
All the diſtinctions of this little life Frere 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man: (creeps 
When thro'death's ſtreights earth's ſubtil ſerpents 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, 


| They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 


All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 

Their brazen creſts, and hiſs at us below. 

How mean that ſnuff of glory fortune lights, 

And death puts out ! doſt thou demand a teſt, 

A teſt at once infallible and ſhort; 5 

Of real greatneſs ? that man greatly lives, 

\V hate'er his fate or fame, who greatly dies: 

High-fluſh'd with hope, where heroes ſhall 
deſpair, bh . 


_—_— 


| $ 269. Pleaſure. 

THOUGH ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady ſtill 
To the world's cauſe, with half a face of joy, 

Lorenzo crics, © Be, then, ambition caſt; 

Ambition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd, 

Gay pleaſure ! proud ambition is her flave : 


Who can refiſt her charms ?” — Or, ſhould ? 
Lorenzo | 

What mortal ſhall refiſt, where angels yield ? 

Plcaſure 's the miſtreſs of ethereal powers; 

Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of the world below : 

How would all ſtagnate, but for pleaſure's ray 

What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world ? 

The love of pleaſure : that, thro" ev'ry vein, 

Throws motion, warmth ; and ſhuts out dearh 
from life. | | 

Tho' various are the tempers of mankind, 

Pleaſure's gay family holds all in chains. 

Some moſt affect the black; and ſome the fair: 

Whate'er the motive, pleaſure is the mark: 

For her the black affalfin draws his ſword ; 


| For her, dark ſtateſmen trim their midnight-lamp, 


To which no ſingle ſdifice may fall; L 
The Stoic proud, for pleaſure, pleaſure ſcorn'd 


For 2 iction's daughters grief indulge, 
4 


| 


a 


dome we can t love; but for the Al 


And find; or ; a luxury in tears: 
For her, * hogs toil, danger. we defy, 


And, with an aim voluptuous, ruſh on death: 
Thus univerſal her deſpotic pow'r. 

Patron of pleaſurc I thy rival am; 
Pleaſure, rhe purpoſe of my gloomy ſong. 
Pleaſure is nought but virtue's gayer name 
I wrong her ſtill, I rate her worth too low: 


Victue the root, and pleaſure is the fow'r. 


The love of pleaſure is man's cideft-born, 


Born in his cradle, living to his tomb: 


Wiſdom, her younger ſiſter, tho more grave, 
Was meant to minifter, and not to mar 


Imperial pleafure, queen of human hearts. 


5 270. Riſe of Pleaſure. | 


; FIRST, pieaſure's birth, riſe, ſtrength, and 


randeur ſee. 


Brought forth by wiſdom, nurs d by diſcipline, 


A taught, by perſeverance crown'd, 
She rears her head majeſtic ; round her throne, 
Erefted in the boſom of the juſt, 

Each virtue, liſted, forms her manly guard : 
For what are virtues? (formidable namc! ) 


What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 


Great legiſlator | ſtarce ſo great as kind 

If men are rational, and love delight, 
1 law but flatters human choice : 
In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; 

And they the moſt indulge, who moſt cbey. 


$ 271. The End of Pleaſure. | 


Or pleaſure, next, the final eauſe explore; 


Its mighty purpoſe, irs important end. 
Nat to turn human brutal, but to build 
Divine on human, pleaſure came from hcav'n : 
In aid to reaſon wzs the goddeſs ſent, 
To call up ail its ſtreugth by ſuch a charm. 


Virtpe gives pleaſure an etcrnal prigu. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Pleaſure fr ſuccouis virtue; in IM 
, faith, 


What, bur rhe pleaſure of food, friend hi 
Supports life natural, civil, and diving? 

It ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecics, and our God ; 
Glide then for ever, plealurc's ſacred firearm ! 
Through Eden as Euphrates ran, it rs, 
And foſters ey'ry growth cf happy life ; 
Makes anew Eden whore it fows. 


1 it 272. Firiue and Piety. 
«Js virtue, then, and picty rhe ſame 2” 


No: —piety is mere; tis virtue's ſource; 


Naher of ev'ry worth, as that of joy. 


Wih piety begins all good on carth ; © 

Conſcience, her firſt law broken, wounded lies: 
Enteebled, lifeleſs, impctcnt to good, 3 
A feign'd affæction bounds her utnoft power : 
A toe to God was neer true 
On piety, humanity is built; 
And, on humanity much gappin:s ; 


* 


And vet fil! more on piety itſe l. 
A Deny believ' d, is joy begun; 


friend to man. 


mighty's ſake; 


| 
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A Deity ador d, is joy advanc'd ; 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. 
Each branch of piety delight inſpires : 


Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next, 
O'er death's dark gulpii, and all its horror hides, 
Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 


That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill; 
Pray'r ardent opens heaven, lets down a fircam 
Of glory, on the conſecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. | 
Who worſhips the great God, that inſtant joins 
The firſt in heav'n, and ſets his foot on hell. 


$ 273. Reſources of a Dejefted Mind. 


ART thou dejected? is thy mind o'ercaſt ? 
Thy gloom to chaſe, go, fix ſome weighty 
truth ; 
Chain down ſome paſſion ; do ſome gen'rous good; 
Teach ignorance to ſee ; or giief to ſmile; _ 
Correct thy friend; befriend thy greateſt foe ; 
Or, with warm heart, and confidence divine, 


thee 

Thy gloom is ſcatter d, ſprightly ſpirits flow ; 

Tho' wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtrung, 
Doſt call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, 
Loud mirth, mad laughter? wretched comforters 
Phyſicians ! more than half of thy diſeaſe. 
Laughter, tho* never cenſur'd yet as fin, 

Is half-immoral. Is it much indulg'd ? 

By venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, 

It ſhews a ſcorner, or it makes a fool; 

And fins, as hurting others, or ourſelves. 


The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe: 
What cauſe for triumph, where ſuch ills abound ? 
| What for dejection, where preſides a pow'r, 


Who call'd us into being to be bleſs d? 

So grieve, as conſcious grief may riſe to joy; 
So joy, as conſcious joy to grief may fall: 
Moſt true, a wiſe man never will be fad ; 

Bur neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth 

A ſhallow ftream of happinels betray ; 

FO happy to be ſportive, he 's ſerenc. 

Retire, and read thy bible, to be gay. 
There truths abound of ſov reign aid to peace: 
Ah ! do not prize them leſs, becauſe inſpir d; 
tf not infpir'd, that pregnant page had ſtood, 
Time's treaſure ! and the wonder of the wile ! 


| jov. | 

True joy in ſunſhine ne'er was found at firſt : 
They, firſt, themſelves offend, who greatly plcaſe, 
And travel only gives us ſound repoſe. 

Hearen fells al pleafure ; effort is the price; 
The joys of conqueſt are the joys of man ; 

And glory the victorious laurel ſpreads. 

O'er 2 pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 


$ 274. 1 Man of Pleaſure is a Man of Pains. 

"PHERE is a time, when toil! muſt be preferr d, 
Or Joys by miſtim'd fondneſs, is undone. 

A man of pleaſure is a man of pains. 

Thou wilt not take the trouble do be bleſs'd. 


1 : Falſe 


Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on him who made 


But theſe thou think ſt, are gloomy paths to 


5 
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Falſe joys, indeed, are born from want of thought; 
From thought's full bent, and energy, the true ; 
And that demands a mind in equal poiſe, 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only ſpeaks ſmall i 
But happineſs that ſhortly muſt expire: 
Can joy, unbottom'd in reflection, ſtand ? 
And in a tempeſt can reflection live? 
Can joy like thine fecure itſelf an hour? 
Can joy like thine meet accident unſhock'd, 
Or ope the door to honeſt poverty? . 
Or talk with threat' ning death, and not turn pale? 
In ſuch a world, and ſuch a nature, theſe 
Are necdful fundamentals of delight: 
Theſe fundamentals give delight indeed; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; 
Delight, unſhaken, maſculine, divine; 
A conſtant, and a found, but ſerious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of ſeverity ? 
It is: Yet far my doctrine from ſevere ; 
« Rejoice for ever; it becomes a man; 
Exalts, and ſets him nearer to the gods 
„ Rejoice for ever, Nature cries, © Rejoice ;” 
And drinks to man, in her nectareous cup, 
Mix d up of delicates for ev'ry ſenſe ; 
To the great Founder of the bounteons feaſt: 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſe ; 
And he that will not pledge her, is a churl. 
III armly to ſupport, good fully taſte, 
Is the whole ſcience of Felicity. 
| Yet ſparing pledge; her bowl is not the beſt 
Mankind can boaft : A rational repaſt; 
Exertion, vigtlance, a mind in arms, 
A military diſcipline of thought, 
To foil temptation in the doubtful field; 
An ever-waking ardour for rhe right, 
'Tis theſe firlt give, then guard a cheerful heart. 
Nought that is right, think little; well aware, 
What reaſon bids, God bids: by his command, 
How aggrandis'd the ſmalleſt thing we do ! 
Thus nothing is inſipid to the wile; 
Tu thee inſipid all, but what is mad; 
Joys ſcaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt. 


& 275. Earthly Happineſs. 

(CONSISTENT wiſdom ever wills the ſame; 

Thy fickle wiſh is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herſelf is folly's character; 
As wiſdom's is a modeſt ſelf applauſe, 
A change of evils is thy good ſupreme; 
Nor, but in motion, canſt thou find thy reſt. 

Man's greateſt ſtrength is ſhewn in ſtanding till 
The firſt ſure ſymptom of a mind in health, 
Is reſt.of heart, and pleaſure felt at home, 
Falfe pleaſure from abroad her joys imports; 
Rich from within, and ſelf-ſuſtain'd, the true: 
The true is fix d, and ſolid, as a rock; 
Slipp'ry the falſe, and toffing, as the wave: 
Tis love o'erflowing makes an angel here; 
Such angels all, intitled to repoſe 
On him who poverns fate. Tho' tempeſt 
Tho' nature 0 
To lean on Him on whom archangels lean ! 
With 1wward eyes, and filent a; the grave, 


 frowns, 
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akes, how ſoft to lean on heav'n ! | 
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They ſtand collecting ev'ry beam of thought, 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight; 
For all their thoughts, like angels ſeen of old 

In Iſrael's dream, come from and go to heav'n: 
Hence are they ſtudious of ſequeſter d ſcenes, 
While noiſe and diſſipation comfort thee, 


8 276. Jex. | 
JAIN are all ſudden fallies of delight; 
Convulſions of a weak, diſtemper'd joy. 
Joy 's a fix'd ſtate z a tenor, not a ſtarr: 
Bliſs there is none, but unprecarious bliſs: 
That is the gem; ſell all, and 2 that. 
Reaſon perpetuates joy that reaſon gi 


ves, 
And makes it as immortal, as herſelf: 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth, 
[thees 


$ 277. Follies of Imagination. 
18 this is ſeen imagination's guilt z 
Nut who can count her follies? She betrays 
To think in grandeur there is ſomething great. 
For works of curious art, and ancient fame, 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly JOUR 3 
And foreign climes muſt cater for thy taſte. 
Hence what diſaſter Tho the price was paid, 
That perſecuting prieſt, the Turk of Rome 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore; . 
And poor magnificence is ſtary*d to death. 
Hence, juſt reſentment, indignation, ire 
——— —  —_— 
$ 278. Pleaſure confijis in Goodneſs. | 
Pan we both agree, is man's chief 
good; | | 
Our only conteſt, what deſerves the name ? [paſs'd 
Give pleaſure's name to nought, but what has 


| Th” authentic ſeal of reaſon, which defies 


The tooth of time; when paſt a pleaſure ſtill; 

Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age, 

And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 

Our future, while it forms our preſent joy. 

Some joys the future overcaſt; and fome 

Throw all their beams that way, and gild the 

Some joys endear eternity: ſome give tomb: 

Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. ; 

Are rival joys contending for thy choice? 

Conſult thy whole exiſtence, and be ſaſe ; 

That oracle will put all doubt to flight; * 

Be good,—and let heay'n anſwer for the reſt. 
Yet, with a ſigh o'er all mankind, I grant, 

In this our day of proof, our land of hope, * 

The good man has his clouds that intervene 3 

Clouds that obſcure his ſublunary day, 1 2 

But never conquer. Ev'n the beſt muſt own, 

Patience, and reſignation, are the pillars BY 

Of human peace on earth: remote from thee, 

Till this heroic leſſon thou haſt learn d; 

To frown at pleaſure, and to ſmile in pain, 

Fir'd at the proſpect of unclouded bliſs. 


| Heav'n in reverſion, like the ſun as yet 


Beneath th' horizon, cheers us in this 
It ſheds, on ſouls ſuſceptible of light, 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 
Now ſee the man immortal : him, I mean, * 
Who lives as ſuch; whoſe heart, full bent on 


5 
heav'ny IM | 


With nakednefs his innoceace agrees; 
_ Whale their broad foliage teſtifies their fall: 
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Leans all that way Bis bias to the ſtars. | 

The world's dark ſhades, in contraſt ſet, ſha! 
raiſe ä 

His luſtre more; tho bright, without a foil. 

Obſerve his awful portrait, and admire : 


Nor flop at wonder; imitate and live. 


$ 279. Pfelure of a Good Man. 


WITH aſpect mild, and elevated eve, 
Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſion's ſtorm; 
All the black cares and tumults of this life, 
Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet; 
Earth's genuine ſons, the ſceptred and the ſlave, 
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he ſces 
Bew:lder'd in the vale; in all unlike ! 

His full reverſe in all! what higher praiſc ? 


W bat ſtronger demonſtration of the right? 


The preſent all their care; the future, his: 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to fame; his bounty he conceals : 
Their virtues varniſh nature; his exalt-: 
Theirs, the wild chace of falſe felicities; 


His, the compos d poſſeſſion of the true : 


Alike throughout is his conſiſtent peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread; 

Hile party-colour'd ſhreds of happinc!s, 
With . gaps 188 Tha for them 
A madman's robe; cach puff of fortune blows. 
The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 

He fees with other eyes than theirs ; where they 
Behold a fon, he ſpies a Deity ; g 
What makes them only ſmile, makes him adore; 
Where they ſee mountains, he but atoms fees ; 
An empire, ia his balance, weighs a grain : 
Lig things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his fight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to loſe all bound: 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aſide, to find his dignitv: 

They triumph in cKternals (which conceal 
Man's real glory) proud of an cclipſe; 

He nothing thinks fo great in man, as man; 
Too deaf 4 holds his int'reſt, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 
Ther int'reſt, like a lion's, lives on prey: 
They Kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; 
Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on heav'n, 
Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his foe ; 
Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his 


Peace; 
A cover'd heart their character defends ; 
A oover'd heart denies him half his praiſe: 


Their no joys end, where his full feaft begirs; 


$ 280. The Fall of the Cond Man. 


QU nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 

Undaunted breaſt :>And whole is that high 
praiſe ? 

They yield to pleaſure, tho” they danger brave, 

And thew no fortitude, but in the field ; 

f there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn ; 

Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 

A cordial his ſuſtains, that cannot fail: 

By pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by pan, 

Je thares in that omnipotence he truſts : 

All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls, 

And, when he falls, writes Yon his ſhield; 

From magnanimity, all fear above; 

From nobler recompenſe, above applauſe. 


$ 281. Wit and Mam. 


WII. how delicious to man's dainty taſte !— 
"Tis precious, as the vehicle of ſenſe; 

But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire diſcaſe : 

Pernicious talent ! flatter'd by mankind, 

Yet hated too; they think the talent rare. 

Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds; 

Paſſion can give it; ſometimes wine inſpires 


1 


ne lucky Yaſh z and madneſs rarely fails. 


Whatever cauſe the ſpirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown ; 
Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more, 
See dulneſs blund'ring on vivacities. 

But wiſdom, awful wifdom ! which inſpects, 
Diicerns, compares, weighs, ſcparates, infers, 
Seizes the tight, and holds it to the laſt; 
Ho rare! In ſenates, ſynods, ſought in vain ; 
Or, if there found, *ris ſacred to the few. 
While a loud proſtitute to multitudes, 
Frequent as fatal, wit. In civil life, 

Wit makes an enterpriſer; ſenſe, a man: 


{Sentc 15 our helmet, wit is but the plume; 


The plume expoſes, *tis our helmet laves : 

Senſe is the diamond, weighty, ſolid, found ; 

When cut by wit, it caſts a brighter beam; 

Yer, wit ve, it is a diamond ft1]] : 

Wit, widow'd of good ſenſe, is worſe than 

t hoiſts more fail to run againſt a ruck. nougat; 
How ruinous the rock I warn thee ſhun, 

Where ſyrens fit, to ſing thee to thy fate! 

Let not the cooings of the world allure thee ; 

Which of her lovers ever found her true ? | 

Happy! of this bad world who little know ;— 

She gives but little; nor that little, long. 

There is, I grant, a triumph of the . 

A dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy, 

That mantles high, that ſparkles and expircs, 

Leaving the foul more vapid than before ; 

An animal ovation ! ſuch as holds 

No commerce with our reaſon, but ſubſiſts 


His joys create, theirs murder, future blils : 
To trumph in exiftence, his alone; 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exiſtence is not yet begun: 

His glorious courſe was, yeſterday, complete; 


Mn juices thro” the well-ton'd tubes, well-ſtrain'dy 
A nice machine! ſcarce ever tun d aright ; 

But when it jars, thy ſyrens ſing no more, 

Phe demi-god is thrown beneath the man; 

In coward glovm immers'd, or fell deſpair. 


Death, then, was welcome, yer life {till is Heer. 
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$ 282. Falſe Gatety ends in Deſpair. 


And is the ceiling of her fleepin 


ſons : 
THEY gan; but wherefore ?- and how long O'er devaſtation we blind dy 5 133 


they laugh?-. =. -; 
Half ignorance, their mirth; and half, a lie: 
To cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they 
mile. | TS 

Hard either taſk ! The meſt abandon'd own, 
That others, if abandon'd, are undone: 
Then, for themſelves, the moment reaſon wakes, 
O how laborious is their gaiery ! | 
They ſcarce can muſter patience for the farce; 
And pump ſad laughter, tiil the curtain falls: 
Scarce, did I ſay ? Some cannot fit it out; 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain-draw, 
And ſhew us what their joy, by their deſpair. 

I he clotted hair ! gor d breaſt ! blaſpheming eye 
Its impious fury ſtill alive in death 
Shut, ſhut the ſhocking ſcene. But heav'n denies 
A cover to ſuch guilt; and ſo ſhould man. 
Look round, Lorenzo! fee the recking blade; 


Th envenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 


The ſtrangling cord, and ſuffocating ſtream ; 
The loathiome rottenneſs and foul decays 

From raging riot (flower ſuicides 1), 

And pride in thele, more execrable ſtill !— 
How horrid all to thought! - But horrors, theſe, 
That vouch the truth, and aid my fceble ſong. 


§ 223. | NIGHT ix. RefleTions on Death, 
W HERE the prime actors of the laſt year's 


ſcene; | { plume ? 
Their. port ſo proud, their buſkin, and their 
How many ſleep, who kept the world awake 
Withluftre, and with noiſe? Has Death proclaim'd 
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high ? - 
Tis brandiſh'd tilt; nor ſhall the preſent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or ſpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needleſs monuments to wake the thought; 
Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality, 
Tho' in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 

As mauſoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 

What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of life, io paint, or marble, 
The well-ſtain'd canvas, or the featur'd ſtone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene. ; 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 
Profeſt diverſions! cannot theſe eſcape? 
Far from it; theſe preſent us with a ſhroud, 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er the grave. 
As ſome bold plunderers, for. buried wealth, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime ; from the duſt 
Call up the ſleeping hero; bid him tread 

The ſcene for our amuſement: how like gods 
We fit; and, wrapt in immortality, | 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die; 
T heir fate deploring, to forget our on! 


$ 284. The World a Grave. 
WAI is the world itſelf? thy world? —3 
grave? | 
Where is the duſt that has not been alive? 
The ſpade, the plough, diſturb our anceſtors ; 
From human mould we reap cur daily bread : 


The globe around earth's hollow ſurface ſhakes, 


Whole buried towns ſupport the dancer's heel: 

The moiſt of human frame the ſun exhales; 
Winds ſcatter, thro' the mighty void, the dry; 

Earth re- poſſeſſes part of what ſhe gave, | 

And the _treed ſpirit mounts on wings of fire ; 

| Each element partakes our ſcatter'd ipoils ; 

As nature wide, our ruins ſpread : man's death 

| [nhabirs all things, but the thought of man. 


$ 285. The Triumpbs of Death, | 


NSR man alone; his breathing buſt expires; 
His tomb 1s mortal; empires die: Where now 
The Roman? Greek ? They ſtalk, an empty name! 
Vet few regard them in this uſeful light; 

Tho' half our learning is their epitaph. I thought, 
When down thy vale, — by midnight 
That loves to wander in thy ſunleſs realms, 
O Death ! I ſtretch my view; what viſions riſe! 
What triumphs ! toils imperial! arts divine! 

In wither'd laurels, glide before my fight! _ 
What lengths of far-fam'd ages, billow'd high 
With human agitation, roll along © F* 
ln unſubſtantial images of air 

The melancholy ghoſts of dead renown, 
Whiſp'ring faint echos of the world's applauſe, 
[Wich penitential aſpect, as they paſs, 

All point at earth, and hiſs at human pride. 


$ 286. Deluge and Conflagratisn.. 
BUT, O Lorenzo] far the reſt above, 
Of ghaſtly nature, and enormous fize, 
One form aſſaults my fight, and. chills my blood, 
And ſhakes my frame : of one departed world 
I fee the mighty ſhadow; oozy wreath *. 
| And diſmal ſea-weed crown her; o'er her urn 
Reclin'd, ſhe weeps her deſolated realms, F 
And bloated ſons; and, weeping, propheſies 
Another's diſſolution, ſoon, in flames 
Deluge and Conflagration, dreadful pow'rs ! ” 
Prime miniſters of vengeance ! chain'd in caves 
Diſtinct, apart the giant-furies roar; 
Apart; or, ſuch their horrid rage for ruin, 
lu mutual conflict would they riſe, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour' d: 
But not for this ordain'd their boumdieſs rage ; 
When heav'n's inferior inſtruments. of wrath, 
War, famine, peſtilence, are found too weak 
To ſcourge a world for her enormous erimes ; 


4 


| 


| Theſe are let-looſe, alternate: don they raſh, ; 


Swift and tempeſtuous, from-th' eternal throne, 
With irre ſiſtible commiſſion arm d,. 


The world, in vain correct ed, to deſtroy, | 


And eaſe creation: of the ſhocking ſeene. 


q i. 8287. The Laft Day. : 

8 thou, Lorenzo l hat depends om man? 

The fate of nature; as, for man, her birth: 

Earth's actors change earth's tranſitory ſcenes, 
And make creation groan with human guilt : 
How muſt it groan, in à new deluge whelm'd; * 
But not of waters? at the deſtin d hour, 
| By the loud trumpet ſummon'd to the 
ace, all the formidable ſons of fire, 


| 
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Their various engines; all at once diſgorge 
Their blazing magazines; and take by ſtorm 
This poor terreftrial citadel of man. 
Amazing 
Out- burns Veſuvius; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted maſs, as rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars ruſh ; and final Ruin ficrcely drives 
Her ploughſhare o'er creation ile aloft 
More than aftoniſhment ! if more can be! 
Far other firmament than e er was ſecn, | 
Than e er was thought by man! far other ſtars 
Stars animate, that govern theſe of firc ; 4 
Far other ſun !—A ſun, O how unhke 
he babe at Bethlem ! How unhke the man 
groan'd on Calvary !—Yet He it is; 
That man of forrows! O how chang'd ! What 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n deſcends! { pomp! 
A iwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
As blots and clouds, that darken and diſgrace 
The ſcene divine, fweeps ſtars and ſuns zfide : 
And now, all drofsremov'd,hcav'n's own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our ether, flames. 


While (dreadful contraſt 1) far, how far beneath ! 


Hell, burſting, belches forth her blazing ſeas, 


And ſtorms ſulphureous: her voracious jaws 


Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. { peace, 
At midnight, when mankind js wrapp'd in 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams, 
Man, ftarting from his couch, thall flecp no more 
The day is broke, which never more ſhall cloſc 


Above, around, beneath, amazement all 


Terror and glory join'd in their extremes 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire! 
All nature ſtruggling in the pangs of death 
Doſt thou not hear her? doſt thou not deplore 
Her ftrong convulſions, and her final groan ? 
Where are we now? Ah me! the nd is gone 
On which we ſtood ! Lorenzo! while thou mayſt, 
Provide more farm fupport, or fink for ever 
Where? how ? from whence ? Vain hope ! it is 

ö tos late? | 
Where, where, for ſhelter, ſhall the guilty fly, 
When conſternation turns the good man pale? 

Great day! for which all other days were made; 
For which earth roſe from chaos; man from carth ; 
Amid an eternity, the datc of Gods, 

ded on carth-created man ! 
reat day of decifion, and deſpair ! 
At thanght of —— Gzoks yr with _ 
its enger drops the world ; 
— at each reed of in heav'n. 
ready is begun the grand athze, 

in us, in all: deputed concience ſcales 
The dread tribunal, and fo: eſtalls our doom; 
Foreſtalls; and, by foreftalling, es it jure. 
Why on himſelf ſhould man — judgment paſs ? 
laughing at her fons ? 

ho conſcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 

And God abore aſſert that God in man. 


— —————_— — ñ—— 
& 238. Thuuphtleſsnefs of the La Day. 
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EXTRACTS, | 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comers, lightnings, play | What hero, like the man who ſtands himſelf» 


Who dares to meet his naked heart alone 
Who hears intrepid the full charge it brings, 
Refolv'd to ſilence future murmurs there? 


riod ! when each mountain-height | The coward flies; and, flying, is undone. 


Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
For that great day, which was ordain'd for man ? 
O day of conſummation ! mark ſupreme 


(If men are wiſe) of human thought! nor leaſt, 


Or in the fight of angels, or their King 
Angels, whoſe radiant circles, height oer height, 
As in a theatre, furround this ſcene, 


Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 


Angels look out for thee : for thee, their Lord, 
To vindicate his glory ; and for thee, 

Creation near, | calls aloud, 

To diſ-involve the moral world, and give 

To nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whoſe = whoſe final fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 
[ think of nothing elſe; I fee! I feel it! 

All nature, like an earthquake, trembling round ! 
I ſce the Judge enthron'd ! the flaming guard 
The volume open'd ! open'd ev'ry heart? 
A ſun- beam pointing out each ſecret thought 
No patron ! interceſſor none! now paſt 

The ſweet, the clement, mediatorial hour! 


Inexorable, all! and all extreme ! | 
Nor man alone; the foe of God ard man, 
From his dark den, blaſpheming, drags his chain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarr'd 
Like meteors in a ſtormy ſky, how roll 

His baleful eyes! he curſes whom he dreads; 
And deems it the firſt moment of his fall. 


$ 2bg, Eternity and Time. 
TI preſent to my thought! — And, yet, where 
| is it? 
| Say, thou great cloſe of human hopes and fears! 
Great key of hearts ! great finiſher of fatcs ! 
Great end] and great beginning! fay, where art 
Art thou in time, or in eternity ? | thou ? 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee: 
| Theſe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet 
(Monarchs of all claps'd, or un- arriv'd!) 
As in debate, how beſt their pow'rs ally'd, 
May ſwell the grandeur, or diſcharge the wrath, 
Of him, whom both their monarchies obey. 
Time, this vaſt fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) now burſtipg o'er his head; 
{ :1is lamp, the ſun, extinguith'd, calls his ſons 
From their 1s ſlumber; from earth's heaving 
wom 
To ſecond lurth; upſtarting from one bed; 
He turns them ger, eternity ! to thee : 
Then (as a king depos'd diſdains te live 
He falls on his own ; nor falls alone; 
His greateſt foe falls with him; time, and he 
Who murder'd all time's offspring, death, expize. 
T ime was! eternity now reigns alone 
And lo! her twice ten — and gates thrown wide, 


PHEICE happy they, that enter now the court With banners, ſtreaming as the comets blaze, 
1 Heav'a opens in their boſoms: but, how rare | And clarions, louder than the deep in ſlorms, 


Ah mc! that magnanimity, bow rare 


Pour forth their my riads, potentates, aud pow 5 


For guilt no plea! to pain, no pauſe! no bound! 
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Book I. 
Df light, of darkneſs; in a middle field, 


Wide as creation! there to mark th' event 

Of that great drama, whoſe preceding ſcenes 

Detain'd them cloſe ſpectators, thro' a length 

Gf ages, rip'ning to this grand reſult ; 

Ages, as yet unnumber'd but by God; 

Who now, pronouncing fenteace, vindicates 

The rights of virtue, and his own renowh. 
Eternity, the various ſenrence paſt, 

Aſſigas the fever'd throng diſtinct abodes, 

Sulphureous or ambreſial: What enſues ? 

The goddeſs, with determin'd aſpect, turns 

Her adamantine key's enormous ſize 

Thro' deftiny's inextricable wards, 

Deep-driving ev'ry bolt; on both their fates ; 

Then from the cryſtal battlements of heav'n, 

Dove n. down, ſhe hurls it thro? the dark profound, 

Ten thouſand thouſand fathom ; there to ruſt, 

And ne'er unlock her reſolution more. 

The deep reſounds, and hell, thro' all her glooms, 


Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 


$ 290. The Unreaſonadleneſs of Complaint. 
{HAT then am I ?— : 
Amid applauding worlds, 

And worlds celeſtial, is there Pond on carth, 
A peevith, diſſonant, rebellious tiring, 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains ? 
All, all is right, by God ordain'd, or done; 
And who, but God, reſum'd the friends he gave? 
And have I been complaining, then, fo long *— 
Complaining of his favours ; pain, and death? 


Who, without death, but would be good in vain? 
Pain is to fave from pain! all ara | 

To make for peace! and death to ſave from death; 
And ſecond death to guard immortal life; 

To rouſe the careleſs, the preſumptuous awe, 
And turn the tide of ſouls another way; 

By the ſame tenderneſs divine ordain'd, | 
That planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endleſs in the ſkies. 


$ 291. Grief and Toy. 
LI impious grief be baniſh'd, joy indulg d, 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim: 
Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays, 
t lives in vanity, and dies in woe: 
Joy amidſt ills, corroboratcs, exalts; 
Tis joy and conqueſt ; joy, and virtue too: 
A noble fortitude in ills, delights _ n 
Heav'n, earth, ourſelves; tis duty, glory, peace. 
Affliction is the good man's ſhining icene ; 
Proſperity conceals his brighteſt ray: 
As night to ſtars, woe luſtre gives to man : 
Heroes in battle, pllots in the ſtorm, 
And virtue in calamities, admire. 
The crown of manhood is a winter- joy; 
An evergreen, that ſtands the northern blaſt, 
And bloſſoms in the rigour of our fate. 


$ 293, Night. 
0 MAJESTIC Night 
Nature 


* 
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And fated to ſurvive the tranſient fun ! 

A ftarry crown thy raven-brow adorns, 

An azvre zone, thy waiſt ; clouds, in heav'n's 
Wrought thro' varieties of ſhape and ſhade, 

In ample folds of „ divine, 

Thy flowing mantle form, and, heav'n through 
Voluminouily pour thy pompous train : 

Thy gloomy grandeurs claim a grateful verſe j 
And, like a fable cnrtaia ſtarr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours paſt, ſhall cloſe the ſcene. 


$ 293. Regularity of the Heavenly Bodies. 

NSR think thou ſeeſt a wild diſorder here; 
Thro' this illuſtrious chaos, to the fight, 

Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt order, reigh. 
The path preſcrib'd, inviolably kept, 
Upbraids the lawleſs ſallies of mankind : 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere 
They rove for ever, without error rove : 
Contufion unconfus'd ! nor leſs admire *' 
This tumult untumultuous: all on wing, 
[n motion, all ! yer what profound n 
What fervid Ry ms yet no noiſe ! as awd 
To filence by the preſence of their Lord; 
Or huſh'd, by his command, in love to man, 
And bid let fall ſoft beams on human reſt, 
Reſtleſs themſelves, On yon cerulean plain, 
In exultation to their God and thine, 
They dance, they fing eternal jubilee, 
Eternal celebration of his praiſe : 
Bur, ſince their ſong arrives not at our ear, 


Their dance perplex'd exhibits to the fight 
Who without pain's advice would c'er be good Fair hieroglyphic of his peerleſy power: 


Mark, how, the labyrinthian turns they take, 


| The circles intricate, and myſtic maze, 


\Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence; 
To Gods, how great! how legible to man | 


$ 294. Miracles, 

AND yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 

To give his tott' ring faith a ſolid baſe 2 
Why call for leſs than is already thine * 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 
Or nature's laws to fix, of to repeal ? 
To make a fun, or ſtop his mid- career? 
To countermand his orders, and ſend back 
The flaming courier to the frighted caft, 
Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir'd; 
In Ajalon's ſoft, flow ry vale repoſe * * 
Great things are theſe; ſtill greater, to create. 
From Adam's bow'r look down thro' the whole 
Of miracles ;—reſiſtleſs is their pow'r? Frraim 
They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind, 
Than this, call'd un- wiraeulous ſurvey. 
Say'ſt thou, © The courſe of nature governs all?" 
The courſe of nature is the art of God: 
The miracles thou call'f for, this atteſt 3 
For, ſay, could nature nature's courſe controul? 


$ 295. Nature the Foe of Scepticiſm. 
PEN thy boſom, ſet thy wiſhes wide, 
And let in manhood; let in happineſs ; 
Adrnit the boundleſs theatre of thought 
From nothing up to God; which makes a mat: 
Take God from nature, nothing great is 1-tt ; 
| Man's 


— ———0 bo 
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Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing ſees : 
Emerge from thy profound; erect thine eye; 
See thy diſtreſs ! how cloſe art thou bchieg'd ! 
Behheg d by nature, the proud ſcepric's foe ! 
Inclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the darkeft mind, 

As in a golden net of providence, 

How art thou caught! ſure captive of belief 
From this thy bleſt captivity, what art, 

What blaſphemy to reaſon ſets thee free ? 
This ſcene is heaven's indulgent; violence : 
Canft thou bear up againſt this mde of glory? 
What is carth boſom d in the ambient orbs, 
But faith in God impos d, and preſs'd on man? 
God is a ſpirit; ſpirit cannot ſtrike 

Theſe groſs, material, organs; God by man 
As much is ſeen, as man a God can ſee, 

In theſe aſtoniſhing exploits of power: 

What order, beauty, motion, diſtance, ſize! 
Apt means ! great ends conſent to general good 
Each attribute of theſe material gods, 

A ſeparate conqueſt gains oer rebel thought; 
And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 


C 296. Reaſons for Belief. 


Book I, 
That granted, all is ſolv'd.—But, panting that, 


Draw I not o'er me ſtill a darker cloud ? 
Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive ? 
A being without origin, or end! 

Hail, human liberty ! here is no God. : 
Vet why? on either ſcheme the knot ſubſiſts ; 
Subſiſt it muſt, in God, or human race: 

If in the laſt, how many knots beſide, 
Indiſſoluble all ?—why chooſe it there, 
Where, choſen, {till ſubſiſt ten thouſand more 
Reject it; where that choſen, all the reſt 
Diſpers'd, leave reaſon's whole horizon clear ? 
What vaſt preponderance is here! Can reaſon 
With louder voice exclaim— Believe a' God? 
What things impoſſible muſt man think true, 
On any other ſyſtem? and how ſtrange 

To diſbelieve, through mere credulny !” 


$ 297. The Power of God infinite. 
AN man conceive beyond what God can do? 
| Nothing, but quite - immpoſſible, is hard; 
He ſummons into being, with like eaſe, 
A whole creation, and a ſingle grain. 


{ born !— 


Speaks he the word? a thouſand worlds are 


A thovſand worlds? there 's ſpace for millions 


HA zam I: and from whence ?—T | And in what ſpace can his great fiat fail? [morc; 


nothing know, | 
But that I am; and, fince I am, conclude 
Something eternal: had there c er been nought, 
Nought fill had been : eternal there muſt be: 
But what eternal ?—Why not human race; 
And Adam's anceſtors without an end * - 
Thats hard to be conceiv'd ; fince every link 
Of that long-chain'd ſucceſſion is ſo frail ; 
Can every part depend, and not the whole ? 
Yer grant it true; new difliculties rife ; | 
Whence earth, and theſe bright orbs? —eternzl roo? 
Grant matter was eternal ; ſtill theſe orbs 
Would want ſome other father: — much deſign 
Is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes: 
Deſigu implies intelligence, and art; 


Still ſeems my thought enormous? Think 
again;— 
Experience ſelf ſhall aid thy lame belief: 
Glailes (that revelation to the fight 1) 
Have they nat led us deep in the diſcloſe 
Of fine-ſpun nature, exquiſitely ſmall; 
And, tho' demonſtrated, ſtill i}-concerv'd ? 
If, then, on the reverſe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount toe far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poize ? 


Stupendous Architect! Thou, Thou art all! 
My foul flies up and down in thoughts of I hee, 


And finds herſelf but at the centre ſtill! 
I Am, thy name! exiſtence, all thine own ! 
Creation 's nothing; flatter'd much, if ſtyl'd 


That can't be from themſelves or man: that art | ** The thin, the fleeting atmoſphere of God.“ 


Man ſcarce can comprehend, could man beſtoẽ-w-? 


And nothing greater, yet allow'd, than man.— 
Who, motion, foreign to the ſmalleſt grain, 
Shot thro' vaſt maſſes of enormous weiglit? 
Who bid brute matter's reſtive lump aſſume 
Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 
Has matter innate motion? Then each atom, 
Aſſerting its indiſputable right 
To dance, would form an univerſe of duſt: 
Has matter none? Then whence theſe glorious 
forms, | ; 
And boundleſs flights, from ſhapeleſs, and repos'd ? 
Has matter more than motion ? has it thought, 
Judgment, and genius ? Is it deeply learn'd 
In mathematics ? Has it fram'd fuch laws, 
W hich, but to gueſs, a Newton made immortal? 
If fo, how each ſage atom laughs at me, 
Who think a clod infcrior to a man : 
If art, to form; and council, to conduct; 
And that with greater far than human ſkill; 
Refides not in each block, —a Godhead reigus. 


$ 298, The World ſufficient for Man. Conicn:- 
| plation of the Heavens. 
VET why drown fancy in ſuch depths as theft 
Return, preſumptuous rover] and confeſs 
The bounds of man; nor blame them, as too ſmal: 
Enjoy we not full ſcope in what is ſeen ? 


Full ample the dominions of the fun ! 


Full glorions to behold i how. far, how wide, 


The matchleſs monarch from his flaming throne, 
Laviſh of luftre, throws his beams abour him, 
Farther, and faſter, than a thought can fly, 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires ? 
Beyond this city, why ſtrays human thought? 
One wonderful, enough far man to know ! 

One firmament, enough for man to read] 

Nor is inſtruction, here, our only gain; 


| There dwells a noble _ in the ſkies, 


Which warms our paſhons, proſelytes our hearts: 
How eloquently ſhines the glowing pole ! 


Grant __ inviſible, eternal, nnd; 


o 


| Remonſtratiog great truths in ſtyle ſu 


With what authority it gives its Charge, ; 
lime, 
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ty Tho' filent, loud! heard earth around; above Without or ſtar, or angel, for their guide, 
The planets heard; and not unheard in hell; \ ho worſhip God, ſhall find him : humble love, 
Hell has its wonder, tho? too proud to praiſe. | And not proud reaſon, keeps the door of heaven; 
Divine inſtructor! thy firſt volume, this, Love finds admiſſion, where proud ſcience fails. 
For man's peruſal ; all in capitals ! Man's ſcience is the culture of his heart; . 


In moon, and ftars (heaven's golden alphabet!) | And not to loſe his plummet in the depths 

F mblaz'd to feize the ſight; who runs, may read; | Of nature, or the more profound of God: 
Who reads, can underſtand : tis unconfin d, Lo fathom nature; (ill-attempted here!) 

To chriſtian land, or Jewry; fairly writ Paſt doubt, is decp philoſophy above z 

In language univerſal, to mankind : - | Higher degrecs in bliſs archangels take, 

A language, lofty ro the learn'd : yet plain, As deeper learin'd; the deepeſt, learning fill ; 
To thoſe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, For, what a thunder of omnipotence 

Or from its hulk ſtrike out the bounding grain! | Ts ſeen in all! in man! in earth! in ſkies ! 

A language, worthy the great mind, that ſpeaks! Teaching this leſſon, pride is loth to learn 
Preface, and comment, to the ſacred page! Not deeply to diſcern, not much to know, 


$tupendous book of wildom, to the wiſe ! Mankind was born to wonder and adore.” 
Erapendous book ! and open'd, Night ! by thee. | . 


By thee much open d, I confels, O Night! $ 309. The Greatuefi of God inexprefſible. 

Yet more | wiſh; ſay, gentle Night! whole beams WHAT a root! O what a branch is here! 
? Give us a new creation, and preſent O what a father! what a family 

The world's great picture, ſoften'd to the ſight ; | Worlds ! ſyſterns ! and creations and creations, 

Say, thou, whoſe mild dominion's filver key In one agglomerated cluſter, hung, N 
» Unlocks our hemiſphere, and ſets to view Great Vine! on thee: on thee the cluſter hangs; 
e Worlds beyond number; worlds conceal'd by day | The filial cluſter ! infinitely ſpread | 
5 Behind the proud, and envious, ſtar of noon ! In glowing globes, with various being fraught; 
; Canſt thou not draw a deeper ſcene ?—and ſhew | Or, fhall I ſay (for who can iy enough?) 
4 The mighty potentate, to whom belong A conſtellation of ten thouſan gems, 

Thieſe rich regalia, pompouſly difplay'd ? Set in one ſignet, flames on the right-hand 

O for a glimpie of him my foul adores ! Of majeſty divine! the blazing ſeal, , 

As the chas'd hart, amid the deſert waſte, {hat deeply ſtamps, on all created mind, 

Pants for the living ſtream; for him who made her, Indelible, his fovereign attributes 

So pants the thirſty foul, amid the blank Omnipotence and love: nor ſtop we here, 


Of ſublunary joys : ſay, goddeſs j where ? ¶throne? | For want of power in God, but thought in man. 
Where blazes his bright court? where burns his | If greater aught, that greater all is thine, 

Thou know'ſt ; for thou art near him; by thee, Dread fire Accept this miniature of thee ; 
His grand pavilion, ſacred fame reports, {| round And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, 


The ſable curtain 's drawn: if not, can none In which archangels might have fail'd, unblam d.“ 
| Of thy fair daughter- train, ſo ſwift of wing, ö a : 
Who travel far, diſcover where he dwells ? ' $ 301. The Mien of Sin. | 
A ftar his dwelling pointed out below: THOU, ambitious of diſgrace alone! 
Say, ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, — Rank coward to the faſhionable world! 
On which hand muſt I bend my courſe to find | Art thou afſham'd to bend thy Knee to heaven? 
him ? Not all theſe luminaries, quench'd at once, 


Theſe courtiers keep the ſecret of their King; Were half ſo ſad, as one benighted mind, 
I] wake whole nights, ia vain, to ſteal it from them. | Which propes for happineſs, and meets defpaiz. 


[n ardent contemplation's rapid car, How, like a widow in her weeds, the night, 

From earth, as from my barrier, I ſet out: Amid her glimmering tapers, filefit firs ! 

How ſwift I mount! diminiſh'd earth recedes; | How ſorrowful, how deſolate, ſhe weeps 

J pals the moon; and, from her further ſide, Perpetual dews, and ſaddens nature's ſcene! 
Pierce heaven's blue curtain; pauſe atevery planet, A ſcene more ſad fin makes the darken d foul ; 
And alk for him, who gives their orbs to roll, All comfort kills, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 
From Saturn's ring, I take my bolder flight, | 3 

Amid thoſe ſovereign glories of the ſkics, $ 302. Reqſon. 5 
Of independent, native luſtre, proud, THO blind of heart, ſtill open is thine eye; 
The fouls of ſyſtem !— What behold I now ? Why ſuch magnificence in all thou ſeeſt ? 
A wilderneſs of wonders burning round Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 
Where larger ſuns inhabit higher ſpheres ; I. To tell the rational, who gazes on it 

Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun; | Tho' that immenſely great, ſtill greater he, 
Tis but the threſhold of the Deity ; | Whoſe breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and lod 
Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling ſtill. | Unburttien'd, nature's univerſal ſcheme ; 


Can graſp creation with a ſingle thought; 


C 299. Man's Scrence the Culture ef bis Heart. Creation you and not exclude its fire 
Vs not the curious, but the pious path, To tell him fa 
That leads me to my point: Lorenzo! know, 


rther It bchoves him much 


To guard the important, yet - depending, fate 


reren 


Of being, brighter than a thouſand ſans ; 
One ſingle ray of thought outſhines them all. 


| $ 303. Man. 

Q THOU moſt awful being ! and moſt vain ! 
Thy will, how frail! how glorious is thy 

Tho? dread eternity has ſown her ſeeds ¶ power! 

Of bliſs, and woe, in thy deſpotic breaſt ; 

Tho heaven and hell depend upon thy thought, 

A butterfly comes croſs, and both are fled. *' 

My folemn night-born adjuration hear; 

Hear, and I II raiſe thy ſpirit from the duſt. 


g 304 Death. 


BY filence, death's peculiar attribute : 
By darkneſs, guilt's inevitable doom: 

By darknefs, and by filence, ſiſters dread ! 
That draw the curtain round night's ebon throne, 
And raiſe ideas, folemn as the ſcene : 
27 night, and all of awful, night preſents 

© thought, or ſenſe, by theſe her trembling fires, 
By theſe bright orators, that prove and praiſe, 
And prefs thee to revere, the Deity : 
Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd a while, 
To reach his throne; as ſtages of the ſoul, 
Throꝰ which, at diſſerent periods, the ſhall paſs, 


Refining gradual, for her final height; 


And purging off ſome droſs at every ſphere : 

By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent world: 

By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moſt re- 
nown'd, | 

From ſhort ambition's zenith ſer for ever; 

By the long lift of ſwift mortality, 


From Adam downward to this evening's knell, 
Which midnight waves in fancy's ſtartled eye; 
And ſhocks her with a hundred centuries 


Round death's black banner throng'd, in human 
| thought : 

By thouſands, now, refigning their laft breath, 
And calling thee wert thou ſo wiſe to hear: 
By tombs o er tombs arifing, human earth : 


 Fjefted, to make room for—human earth; 


By pot s obſequies, that ſhun the day, 

Thi tech faneren , and the nedding plume, 

Boaſt of our rvia ! triumph of our duſt ! 

By the damp vault that weeps o'er gr ts bones; 
nd the pale lamp, that ſhews the ghaſtly dead, 
ore ghaſtly thro” the thick · inc umbent gloom : 

By viſus (if there are) from darker ſcencs, 

The gliding ſpectre ! and the groaning grove ! 

\ ns and graves, and miſeries that groan 
For the grave's ſhelter : by deſponding men, 
Senſclets to pains of death, from pang> of guilt : 
By guilt's laſt audit: by yon moon in blood, 
Ihe rockivg firmament, the falling ſtars, a 
And thunder 's laft diſcharge, great nature's knell] 
By ſecond chaos; and eternal night— 

Be wiſe — nor let Philander blame my charm; 

But own not jIl-diſcharg'd my double debt, 

Lore to the living; duty to the drad. 


5 305. Rrflettions un Sleep. 
UT oh !—my fpirits fail !—fleep's dewy wand 
Has ſtrok d my drooping lids to ſoft repoſe ; 


EXTRACTS, Book l. 


Haſte, haſte, ſweet ſtranger! from the peaſant's cot; 
The ſhip-boy's hammock, or the ſoldier's ſtraw, 
Whence forrow never chas'dthee : with thee bring 
Not hideous viſions, as of late; but draughts 
Delicious of well-taſted, cordial, reft ; 
Man's rich reſtorative z his balmy bath, 
That ſupples. lubricares, and keeps in play, 
The various movements of this nice machine. 
Sleep winds us up for the ſucceeding dawn; 
Freſh we ſpin on, till ſickneſs clugs our wheels, 
Or death quite breaks the fpring, and motion ends. 
When will it end with me? | 
— Thou only know'ſt, 

Thon, whoſe broad eye the future and the paſt 
Joins to the preſent ; thou, and thou alone, 
All-knowing !—all unknown! and yet well 
Thee, tho' inviſible, for cver ſeen! known! 
And ſeen in all the great, and the minute, 
Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 
Each flower, each leaf, with its ſmall people 

ſwarm'd, ; [declare 
To the firſt thought, that aſks, from whence 
Their common ſource, thou fountain running o'er 
lu rivers of communicated joy | 
Who gav'ſt us ſpeech for far, N 
Say, by what name ſhall I preſume to call 
Him I fee burning in theſe countleſs ſuns, 
As Moſes in the buth ? illuſtrious mind! 
How ſhall I name thee : how my labouring ſoul 


$ 306. Addreſs to the Trinity. 


GRE AT ſyſtem of perfe&tions ! mighty cauſe 
Of nature, that luxuriant growth o 

Father of this immeaſurable maſs 

Of matter multiform : mov d, or at reft : 

Father of theſe bright millions of the night! 

Of which the leaſt full Godhead had proclaim'd, 

Father of matters * lords 


Father of ſpirits | nobler offspring ! ſparks 


Of high paternal glory ; rich-endow'd 
With various meaſures, and with various modes 
Of inſtinct, reaſon, intuition ; beams 
More pale, or bright from day divine, that raiſe 
Each over other in ſuperior light, 
Till the laſt ripens into luſtre ſtrong 
Of next approach to Godhead : Father kind 
Of intellectual beings! beings bleſt | 
With powers to pleaſe thee: not of paſſive pl 
To laws they know not; beings lodg'd in ſcats 
Of well- adapted joys; in different domes 
Of this imperial palace for thy ſons. 
Or, oh! indulge, immortal King! indulge 
A title, lefs auguſt indeed, but more 
1 ; ah! how ſweet in human ears ! 
Father of immortality to man! ; 
And thou the next] yet equal! thou, by whom 
That bleſſing was convey'd; far more! was 
bought; 

Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds 
Were made; and one redeem'd ! illuſtrious light 
From light illuſtrious t thou, whoſe regal power, 
On more than adamantine baſis fix d, . 
2 more, far more, than diadems and thrones 

| Inviolably 


ar humbler themes] 


Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth! 
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Inviolably reigns ; beneath whoſe foot, 

And by the mandate of whoſe awful nod, 

All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

Of liigh, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

Thro the ſhort channels of expiring time, 

Or ſlioreleſs ocean of eternity, 

In abſolute ſubjection and, O thou 

The glorious third! diſtinct, not ſeparate ! 

Beaming from both! incorporate with duſt! 

By condeſcenſion, as 1 great; 

Inſhrin'd in man ! of human hearts; if pure, 

Divine inhabirant! the tie divine 

Of heaven with diſtant earth my ſterious power! 

Reveal'd,—yet unreveal'd ! darkneſs in light! 

Number in unity! our joy ! our dread ! 

Tri-une, unuttcrable, unconceiv'd, 

Abſconding, yet demonſtrable, great God ! 

Greater than greateſt ! with ſoft pity's eye, 

From thy bright home, from that high firmament, 

Where Thou, from all eternity, haſt dwelt; 

Beyond archangels unailifted ken; | 

Thro' radiant ranks of eſſences unknown; 

Thro' hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd, 

Round various banners of omnipotence, 

With endleſs change of rapturous duties fir'd; 

Thro' wondrous beings interpoſing ſwarms : 

All cluftring at the call, to dwell in thee ; 

Thro' this wide waſte of worlds; look down— 
down—down, 

On a poor breathing particle in duſt, 

Or, lower, —an immortal in his crimes : 


His crimes forgive | forgive his virtues, too 
Thoſe ſmaller faults ; half- converts to the right: 


Nor let me cloſe thefe eyes, which never more 

May ſee rhe ſun (tho! night's deſcending ſcale 

Now weighs up mon) unpity'd, and vubleſt! 

In thy diſpleaſure dwells eternal pain; 

And, fince all pain is terrible ro man, 

Gently, ah gently, lay me 1a my bed, 

My clay-cold bed! by nature, now, fo near! 

And when (the ſhclrer of thy wing implor'd) 

My ſenſes, ſooth'd, ſhall fink in ſoft rgpoſe ; 

O fink this truth ſtill deeper in my out, 

Man's ficxly ſoul, tho' turn'd, and tols'd for ever, 

From fide to fide, can reſt on nought but thee, 

Here, in full truſt ; hereafter, in full joy. 

Thou God, and mortal! thence more God to man! 

Thou cank not ſcape uninjur'd from our praiſe. 

Uninjur'd from our praiſe can he clcape, , 

Who, diſemboſom'd from the Father, bows 

The heaven of heavens, ro Kiſs the diſtant earth 

Breaths out in agonies a finle(s foul 

Againſt the cro{s, death's iron ſceptre breaks 

Throws wide the gates celeſtial to his foes ! 

Their gratitude, for ſugh a boundleſs debr, 

Deputes their ſuffering brotaers to receive | 

Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 

And (to cloſe all) omnipotently kind, 

Takes his delights among the ſons of men. 

What words are theſe - And did they com 

from heav'n ? 

And were they ſpoke to man ? to guilty man ? 

What are ail myſteries to love like this? 

Rich prelibation of conſummate joy! 
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THEN, farewell night! of darkneſs, now no 


more : , 


Shall that which riſes out of nought complain, 
Of a few evils, pay'd with endleſs joys? 

My ſoul ! henceforth, in ſweeteſt union jout 

The two ſupports of human happineſs, 

Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet; 
True taſte of life, and conſtant thought of death: 
Thy patron, he, whoſe diadem has drop'd | 
Yon gems of heaven; eternity thy prize. 

How mutt a ſpirit, late eſgap'd from earth, 

The truth of things newSlazing in its eye, 
Look back, aftonith'd, on the ways of men, 


And when our preſent privilege 1s paſt, 

The ſame aftomſhment will ſeize us all. 

What then muſt pain us, would preſetve us now 
Seize wiſdom, ere 'tis torment to be wiſe z ; 
That is, ſeize wiſdom, ere ſhe ſeizes thee : 

For, what is hell? full knowledge of the truth, 
When truth, reſiſted long, is ſworn our foe; 
And ca!ls eternity to do — right. 

Thus, darknels aiding imellectual light, 
And ſacred ſilence whiſpering truths divine, 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, 

My ſong the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
And ſhot, ambitious of unbounded ſcenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world, 

Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 


| Of fancy, when our hearts remain below) 


Virtue abounds in flatterers, and foes 

Lorenzo! riſe, at this auſpicious hour; 

An hour, when heaven's moſt intimate with many 
W hen, like a falling ſtar, the ray divine 

Glides ſwift into the boſom of the juſt ; 

And juſt are all, determin'd to reclaim 

Which ſets that title high, within thy reach. 
Awake, then; thy Philander calls, awake ! 
Thou, who ſhalt wake, when the creation ſleeps 3 
When, like a taper, all theſe ſuns expire; 

When time, like him of Gaza, in his wrath, 
Plucking the pillars that ſupport the wor 

In nature's ample ruins lies entomb'dꝰ 

And midnight, univerſal midnight | reight. 


$ 308. Solitude. vouxc. 


O SACRED ſolitude! divine retreat! 


Choice of the Prudent! enyy of the Great} 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, | 


| We court fair wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 


The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace 
(Strangers on earth !) are innocence and peace t 
here, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar; 


This life we reliſh, and enſure the next. 
There too the Muſes ſport; theſe numbers free, 
Pierian Eaſtbury ! I owe to t'.ce, | 
§ 309, The Day of Judgment. YoUNG, 
O! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace ** 


Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 
M At 


Joy breaks, ſhines, triumphs ; tis eternal day! 


Whoſe lives whole drift is to forget their graves} 


- 


1 


There, bleſt with health, with bus' neſs unper⸗ 
Cplex d, 


o 
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Nimrod and 
Adam ſalutes his youngeſt fon ; no ſign 
Of all thoſe ages which their births d1sjoin. 


Said to one empire, 
_ Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking 


rr ang 4 
, e 


And fene d around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes. provinces, dominions, worlds, o crow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 

nd ev ry age and nation pos along; 
urbon ming!e in the throng : 


How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
Bur as it mends the life, and guides the heart ! 
What volumes have been ſwell d, what time been 
To fix a hero's birth-day or deſcent ? \ ſpent, 
What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture raiſe, 
To fee 4. glorious race oß ancient days ? 

To thoſe worthies who perhaps havs ſtood 
Iteftrious on record before the flood? 


Alas! a nearer care your foul demands: 


Cælar un- noted in your preſence ſtands. | 
How raft the concourſe ! not in number more 


The waves that break on the reſounding fhore. 
The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
Tube lamps that gild the ſpangled vaulrs above; 


| 8 armies, whoſe command 
all; another, Stand: 


dawn 
Rous d the broad front, and call'd the battle on; 
Great Xerxes, world in arms, proud Canne's field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the Fates decree, 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy.) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's haft, 
They all are here, and here they all arc loſt: 


Their millions ſwell to be difcern'd in vain, 


Loft as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air: 
« For judgment, judgment, ſons of men, prepare! 
Earth ſhakes anew ; I hear her greans profound, 
And hell thro” all her trembling realms reſound. 


* Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow'r of carth, | 


Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth, 


_ Whoſe valour drew the moſt ſucceisful ſword, 


NMoſt realms united in one common lord; 
Who on the day. of triumph, ſaidſt, Be thine 
The ſkies, Jehovah, all this world is mine; 


Dare not to lift thine eye — Alas, my muſe ! 


How arethou loft! hat numbers canſt thou chooſe? 
A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 

And now the crimſon curtains open fly; 

Lo! far within, and far above oh heipht, 
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I ſee, on an empyreal flying throne 

Sublimely rais'd, Heaven's everlaſting Son; 
Crown'd withthar majeſty which form d the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd, 
Virtue, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence, 

Support the train of their triumphant Prinee. 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 
And in his ehcek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er ſerenc he rarns propitious eyes, 

Or we expect, or find, a paradile : 

But if reſentmen reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
On one hand, knowledge ſhines in pureſt light; 
On one, the ſword of juſtice, fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in fport, preſent the reed ; 
Now tell the ſcourg'd Impoſtor he ſhall bleed 
Thus glorious, thro? the courts of heaven, the 
Of life and death eternal bends his courſe; [ ſource 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play, 
Th' angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array; 

Some touch the ſtring, ſome rike the ſounding 
And mingtng voices in rich concert ſwell; [ ſhel!, 
Voices ſeraphic ? bleſt with ſuch a ftra.n, 

Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 
Triumphant King of Glory! Soul of bliſs ' 
What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this! 

O ! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 

And indigence of him in Bethlem born; 

A ncedlets, helpleſs, unaccornred gueſt, 

And but a ſecond to the fodder'd beaſt 


Vouchſaf'd to waſh the feet himſelf had made 

From him who was betray'd, forſook, denied, 

Wept, languith'd, pray'd, bled, thirſted, groan'd, 

and died; 

Hung, pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe 

All heaven in tears above, earth unconcern'd below! 
And was t enough to bid the Sun retire ? 

Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 

I ſee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine 

The world is vaniſh'd—T am wholly thine. 
Miſtaken Cajaphas ah! which blaſphem'd, 

Thou or thy Pris ner? which ſhall be condemn di 

Well might'ſt thou rend thy garments, well ex- 

Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ſclaim 

But God is good; 'tis wondrous all! Ev'n He 


Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 


Where heaven's great Sov'reign reigns in worlds | From carth full twice a planerary height. 


of light, | 

Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, * 
Creates, 4 "hit confoungs! where time and place, 
Matter, and form, and zune, Hife. and grace, 
Wait humvly at the fc ol of their God, 
And move obedicnt at his awful nod ; 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air-ſyuſpended ball 
Speck of creation !) : if he pour one breath, 
The bubble breaks, and tis cternal death. 

Thence iſſuing | behold (but mortal fight 


There all the clouds condens d two columns rail? 

Diſtinct with orient veins, and golden blaze: 

One fix'd on earth, and one in ſea; and round 

Its ample foot the ſwelkug billows ſound. 

> Theſe an immeafurable arch ſupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure form the pureſt ſky, 

Stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the co- 
lumns fly. | 

Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 

And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron'd th” eternal Judge is plac'd, 


Suſta?r 8 not ſuch a ru hing ſea of light!) 


Wich all the grandcur of his Godhead grac d; 


How chang'd from him who, meekly proſtrate hid, 


Thou gav'ft to death, ſhame, torture, died for thee, | 


Stars 
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Stars on his robes in beautcous order meet, 
And the ſun burns beneath his awful feet. 

Now an archangel eminently bright, | 
From aff his ſilver ſtaff, of wondrous height, 
Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies : 
'The Crots fo ſtrong a red, ir ſheds a ſtain 


Where'er it floats, on earth, and air, and main; 


Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 
And turns the deep-dyed ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable Glory! dreadful bright! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty ſight ! 
Ah turn, unwary muſe, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not (to make-rhe Sun ſhrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a dream; 
Wiſh or their ſouls may with their limbs decay, 
Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway. 
But rather if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 
How they with tranſport might the ſcene behold. 

Ah how but by Repentance—by a mind 
Quick and ſevere its own offence to find? | 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceaſing care, 
And all the pious violence of pray'r ? 
Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
I caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the ſkics ſurround, 
For homage to its Lord a narrow bound: | weigh, 
« O Thou ! whoſe balance does the mountains 
Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 
Whoſe breath can turn thoſe wat'ry worlds to 

flame, 


That flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame; 


Earth's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proſtrate falls, 
And on the bounties of thy goodneſs calls. 

«O! give the winds all paſt offence to ſweep, 
To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
Thy pow'r, my weakneſs, may I ever ſee, 
And wholly dedicate my foul to thee ! 
Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 
At thy command, nor human motive know ! 
If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 
And tin the Ken. indignation raiſe. 
My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
And lift the burden from the ſoul oppreſs'd. 
O may my underſtanding ever read | 
This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made ! 
Who decks the maiden Springwith flow'ry pride ? 
Who calls forth Summer like a ſparkling bride ? 
Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown? 
And bids old Winter lay her honours down ? 
Not the great Ottoman, or greater Cxar, 
Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 
May ſea and land, and earth and heaven be join'd, 
To bring th' eternal Author to my mind |! 
When occans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
May thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake 

my foul | ' 


| Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft and bends the bow, 
The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow: 

'Tis thou that lead ſt our pow'rful armies forth, 

And giv'ſt great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north. 

„Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 

| Open with pray'r the conſecrated day; 
Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my foul ariſe, 

And with the mounting ſun aſcend the ſkies ! 

As that advances, let my zeal improve, 

And glow with ardour of conſummate love; 

Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting fun 

My endleſs worſhip ſhall be ſtill begun. 

And, oh, permit the gloom ot tolemn night 

To ſacred thought may forcibly invite, f 

| When this world's ſhut, and awful planets rife, 

Call on, our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies : 

Compoſe our ſouls with a leſs dazzling fight, 

And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 

How ev'ry boiſt'rous thought in calms ſubſides; 

How the ſmooth'd ſpirit into goodneſs glides ! 

O how aivine, to tread the milky wa 

To the bright palace of the Lord of day ! 

His court admire, or for his favour ſue, 

Or leagues of friendſhip with his ſaints renew ! 


While I long vigils to its Founder keep! [troul, 
« Canſt thou not ſhake the centre? Oh con- 
Subdue by force, the rebel in my ſoul ! | 
Thou, who canſt ſtill the raging of the floed, _ 
Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood 
Teach me, with equal firmneſs, to ſuſtain 
Alluring pleaſure, and affaulting pain. 


O may ] pant for Thee in each dehre, 


And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire! 
Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize 
Which in Eternity's deep boſom lies ! a 
At the Great Day of recompence behold, 

Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 

Then, wafted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 

From age to age my grateful ſong repeat; 

My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour ſee, 
And rival angels in the praiſe of Thee!“ 
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|$ 310, FABLE I. 3 gs and the Aſſembly of 
| irds, 

To her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales. 


"THE moral lay, to beauty due, 
[ write, Fair Excellence, to you; 

Well ann; to hope my vacant hours 
Have been employ d to ſweeten yours. 
Truth under fiction I impart, A 
To weed out folly from the heart, 
And ſhew the paths that lead aſtray 
The wand'ring nymph from wiſdom's way. 

I flatter none. The great and good 
Are by their ad ions underſtood; 


When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, Your monument, if actions raile, 


Adore, my heart, the Majeſty divine! 

Thro' ev'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 
Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care! 
Shine we in arms, or ling beneath our vine ? 
Thine is the vintage, ws. the conqueſt thine : 


Shall I deface by idle praiſe ? 

echo not the voice of Fame; 

That dwells delighted on your name: 
Her friendly tale, however true, 
Were flatt'ry, if I told it you. 


Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the world aſleep, * 
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The proud, the envious, and the vain, 

The jilt, the prude, demand my firain; 

To theſe, deteſting praiſe, I write, 

And vent in charity my fpite : 

With friendly hand I hold the glaſs 

To'all, promiſcuous, as they pats : 

Should folly there her likeneſs view, 

J fret not that the mirror's true; | 

If the fantaſtic formioffend, 

J made it not, but would amend. 
Virtue, ia ev ty clime and age, 

Spurus at the folly-ſpothing page; 

While tatire, that offends the ear 

Of vice and paſſion, pleaſes her. 
Premiſing this, your anger ſpare; 

And claim the fable you who dare. 

The birds in place, by fictions preſs d, 

To Jupiter their pray 'rs adercſs'd : 

By ſpecious lyes the ſtate was vex'd 

Their counſels libellers perplex d; 

They begg d (to ſtop ſeditious tongues) 

A gracious hearing of their wrongs. 

Jove grants the ſuit. The Eagle fate 

Decider of the grand debate. 
The Pye, to truſt and pow'r | 

Demands permiſſion to be hear 

Says he, Prolixity of phraſe 

You know I hate. This libel ſays, 

* Some birds there are, who, prone to noife, 

Are hir'd to ſilence wiſdom's voice; 

And, KiY'd to chatter out the hour, 

Riſe by their emptineſs to pow r. 

That this is aim'd direct at me, 

No doubt you'll readily agree; 

Yer well tl. is ſage aſſembly knows, 

By parts to government | roſe. 

My prudent counſels prop the ſtate; 

R * were never known to prate. 

| he Kite roſe up. His honeſt hearr 

In virtue's fafferings bore a part. 

That there were birds of prey he knew ; 

Sa far the libeller ſaid true: 

« Voracious, bold, to rapine prone, 

Who knew no int'reſt but their own ; 

Who hov'ring o'er the farmer's yard, 

Nor pigeon, chick, nor duckling ſpar'd.” 

This might be true; but, if applied 

To him, in troth the ſlanderer lyed. 

Since ign'rance then might be milled, 


Such things, he thought, were beſt unfaid. 


The Crow was vex'd. As yeſter- morn 
He flew acrofs the new-fown corn, 
A ſcreammg boy was ſer for pay, 
He knew, to drive the crows away; 
Scandal had found him out in turn, 
And buzz'd abroad that crows love corn. 
The Owl aroſe with folemn face, 
And thus harangued upon the caſe : 
That magpies prate, it may be true; 
A kite may be voracious too; | 
Crows ſometimes deal in new-ſown peaſe ; 
He libels not, who ſtrikes at theſe : 
The ilander's here “ But there are birds, 
Whole wiſdom lies in looks not words; 


EXTRACTS; 


Blund'rers, who level in the dark, 

And always ſhoot beſide the mark.” 

He names not me; but theſe are hints, 
Which manifeſt at whom he ſquints ; 

[ were indeed that blund'ring fowl, 

To queſtion if he meant an owl. 

Ye wretches, hence! the Eagle cries, 
'Tis conſcience, conſcience that applics ; 
The virtuous mind takes no alarm, 
Secur'd by innocence from harm ; 
While Guilt, and his aſſociate Fear, 
Are ſtartled at the paſſing air. 


$ 311. FABLE . The Panther, the Horſe, 
| and other Beads. 


THE man who ſeeks ro win the fair 

* (So cuſtom fays) muſt truth forbear ; 
Muſt fawn and flatter, eringe and lyc, 
And raiſc the goddeſs to the ſky. 
For truth is hateful to her car; 
A rudeneſs which ſhe cannot bear. 
A rudeneſs! Yes, I ſpeak my thoughts; 
For truth upbraids her with her faults, 
How wretched, Chloe, then am I, 
Who love you, and yet cannot lye 
And ſtill, to make you leſs my friend, 
I ftriye your errors to amend! 
But ſhall the ſenſeleſs fop impart 
The {ſofteſt paſſion to your heart; 
While he, who tells you honeſt truth, 
And points to happineſs your youth, 
Determines, by his care, his lot, 
And lives neglected and forgot? 
| Truſt me, my dear, with greater eaſe 
Your taſte for flatt'ry I could pleaſe; 
And ſimiles in each dull tne, | 
Like glow-worms in the dark, ſhould ſhine. 
What if I fay your lips diſcloſe 
The freſhneſs of the op'ning roſe ?- 
Or that your cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refrefhing ſhow'rs ? 
Yet certain as theſe flow'rs ſhall fade, 


Time ev'ry beauty will invade. 


The butterfly of various hue, 


. | More than the flow'r, reſembles you; 


Fair, flutt'ring, fickle, buſy thing, 


To pleaſure ever on the wing, 


Gally coquetting for an hour, 


To die and ne'er be thought of more. 
Would you the bloom of youth ſhould laſt ? 
'Tis virtue that muſt bind it faſt ; 
An ang carriage wholly free 
From four reſerve, or levity ; 
Good-natur'd mirth, an open heart, 


And looks unſkill'd in any art; 


Humili enaugh to awn 


The frailties which a friend makes known, 


And decent pride enough te know 

The worth that virtue can beſtow. © 
Thefe are the charms which ne'er decay, 

Though youth and beauty fade away; 

And time, which all things elfe removes, 


ua; heightens virtue, and improves, 
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You'll frown, and aſk, To what intent 
This blunt addreſs to you is ſent ? 


Il ſpare the queſtion, and confeſs 


I'd praife you, if I lov'd you lets, 

But rail, be angry, or complain, 

J will be rude while you are vain. 
Beneath a lion's peaceful reign, 

When beaſts met friendly on the plain, 

A Panther of majeſtic port 

(The vaineſt female of the court) 

With ſpotted ſkin, and eyes of fire, 

Fill'd-every boſom with defire. 

Where'er ſhe mov'd, a ſervile crowd 


Of fawning creatures cring'd and bow'd : 


Aſſemblies ev'ry week ſhe held 

(Like modern belles) with coxcombs fill'd; 
Where noiſe, and nonſenſe, and grimace, 
And lyes, and ſcandal, fill'd the place. 

Behold the gay fantaſtic thing 

Encircled by the ſpacious ring] 

Tow-bowing, with important look, 

As firſt in rank, the Monkey ſpoke : 
Gad take me, madam ! but I ſwear, 

No angel ever look'd fo fair : 

Forgive my rudeneſs, but I vow 

You were not quite divine till now; . 

Thoſe limbs! that ſhape ! and then thoſe eyes 

O cloſe them, or the gazer dies!“ 
Nay, gentle pug, for goodneſs huſh, 

I vow and ſwear you make me bluſh ; 

I ſhall be an at this rate; 

'Tis'fo like flatt'ry, which I hate. 

The Fox, in deeper cunning vers'd, 
The beauties of her mind rehears'd, 

And talk'd of knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, 
To which the fair have vaſt pretence! 
Yet well he knew them always vain 

Of what they ſtrive not to attain ; 

And play'd ſo cunningly his part, 

That pug was rivall'd in his art. 

The Goat avow'd his am'rous flame, 
And burnt—for what he durſt not name; 
Yet hop'd a meeting in the wood 
Might make his meaning underſtood. 


Half angry at the bold addrets, 


She frown'd ; but yet ſhe muſt confeſs 
Such beautfes might inflame his blood, 
Bur ſtill his phrate was ſomewhat rnde. 
The Hog her neatneſs much admir d; 
The formal Aſs her ſwiftneſs fir'd : 
While all to feed her folly ſtrove, 
And by their praiſes ſhar d her love. 
The Horſe, whoſe gen'rous heart diſdain'd 
Applauſe by ſervile flatt'ry gain'd, 
With graceful courage ſilence broke, 
And.thus with indignation ſpoke : 
When flatt'ring monkeys fawn and prate, 
They juſtly raiſe contempt or hate z 
For merit 's turn'd to ridicule, 
Applauded by the grinning fool, 
The artful fox your wit commends, 
To lure you to his ſelfiſh ends; 
From the vile flatt rer turn away, 
For knaves make friendſhips to betray. 
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| Diſmiſs the train of fops and fools, 
And learn to live by wiſdom's rules: 
Such beauties might the lion warm, 
Did not your folly break the charm ; 
For who would court that lovely ſhape, 
To be the rival of an ape ? | 
He ſaid, and ſnorting in diſdain, 
Spurn'd at the crowd, and fought the plain. 


$ 312. FABLE 11, The Nightingale and 
COR. Glow-wor m. 


THE prudent nymph, whoſe cheeks diſcloſe 
The lily and the bluſhing roſe, 
| From public view her charms will ſcreen, 
And rarely in the crowd be ſeen ; 
This ſimple truth ſhall keep her wiſe 
«+ The faireſt fruits attract the flies.” 
One night a Glow-worm, proud and vain, 
Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 
Cried, Sure there never was in nature 
So elegant, fo fine a creature. 
All other inſe&ts that I ſee, 
The frugal ant, induſtriovs bee, 
Or ſilk- worm, with contempt I view; 
| With all that low, mechanic crew, 
Who ſervilely their lives employ 
In bus'nefs, enemy to joy. 
Mean, vulgar herd'! ye are my ſcorn; 
For grandeur only I was born, 
Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, 
And plac'd on earth to live and ſhine. 
Thoſe lights that ſparxle fo on high, 
Are but the glow-worms of the iky ; 
And kings on carth their gems admire, 
Becauſe they imitate my hire. 
She ſpoke. Atrentive on a ſpray, 
A Nightingale forbore his lay ; 
He ſaw the ſhining morſel ncar, 


| And flew, directed by the glare; 


| Awhile he gaz'd with ſober look, 


And thus the trembling prey beſpoke: 
Deluded fool, with pride elate! 

| Know, 'ns thy beauty brings thy fate: 

Leſs dazzling, long thou mightit have lain 

Unheeded on the velvet plain: 

Pride, foon or late, degraded mourns, 

And beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns. 


$ 313. FABLE Iv. Hymen and Death. 
GIXTEFN, d' ye ſay? Nay then tis time; 
Another year deſtroys your prime. | 
But ſtay —the ſettlement ? That's made.” 
Why then 's my ſimple girl afraid? 
Yet hold a moment, if you can, | 
And heedfully the fable ſcan, | , 
The ſhades were fled, the morning tluſh'd, 


{ The winds were in their caverns huth'd, 


When Hymen, penſive and {:dare, 
Held o'er the fields his muſing gait. 
Behind him, thro' the green-weod ſhade, 
Death's meagre form the god ſurvey'd; 
Who quickly, wich gigantic fride,. 
Jutwent his pace, and join'd his tide, 
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The chat on various ſubſects ran, 

Till angry Hymen thus began : 
Relentleſs Death ! whoſe iron ſway 

Mortals reluctant muſt obey, 

Still of thy power ſhall I complain, 

And thy too partial hand arraign ? 

When Cupid brings a pair of hearts, 

All over ſtuck with equal darts, 

Thy cruel ſhafts my hopes deride, 


And cut the knot that Hymen tied. 


Shall not the bloody and the bold, 
The miſer hoarding up his gold, 
The harlot reek ing from the ſtew, 
Alone thy fell revenge purſue? 


But muſt the gentle and the kind 


. 


Thy fury, undiftioguiſt'd, find? 
he monarch Ehr thus replied: 

Weigh well the cauſe, and then decide. 
That friend of yours you lately nam'd, 
Cupid alone, is to be blam'd; 
Then let the charge be juſtly laid : 
That idle boy 99 trade, 
And hardly once in twenty years 
A couple to your temple bears. 
The wretches, whom your oflice blends, 
Silenus now, or Plutus ſends ; | 
Hence care, and bitterneſs, and ſtrife, 
Are common to the nuptial life. 

Believe me! more than all mankind 
Your vat ries my compaſſion find. 
Yet cruel am I call'd, and baſe, 
Who ſeck the wretched to releaſe; 
The captive from his bonds to free, 
Indiffoluble but for me. 
Tis I entice, him to the yoke ; 
By me your ᷑rowded altars ſmoke : 
For mortals boldly dare the nooſe, 
Secure that Death will ſer them looſe, 


F 314. FABLE V. The Poet and bis Patron. 
WH Y, Cælia, is your ſpreading waiſt 
So looſe, fo negligently lac'd 2 

Why mult the wrapping bed-gown hide 
Your ſnowy boſom's ſwelling pride? 
How ill that dreſs adorns your head, 
Diſtain'd and rumpled from the bed 
Thoſe clouds that ſhade your blhoming face 
A little water might diſplace, 
As Nature ev ry morn beſtoẽs 
The cryſtal dew to cleanſe the roſe. 
Thoſe treſſes, as the raven black, 
That wav d in ringlets down your back, 
Uncomb d, and injur'd by neglect, ; 
Deftroy the face which once they deck'd. 

Whence this forgetfulneſs of dreſs > 
Pray, Madam, are you married? — Ves. 
Nay, then indeed the wonder ceaſes; 
No matter now how looſe your dreſs is; 
The end is won, your fortune 's made; 
Your ſiſter now may take the trade. 

Alas! what pity tis to find 
This fault in half the female kind ! 
From hence proceed averſion, ſtrife, 


and all that ſours the wedded life. 
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Beauty can only point the dart, 

'Tis neatneſs guides it to the heart; 

Let neatneſs then and beauty ſtrive 

To kcep a wav ring flame alive. 
Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 


To keep the conqueſt, than ſubdue z 


Admit us once behind the ſcreen, 
What is there farther to be ſeen? 
A newer face may raiſe the flame, 
But ev'ry woman 15 the ſame. 

Then ſtudy chiefly to improve | 
The charm that fix d yvur huſband's love. 
Weigh well his humour. Was it dreſs 
That gave your beauty pow'r to bleſs 2 - 
Purſue it till ; be neater ſcen; 

'Tis always frugal to be clean ; 
So ſhall you keep alive defire, 
Aud time's ſwift wing ſhall fan the fire. 

In garret high (as | Kt ſay) 

A Poet ſung his tuneful lay; 
So ſoft, ſo ſmooth, his verſe you 'd fwear 


| Apollo and the Muſes there: 


Turo' all the town bis praiſes rung; 
His ſonnets at the playhouſe ſung; 
High waving o'cr his lab'ring head, 
The goddeſs Want her pinions ſpread, 
And with poetic fury fir'd 


| What Phoebus faintly had inſpir'd. 


A noble youth, of taſte and wit, 
Approv'd the ſprightly things he writ, 
And fought him in his cobweb dome, 
Diſcharg'd his rent, and brought him home. 

Behold him at the ſtately board! 

Who but the Poet and my Lord ! 

Each day deliciouſly he dines, 

And greedy quaffs the gen'rous wines; 
His ſides were plump, his ſkin was fleck, 
And plenty wanten d on his check; 
Aſtoniſh'd at the change fo new, 

Away th' inſpiring goddeſs flew. 

Now, dropt for politics and news, 
Neglected lay the drooping muſe, 
Unmindfnl whence his fortune came, 

He ſtifled the poetic flame; : 
Nor tale, nor ſonnet, for my lady, 
Wc” nor epigram, was ready. 
ith juſt contempt his Patron ſaw 
(Reſolv'd his bounty to withdraw); 
And thus, with anger in his look, 
The late-repenting fool beſpoke : 

Elind to the good that courts thee grown, 
Whence has the ſun of favour ſhone 2 
Delighted with thy tuneful art, 

Efteem was growing in my heart; 
But idly thou reject'ſt the charm 


; That gave it birth, and kept it warm. 


Unthinking fools alone deſpiſe 
The arts that taught them firſt to riſe. 


————— =. w — —?H• 
FABLE VI. The Wolf, the Sheep, and 
3 toe Lamb. 
DUTY demands, the parent's voice 

Should ſanctify the daughter's choice: 
In that is due obedience ſhewn ; 
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May horror ſeize his midnight hour, 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, 
And claims, by purchaſe vile and baſe, 
The loathing maid for his embrace; 
Hence virtue ſickens; and the breaſt, 
Where peace had built her downy neſt, 
Becomes the troubles ſeat of care, 
And pines with anguiſh and deſpair. 

A Wolf, rapacious, rough, and bold, 
Whoſe nightly planders thinn'd the fold, 
Contemplaring his ill-ſpent life, 
And cloy'd with thefts would take a wife, 
His purpoſe known, the ſavage race 
In num'rous crowds attend the place; 
For why, a mighty wolf he was, 

And held dominion in his jaws. 


Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 


And humbly his alkance ſought ; 
But cold by age, or elſe too mice, 
None found acceptance in his eyes. 
It happen'd as :at early dawn, 
He ſolitary croſs'd the lawn, 
Stray'd from the fold, the ſportive Lamb - 
Skipp'd wanton by her fleecy Dara; 
When Cupid, foe to man and beaſt, 
Dilcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt. _ 
The tim'rous breed the robber knew, 
And trembling o'er the meadow flew ; 
Their nimbleſt ſpeed the Wolf o'ertook, 
And courteous thus the Dam beſpoke : 
Stay, faireſt, and ſuſpend your fear, 
Truſt me, no enemy is near: f 
Theſe jaws, in flaughter oft imbru'd, 


At length have known enough of blood; 


And kinder bus'nefs brings me now, 


Vanquiſh'd, at beauty's feet to bow, 


You have a daughter—fweet, forgive 
A Wolf's addreſs—in her I live; 
Love from her eyes like lightning came, 
And ſet my marrow all on flame; 
Let your conſent confirm my choice, 
And ratify our nuptial joys. | 
Me ample wealth and pex'r attend, 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend; 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if 1 the guard am made? 
At home the ſkepherd's cur may ſleep, 
While I ſecure his maſter's ſheep. 
Diſcourſe like this attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's breaſt inflam'd; 
Now fearleſs by his fide fke walk d, 
Of ſettlements and jointures talk'd ; 
Propos'd, and doubled her demands, 
Of flow'ry fields, and turnip-lands. 
The Wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells; 
To Miſs her happy fate ſhe tells; 
And, of the grand alliance vain, - 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 
The loathing Lamb with horror hears, 


And wearies out her Dam with pray'rs ; 


But all in vain; mamma beſt knew 
What unaxperienc'd girls ſhould do. 
$0, to the neighb'ring meadow carried, 
A formal aſs the couple married. 
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Torn from the tyrant mother's de, 
| The trembler goes, a victim-bride; 
Keluctant me«ts the rude embrace, 

And bleats among the howling race. 


| With horror oft her eyes behold 
{Her murder'd kindred of the fold ; 


ach day a fiſter lamb is ſerv'd, 

And at the glutton's table cary'd; | 

The craſhing bones he grinds for food, 

And flakes his thirſt with ſtreaming blood. 
Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, 


And lodges but in gentle breaſts, 


Was now no more. Enjoyment, paſt, 
The ſavage hunger'd for the feaſt; 
But (as we find, in human race, 
A maſk conceals the villain's face) 
Juſtice muſt authoriſe the treat; 
Till then he long'd, but durſt not eat. 

As forth he walk'd in queſt of prey, 
The hunters met him on the way: 
Fear wings his flight; the marſh he ſought 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. Ty 
His ſtomach baulk'd, now hunger gnaws, 
Howling he grinds his empty jaws : - 
Food muſt be had, and Lamb is nigh; 
His maw invokes the fraudful lie. 
ls this (diſſembling rage, he cried) 
The gentle virtue of a bride ? 
That, leagu'd with man's deſtroying race, 


She ſets her huſband for the chace ? 


By,treach'ry prompts the noiſy hound 
To ſcent his footſteps on the ground? 
Thou trait'reſs vile] for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood 
So laying, on the Lamb he flies: 
Beneath his jaws the victim dies. 


[ HATE the face, however fair, 
That carries an affected air 


The liſping tone, the ſhape conſtrain'd, 
The ſtudied look, the paſſion feign'd, 


Are fopperies which only tend 
To injure what they ſtrive to mend. 


{ With what ſuperior grace enchants 


The face, which nature's pencil paints! 
Where eyes, unexercis'd in art, | 
Glow with the meaning of the heart! 
Where freedom and good-humour lit, 


And eaſy gaiety and wit! 


Though perfect beauty be not there, 
The maſter lines, the finiſh'd air, 

We catch from every look delight, 
And grow enamour d at the ſight: 
For beauty, though we all approve, 


| Excites our wonder more than love; 


While the agreeable ſtrikes ſure, 
And gives the wounds we cannot cure. 
Why then, my Amoret, this care, 


1 That forms you, in effect, leſs fair? 


[f nature on your cheek beſtows - 
A bloom that emulates the roſe, 
Or from ſome heaver.y image drew 
A form Apelles never knew, 
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Your ill. judged aid will you impart, 
And ſpoil by mere ricious art? 
Or had you, nature's error, come 
Abortive from the mother's womb, | 
Your forming care ſhe ſtill rejec̃ts, 
Which only heightens her defects. 
When ſuch, of glitt ring jewels proud, 
Still preſs the foremoſt 1a the crowd, 
At ev'ry public ſhow are ſeen, 
With look awry, and awkward mien, 
The gaudy dreſs attracts the eye, 
And magniſies deformity. 
Nature may underdo her part, 
Bur ſeldom wants the help of art; 
Truſt her, ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 
Nor made your form for you to mend, 
A Goole, affected, empty, vain, 
The ſurilleſt of the cackling train, 
With proud and elevated creſt, 

Precedence claim'd above the reſt. 

Says ſhe, I laugh at human race, 
Who fay geeſe hobble in their pace; 
Look here! - the fland*rous lye detect; 

_ N> haughty man is fo erect. : 
That peacock yonder ! Lord, how vain 
The creature s of his gaudy train 
If both were ſtript, I pawn my word 
A gooſe would be the fiver bird. 
Nature, to hide her own defects, 

Her bungled work with finery decks 

Were geeſe ſet off with half that ſhow, 

Would men admire the peacock ? No. 
Thus vaunting, croſs the mead ſhe ſtalks, 

The cackling breed attend her walks; 

The fun ſhot down his noon-tide beams, 

The Swans were ſporting in the ſtreams ; 

Their ſnowy plumes and ſtately pride 

Provok'd her ſpleen. Why there, ſhe cricd, 

Again what arrogance we fee ! 

Thaſe creatures! how they mimic me 
Shall ev'ry fou the water ſkim, 

Becauſe we geeſe are known to ſwim ! 

_ - , Humility they ſoon ſhall learn, 

. And their own emptineſs diſcern. 

So ſaying, with extended wings, 

Lightly upon the wave the ſprings ; 

Her boſom ſwells, ſhe ſpreads her plumes, 

And the ſwan's ftately creſt aſſumes. 

Contempt and mockery enſued, | 

And burſts of laughter ſhook the flood. 

A Swan, ſuperior to the reſt, 

Sprung forth, and thus the fool addreſs'd; 

Conceited thing, elate with pride 

Thy affectation all deride: 

Theſe airs thy awk wardneſs impart, 

And ſhew thee plainly as thou art. 

Among thy <quals of the flock 

Thau hadit eſcap'd the public mock ; 

And, as thy parts to good conduce, 

Been deem d an honett hobbling gooſe. 
Learn hence to ſtudy wildom 5 rules 

Know, fappery 's the pride of fools, 

And, Rriving nature to conceal, 

You only her defects revea., . 

7 


EXTRACTS, 


Book I. 


$ 317. FABLE VII. The Lawyer and Juſtice. 


OVE ! thou divineſt good below 
Thy pure delights few mortals know : 

Our rebel hearts thy ſway diſown, 
While tyrant luſt uſurps thy throne. 
The bounteous God of nature made 
The ſexes for each other's aid ; 
Their mutual talents to employ, 
To leflen ills, and heighten joy. 
To weaker woman he aſſign'd 
That ſoft'ning gentleneſs of mind, 
That can by ſympathy impart 
[ts likeneſs to the rougheſt heart. 
Her eyes with magic pow'r endued, 


| To fire the dull, and awe the rude. 


His roſy fingers on her face 
Shed laviſh ev'rv bloomy grace, 
And ſtamp'd (perfection to diſplay) 


His mildeſt image on her clay. 


Man, active, reſolute, and bold, 
He faſhion'd in a diff rent mould, 
With uſeful arts his mind inform'd, 
His breaſt with nobler paſſions warm d 
He go him knowledge, tafte, and ſenſe, 
And courage for the fair's defence. | 
Her frame, reſiſtleſs to each wrong, 
Demands protection from the ſtrong z 
To man ſhe flies when fear alarms, 
And claims the temple of his arms. 

By natvre's Author thus declar'd 
The woman's ſov'reign and her guard, 
Shall man by treach'rous wiles invade 
The weakneſs he was meant to aid ? 
While beauty, given to inſpire 
Protecting love, and ſoft deſire, 


Lights up a wild- fire in the heart, 


And to its own breaſt points the dart, 
Becomes the ſpoiler's baſe pretence 
To triumph over innocence, 
The wolf, that tears the tim'rous ſheep, 
Was never ſet the fold to keep ; - 
Nor was the tiger, or the pard, 
Meant the benighted trav'ller's guard; 
But man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 
Wears friendſhip's ſemblance to betray ; 
His ſtrength againſt the weak employs ; 
And where he ſhou!d protect, deſtroys. 
Paſt twelve o'clock, the watchman cried ; 
His brief the ſtudious Lawyer plied ; 
The all-prevailing fee lay nigh, 
The earneſt of to-morrow's lie. 
Sudden the furious winds ariſe, 
The jarring caſement ſhatter'd flics ; 
The doors admit a hollow ſonnd, 
And ratrling from their hinges bound ; 
When Juſtice, in a blaze of light, 
Reveal'd her radiant form to fight. 
The wretch with thrilling horror ſhook ; 
[Looſe ev'ry joint, and pale his look; 
Not having ſeen her in the courts, 
Or found her mentipn'd in reports, 
He a'd, with fault'ring tongue, her name, 
Her errand there, and whence ſhe came 
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Sternly the white-rob'd Shade replied 
(A crimſon glow her viſage dyed) : 
Canſt thou be doubtful who I am ? 
Is Juſtice grown ſo ſtrange a name ? 
Were not your courts for Juſtice rais'd ? 
Tis was there, of old, my altars blaz'd, 
My guardian thee I did elect, 
My ſacred temple to protect, 
That thou and all thy venal tribe, 
Should ſpurn the goddeſs for the bribe, 
Aloud the ruin'd client cries, 
Juſtice' has neither ears nor eyes; 
In foul alliance with the bar, 
Gainſt me the judge denounces war, 
And rarely iſſues his decree 
Bur with intent to baffle me. | 
She paus'd—her breaſt with fury burn'd ; 
The trembling Lawyer thus return'd : 

I own the charge is juſtly laid, 
And weak th' excuſe that can be made; 


Yet ſezrch the ſpacious globe, and fee 


If all mankind are not like me. ; 
The gown-man, {kill'd in Romiſh lies, 
By faith's falſe glaſs deludes our eyes: 


O'er conſcience rides without controul, 


And robs the man to ſave his ſoul, 
The doctor, with important face, 

By fly deſign miſtakes the caſe; 

Preſcribes, and ſpins out the diſeaſe, 


To trick the patient of his fees. 


The ſoldier, rough with many a ſcar, 
And red with ſlaughter, leads the war; 
If he a nation's truſt betray, 

The foe has offer'd double pay. 

When vice o'er all mankind prevails, 
And weighty int'reſt turns the E 
Muſt I be better than the reſt, 

And harbour Juſtice in my breaſt ? 
On one fide only take the fee, 
Content with poverty and thee? 

Thou blind to ſenſe, and-vile of mind, 
Th' exaſperated Shade rejoin d, 

If virtue from the world is flown, 


Will other's faults excuſe thy own ? 


For ſickly ſouls the prieſt was made 
Phyſicians for the body's aid; 

The ſoldier guarded liberty; 

Man, woman, and the lawyer me. 
If all are faithleſs to their truſt, 
They leave not thee the leſs unjuſt. 
Henceforth your 222 I diſclaim, 


And bar the ſanction of my name; 


Within your courts it ſhall be read, 
That Juſtice from the law is fled, 


She ſpoke; and hid in ſhades her face, 


Till Hardwicke ſooth'd her into grace. 


and the Cat. 


| WHY knits my dear her angry brow ? 


* Whar rude offence alarms you now? 


1 aid that Delia's fair, tis true, 


But did I ſay ſhe cquall'd you:! 


AND MORAL. 


| Can 't I another's face commend, | 
Or to her virtues be a friend, 

But inſtantly your forehead lours, 

As if her merit lefſen'd yours? 

From female envy never free, 

All muſt be blind becauſe you ſee. 

Survey the garden, fields, and bow'rs, 
The buds, the bloſſoms, and the flow'rs ; 
Then tell me where the woodbine grows 
That vies in ſweetneſs with the roſe ; 

Or where the lily's ſnowy white, 

That throws ſuch beauties on the ſight ? - 
Yet folly is it to declare, 

That theſe are neither ſweet nor fair. 
The cryſtal ſhines with fainter rays 
Before the diamond's brighter blaze; 
And fops will ſay the diamond dies 
Before the luſtre of your eyes: 

But I, who deal in truth, deny 

That neither ſhine when you are by. 

When zephyrs o'er the bloſſom ſtray, 
And ſweets along the air convey, 

Sha'n't I the fragrant breeze inhale, 
{| Becauſe you breathe a ſweeter gale? ' 

Sweet are the flow'rs that deck the field; 
Sweet is the ſmell the bloſſoms yield 
Sweet is the ſummer gale that blows 
And ſweet, tho' ſweeter you, the roſe. 

Shall-envy then torment your breaſt, 
If you are lovelier than the reft ? 

For while 1 give to each her due, 
By praiſing . ach I flatter you; 
And praiſing moſt, I ſtill declare 
You faireſt, where the reſt are fair, 

As at his board a Farmer fate, 

Repleniſh'd-by. his homely treat, 

His fav'rite Spaniel near him ſtood, 

And with his maſter ſhar'd the food; 

The crackling bones his jaws deyour'd, 

His lapping tongue the trenchers ſcour d; 

Till, ſated now, ſupine he lay, 

And ſnor'd the rifing fumes away. 

The hungry Cat, in turn drew near, 

And humbly crav'd a ſervant's ſhare; 

Her mod-{t worth the Maſter knew, 

And ſtraight the fatt ning morſel threw ; 

Enrag'd, the ſnarling Cur awoke, 

And thus with ſpiteful envy ſpoke : 
They only claim a right to eat, 

Who earn by ſervices their meat; 

Me, zeal and induſtry inflame 

To ſcour the fields, and ſpring the game; 

Or, plunged in the wint'ry wave, 

For man the wounded bird to fave. 

With watchful diligence I keep 

From prowling wolves his fleecy ſheep; 

At bome his midnight hours tecure, 


| | e. 
And d 
8 3 18, FABLE 1X. The Farmer, the Spaniel, nd drive the robber from the door: 


For this his breaſt with Kindneſs glows, 
For this his hand the food beſtows; 
And ſhall thy indolence impart 

A warmer friendſhip to his heart, 
That thus he robs me of my due, 


To pamper ſuch vile things as you 


T own 
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The linnet flutter'd on the ſpray. 


But, from the 
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I own (with meekneſs Puſs replied) 
Superior merit on your fide ; # 
Nor dees my breaſt with envy ſwell, 
To find it recompenc'd fo well; 
Yer l, in what my nature can, 
Comribute to the good of man. 
Whoſe claws deſtroy the pilf *ring mouſe ? 
V ho drives the vermin from the houle ? 
Or, watchful for the lab'ring ſwain, 


From lurking rats ſecures the grain? 


From hende if he rewards beſtow, 
Why ſhould your heart with gall o'erfow ? 
Why pine my happineſs to ſee, 8 85 
Since there's enough for you and me ? 

Thy words are juſt, the Farmer cricd, 


Aud ſpurn d the ſnarler from his fide. 


& 319. FABLE X. The Spider and the Bee. 
TAE nymph who walks the public ſtreets, 
And ſets her cap at all ſhe meets, 
May catch the fool who turns to ſtare ; 
But men of ſenſe avoid the ſnare. 
As on the margin of the flood, 
With Giken line, my Lydia ſtood, 


I ſmil'd to fee the pains ſhe took 


To cover ver the fraudful hook. 

Along the forea as we ſtray d, 

You faw the boy his r ſpread ; 
Gueſs'd you the reaſon of his tcar, \ 
Left, heedleſs, we approach too ncar ? 
For, es behind the buſh we lay, 


Needs there ſuch caution to delude 
The ſcaly frv, and feather'd brood ? 
And think you, with inferior art, 

To captivate the human heart? 

The maid who modeſtly conceals 
Her beauties, while ſhe hides, reveals. 
Give but a glimpſe, and fancy draws 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. 
From Eve's firſt ſiꝑ · leaf to 
All dreſs was meant for fancy's aid; 
Which evermore delighted dwells 
On what the baſhful nymph conceals, 

When Celia ſtruts in man's attire, 
She ſhews too much to raiſe deſire ; 
hoop's bewitching round, 
Her very ſhoe has r to wound. 

The roving eye, the boſom bare, 
The forward laugh, the wanton air, 
May catch the fop; for gudgeons ſtrike 


At the bare hook and bait alike; 


While ſalmon play, regardleſs by, 

Till art like nature forms the fly. 
Beneath a peaſant's homely thatch 

A Spider long had held ber watch ; 

From morn to night, with reſtleſs care, 

She ſpun ber web, and wove her ſnare. 

Within the limits of her reign 


Lay many a heedlefs captive ſlain ; 


Or flutt'ring ſtruggled in the toi!s, 

To burſt the chains, and ſhun her wiles. 
A ſtraying Bee, that perch'd hard by, 

Beheld her with diſdainful eye, 


at. 


| Reſfolv'd dominion to reſign ; 


And thus began: Mean thing ! give o'er, 
And lay thy flender threads no more; 
A thoughtleſs fly or two, at moſt, 
Is all the conqueſt thou canft boaſt ; 
For bees of ſenſe thy arts evade, 
We ſee ſo plain the nets are laid. 
The gaudy tulip, that diſplays 
Her ſpreading foliage to gaze; 
That points her charms at all ſhe ſees, 
And yields to ev'ry wanton breeze, 
Attracts not me; where bluthing grows, 
Guarded with thorns, the modeſt roſe, 
Enamour'd, round and round I fly, 
Or on her, fragrant boſom lie; 
Reluctant ſhe my ardour meets, 
And bathful renders up her ſweets, 
To wiſer heads attention lend, 
Aud learn this leſſon from a friend: 
She who with modeſty retires, 
Adds fuel to her lover's fires ; 
While ſuch incautious jilts as you 
By folly your own ſchemes undo. 


* 


TIs true, I blame your lover's choice, 
Though flatter d by the public voice; 
And peeviſh grow, and , to hear 
His cyclamawons, O how fair |! 
I liſten not to wild delights, 
And tranſports of expected nights; 
What is to me your hoard of charms, 
The whiteneſs of your neck and arms? 
Needs there no acquiſition more 
To keep contention from the door? 
Yes; paſs a fortnight, and you Il find 
All beauty cloys but of the mind. 
Senſe and good-humovr ever prove 
The ſureſt cords to faſten love. 
Yet, Phillis, ſimpleſt of your ſex, 
You never think but to perplex ; 
Coquetting it with ev'ry ape | 
That ſtruts abroad in human ſhape ; 
Not that the coxcomb is your taſte, 
But that it ſtings your lover's breaſt. 
To-morrow you re ſign the ſway, 
Prepar'd to honour and obey. 
The tyrant miſtreſs change for life, 
To the ſubmiſſion of a wife. 
Your ſollies, if you can, ſuſpend, 
| And learn inſtruction from a Fiend : 
Reluctant hear the firſt addreſs, 
Think often ere you anſwer Ves; 
But, once reſolv'd, throw off diſguiſe, 
And wear your wiſhes in your eyes 
With caution ev'ry look forbear 
That might create one jealous fear, 
A lover's ripenin bags confound, 
Or give the gen'rdus breaſt a wound; 
Contemn the girliſh arts to tcaze, 
Nor vſe your pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe ; 
For fools alone with rigour ſway, 
When, ſoon or late, they muſt obey. 
The King of brutes, in life's decline, 


ot. 
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The heaſts were ſummon' d to appear, 
And bend before the royal heir. 

They came; a day was fix'd ; the crowd 
Before their future monarch bow'd. 

A dapper Monkey, pert and vain, 
Stepp'd forth, and thus addreſs'd the train: 
Why cringe, my friends, with flavith awe, 
Before this pageant king of ſtraw ? 

Shall we anticipate the hour, 

And, ere we feel it, own his pow'r ? 

The counſels of experience prize, 

J know the maxims of the wile ; 
Subjection let us caſt away, 

And live the monarchs of to-day: 

*Tis ours the vacant hand to ſpurn, 

And play the tyrant each in turn, 

So ſhall he right from wrong diſcern, 
And mercy from oppreſſion learn; 

At others woes be taught to melt, | 
And loath the ills himſelf has felt. | 

He ſpoke—ehis boſom ſwell'd with pride 
The youthful Lion thus replied : 

What madneſs prompts thee to provoke 
My wrath, and dare th' impending ſtroke ? 
Thou wretched fool! can wrongs impart 
Compaſſion to the feeling heart? 

Or teach the grateful breaſt to glow, 
The hand to give, or eye ta flow ? - 
Learn'd in the practice of their ſchools, 
From women thou haſt drawn thy rules; 
To them return; in ſuch a cauſe, 
From only ſuch expect applaule z 

The partial ſex I don t condemn, 

For liking;thoſe who copy them. 

Wouldſt thou the gen'rous lion bind) 

By kindneſs bribe him to be k ind; 
Good offices their likeneſs get, 

And payment leſſens not the debt ; 
With multiplying hand he gives 

The good from others he receives ; 
Or for the bad makes fair return, 

And pays with int'reſt ſcorn for ſcorn. 


J 321. FABLE XII. The Colt and the Farmer. 


ELL me, Corinna, if you can, 
Why fo averſe, fo coy to man? 

Did Nature, laviſh. of her care, 
From her beſt pattern form you fair, 
That you, ungrateful to her cauſe, 
Should mock. her gifts, and ſpurn her laws? 
And, miſer-like, withhold that ſtore, 
Which, by imparting, bleſſes more? 

Beauty 's a gift by Heaven allign'd 
The portion of the es kind; 
For this the yielding maid demands 
Protection at her lover's hands; | 
And though by waſting years it fade, 
Remembrance tells him once 'twas paid. 

And will you-then this wealth conceal, 
For age to ruſt, or time to ſteal ? X 
The ee of your youth to rove 
A ſtranger to the joys of love? 
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Then, when life's winter haſtens on, 
And youth's fair heritage is gone, 
Dow'rleſs to court ſome peafant's arma, 
To guard your wither'd age from harms; 
No gratitude to warm his breaſt, 
For blooming beauty once poſſeſt; 
How will you curſe that ſtubborn pride 
Which drove your bark acroſs the ride, 
And failing before fully's wind, 
Left ſenſe and happineſs behind! 
Corinna, leſt theſe whims prevail, 
| To ſuch as you I write my tale. 
A Colt, for blood and mettled ſpeed 
The choiceſt of the running breed, 
Of youthful ſtrength and beauty vain, 
Retus'd ſubjection to the rein. 
In vain the groom's officious ſkill 
Oppos'd his pride, and check'd his will; 
In vain the maſter's forming care 5 
Reftrain'd with threats, or ſoothd with pray xi 
Of freedom proud, and ſcorning man, 2 
Wild o'er the ſpacious plains he ran. 
Where'er luxuriant nature ſpread 
Her flow'ry carpet o'er the mead, 


Or bubbling ſtreams ſoft gliding paſs, 


To cool and freſhen up the graſs, 
Ditdaining bounds, he cropt the blade, 
And wanton'd in the ſpoil he made. 

In plenty thus the ſummer paſs d, 
Revolving winter came at laſt ; 
The trees no more a ſhelter yield, 
The verdure withers from the field, 
Perpetual ſnows inveſt the ground, 
In icy chains the ſtreams are bound, 
Cold, nipping winds, and rattling hail, 
His lank unſhelter'd tides affail. 
As round he caſt his rueful eyes, 
He ſaw the thatch'd-roof cottage riſe ; 
The proſpect touch'd his heart with cheer, 
And promis'd kind deliv'rance near. 


{A ftdvle, erit his ſcorn and hate, 


Was now become his wiſh'd retreat; 
His paſſion cool, his pride forgot, 
A Farmer's welcome yard he ſought. 
The maſter ſaw his woeful plight, 
His limbs that totter d with his welght: 
And, friendly, to the ſtable led, 
And ſaw him litter'd, dreſs'd and fed. 
Un flothful cafe all night he lay, 
The ſervants roſe at break of days 
The market calls—along the road 
His back muſt bear the pond'rous load ; 
[n vain he ſtruggles or complains, _ 
| [ncefſant blows reward his pains. 
Fo-morrow varies but his toil; 
Chain'd to the plough, he breaks the ſoil; 
While ſcanty meals at night repay | 


| The pe labours of the day. 


Subdued by toil, with anguiſh rent, 
His ſelf-upbraidings found a vent. 
Wretch that I am! he ſighing ſaid, 

By arrogance and folly led: 
Jad but my reſtive youth been brought 
1 o learn the leſſon nature taught, 
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Then had I, like my fires of yore, 

The prize from ev'ry courſer bore, 
wW hile man beſtow d rewards and praiſe, 
And females crown'd my latter days. 
Now lafting ſervitude 's my lot, 

My birth contemn d, my ſpeed forgot; 
Doom d am I, for my pride, to bear 

A living death, from year to vear. 


§ 322. FABLE XIII. The Oul and the Nightingalc, 
know the miſtreſs humour right, 
See if her maids are clean and tight; 

If Betty waits without her ſtays, 
She copies but her lady's ways. 
When Miſs comes in with boiſt'rous ſhout, 
And drops no curt'ſy going out, 
Depend upon t, mamma is one 
Who reads, or drinks too much alone. 

If bottled beer her thirſt aſſuage, 
She feeis enthuſiaſtic rage, 
And buins with ardour to inherit 
The gifts and workings of the {pirit. 


If learning crack her giddy brains, 


No remedy but death remains. 

Sum up the various ills of life, 

And all are ſweet to ſuch a wife, 

At home ſuperior wit ſhe vaums, 

And twits her huſband with his wants; 

Her ragged offspring all around, 

Like pigs, are wallowing on the ground; 

Impatient ever of controul, 

She knows no order but of ſoul ; 

With books her litter d floor is ſpread, 
Of nameleſs authors, never read ; 


Foul linen, petticoats, and lace, 


Fill up the intermediate ſpace. 

Abroad, at viſitings, her tongue 

Is never ſtill, and always wrong; 

ſhe defines away, 

And ſtands with truth and ſenſe at bay. 

If e er ſhe mects a gentle heart, 
Skill'd in the houſewife's uſeful art, 
Who makes her family her care, 

And builds contentment's temple there, 
She ſtarts at ſuch miſtakes in natere, 
And cries, Lord help us! what a creature 

Meliſſa, if the moral ſtrike, 

You ll find the fable not unlike. 

An Owl, puff d up with ſelf-conceit, 
Lov'd learning better than his meat; 
Old manuſcripts he treaſur' d up, 

And rummag d eV ry grocer's ſhop; 
At paſtry-cooks was known to ply, 
And ſtrip for ſcience ev ry pye. 

For modern , and wit, 

He had read all that Blackmore writ; 
So intimate with Curl was. grown, 

His learned treafares were his own ; 
To all his authors had accels, 
And fometimes would corret᷑t the preſs. 
In logic he acquir'd fuch knowledge, 
You d fwear him fellow of z college; 
Alike to ev'ry art and ſcience 


His daring genius bid defiance, 


And ſwallow*d wiſdom with that haſte 
That cits do cuſtards at a feaſt. 
Within the ſhelter of a wood, 
One evening, as he muſing ſtood, 
Hard by, upon a leafy ſpray, 
A Nightingale began his lay. 
Sudden he ftarts, with anger ſtung, 
And ſcreeching interrupts the ſony : - 
Pert, buſy thing ! thy airs give o'er, 
And let my contemplation ſoar. 
What is the muſic of thy voice, 
But jarring diſſonance, and noiſe ? 
Be wife; true harmony thou 't find 
Not in the throat, but in the mind; 
By empty chirping not attain'd, 
But by laborious ſtudy gain'd. | 
Go, read the authors Pope explodes ; 
Fathom the depths of Cibber's odes; 
With modern plays improve thy wit; 
Read all the learning Henley writ ; 
And, if thou needs muſt ſing, ſing then, 
And emulate the ways of men; 
So ſhalt thou grow, like me, refin'd. 
And bring improvement to thy kind. 
Thou wretch, the little warbler cried, 
Made up of ignorance and pride 
Aſk all the birds, and they Il declare 
A greater blockhead wings nat air. 
Read o'er thyſelf, thy talents ſcan, 
Science was only meant for man. 
No ſenſeleſs authors me moleſt, 
mind the duties of my neſt; 
With careful wing protect my young, 
And cheer their evenings with a ſong ; 
Make thert the weary traveller's way, 
And warble in the poet's lay. 
Thus, following nature and her laws, 
From men and birds I claim applauſe; 
While, nurs'd in pedantry and loch, 
An Oul is ſcorn'd alike by both. 


$ 323. FABLE XIV. The Sparrow and the Dove, 
T was, as learn'd traditions ſay, 
Upon an April's blitheſome day, 
When plcaſure, ever on the wing, 
Return'd, companion of the ſpring, 
And cheer'd the birds with am'rous heat, 
Inſtructiug little hearts to beat; 
A Sparrow, frolic, gay, and young, 
Of bold addreſs, and flippant tongue, 


Juſt left his lady of a night, 


Like him to follow new delight. 

The youth, of many a conqueſt vain, 
Flew off to ſeek the chirping train 
The chirping train he 2 found, 
And with a ſaucy eaſe bow'd round. 
For ev'ry ſnhe his boſom burns, 
And this and that he woos by turns; 
And here a figh, and there a bill ; 
And bere—thole eyes, fo form'd to kill! 
And naw, with ready tongue, he ſtrings 
Unmeaning, loft, reſiſtleſs things; 
With vows and dem-me 's ſkill'd to woo, 


| 


As other pretty fellows do. 
| 
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Not that he thought this ſhort eſſay j Yet friendſhip forms the bliſs above; 


A prologue need ul to his play; And, life, what art thou without love? 
No, truſt me, ſays our learned letter, Our hero, who had heard apart, 


He knew the virtuous ſex much better: [Felt ſomething moving in his heart; 
But theſe he held as ſpecious arts, But quickly, with diſdain, ſuppreſs d 
To ſhew his own ſuperior parts; The virtve rifing in his breaſt ; 


The form of decency to ſhield, 
And give a juſt pretence to yield. 
Thus finiſhing his courtly play, 
: Fe mark'd the fav'rite of a day ; 
With careleſs impudence drew near, 
And whiſper'd Hebrew in her ear, 


A hint, which like the maſon's ſign, Are theſe the comforts of a wife? 
The conſcious can alone divine. This careful, cloiſter'd, moping life? 

The flutt'ring nymph, expert at feigning, No doubt, that odious thing, call'd Duty, 
Cried, Sir !—pray, Sir, explain your meaning Is a ſweet province for a beauty. 
Go prate to thoſe that may endure ye Thou pretty ignorance ! thy will 
To me this rudeneſs I ll aſſure ye ls meaſur'd to thy want of ſkill; 
Then off ſhe glided like a ſwallow, That good old-faſhion'd dame, thy mother, 
As ſaying - you gueſs where to follow. Has taught thy infant years no other : 

To ſuch as know the partv (et, The greateſt ill in the creation 
"Tis needleſs to declare they met; Is ſure the want of education. 
The parſon's barn, as authors mention, Bur think ye—rell me without feigning— 
Confels'd the fair had apprehenſion. Have all theſe charms no farther meaning? 
Her honour there ſecure from ſtain, Dame nature, if you don't forget her, 
She held all farther trifling vain; Might teach your ladyſhip much better. 
No more affected to be coy, For thame! reject this mean employment, 
But ruſh'd, licentious, on the joy. Enter the world and taſte enjoyment, 
Hiſt, love! the male companion cried Where time by circling bliſs we meaſure z 
Retire awhile, I fear we re ſpied. Beauty was form'd alone for pleaſure : 
Nor was the caution vain : he faw | Come, prove the bleſſing, follow me 
A Turtle ruftling 1a the ſtraw ; | Be-wiſe, be happy, and be free. 
While o'er her callow brood ſhe hung, Kind Sir, replied our matron chaſte, 
And fondly thus addrefs'd her young: Your zeal ſeems pretty much in haſte; 


And firſt he feign'd to laugh aloud ; 

And next, approaching, ſmil'd and bow'd: 
Madam, you muſt not think me rude ; 

Good manners never can intrude ; 

I vow I come thro' pure good nature— * 

(Upon my foul, a charming creature!) 


Ye tender objects of my care Il own, the fondneſs to be bleſt es 
Peace, peace, ye little helpleſs pair; [s a deep thirſt in every breaſt; b 
Anon he comes, your gentle ſire, Of bleſlings too I have my ſtore, 


And brings you ail your hearts require. Yer quarrel not ſhould Heaven give more 
For us, his infants, and his bride, [Then prove the change to be expedient, 
For us, with only love to guide, And think me, Sir, your moſt obedient, 
Our lord aſſumes an cagle's ſpeed, Here turning, as to one inferior, 
And like a lion dares to bleed. Our gallant fpoke, and ſmil'd ſuperior. 
Nor yet by wint'ry ſkies confin'd, 8 6.4 { Methinks, to quit your boaſted tation 
He mounts upon the rudeſt wind, {Requires a world of heſitation ; 
From danger tears the vital ſpoil, Where brats and bonds are held a bleſſing, 
And with affection {weetens toil. The caſe, I doubt, is paſt redreſſing. 
Ah ceaſe, too vent'rous, ceaſe to dare; Why, child, ſuppoſe the joys I mention 
In thine, our dearer fafety ſpare ! Were the mere fruits of my invention, 
From him, ye cruel falcons, ſtray; You ve cauſe ſuſſicient for your carriage, 
And turn, ye fowlers, far away! - | ln flying from the curſe of marriage; 
Should I ſurvive to fee the day | That fly decoy, with varied ſnares, 
That tears me from myſelf away; That takes your widgeons in by pairs; 
That cancels all rhat Heaven could give, Alike to huſband and to wife, ; 
The life by which alone I live, | The cure of love, and bane of life; 
Alas, how more than loſt were I, The only method of forecaſting, 
Who in the thought already die To make misfortune firm and laſting ; 
Ye pow'rs whom men and birds obey, The fin, by Heaven's peculiar ſentence, 
Great rulers of your creatures, ſay, | Unpardon'd through a life's repentance. 


. * 


Why mourning comes by bliſs convey d, lt is the double ſnake that weds 
And even the ſweets of love allay'd ? IA common tail ta diff rent heads, 
Where grows enjoyment, tall and fair, _ | That lead the carcaſe till aſtray, 
Around it rwines entavgling care; By dragging cach a different way. 
While fear for what our ſouls polleſs. Of all the ills that may attend me, 


Enervates ev'ry pow'r to bleſs; | From marriage, mighty gods, defend me? 
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Give me frank nature's wild demeſne, 
And boundleſs tract of air ſerene, 
Where fancy, ever wing'd for change, 
Delights to ſport, delights to range: 
There, Liberty! to thee-is owing 
Whate'er of bliſs is worth beſtowing ; 
Delights ſtill varied, and divine, 
Sweet goddeſs of the hills! are thine. 
What ſay you now, you pretty pink, you? 
Have I for once ſpoke reaſon, think you? 
You take me now for no romancer—. 
Come, never ſtudy for an anſwer ! 
Away, caſt ev'ry care behind ye, 
And fly where joy alone ſhall find ye. 
Soft yet, return d our female fencer ; 
A queſiion more, or ſo—and then, Sir. 
You ve rallied me with ſenſe excecding, 
With much fine wit, and better breeding; 
But pray, Sir, how do you contrive it ? 
Do thoſe of your world never wive it ? 
No, no.” How then? Why, dare I tell? 
What does the bus neſs full as well.” | 
Do you ne'er love ? An hour at leiſure. 
Have you no friendſhips > Ves, for pleaſure.” 
No care for little ones Wie get em; 
The reſt the mothers mind—and let em.“ 
Thou wretch, rejoin'd the kindling Dove, 
Quite loſt to life, as loſt to love! | 
W hene'er misforrune comes, how juſt ! 
And come misfortune ſurely muſt. 
In the dread ſeaſon of diſmay, 
In that your hour of trial, fay, | 
Who then ſhall prop your ſinking heart ? 
Who bear affliftion's weightier part? 
Say, when the black-brow'd. welkin bends, 
And winter's gloomy form impends, 
To mourning turns all rranfient cheer, 
And blaſts the melancholy year; 
For times at no perſuaſion ftay, 
Nor vice can find perpetual May ; 
Then where's that tongue by folly fed, 
That ſoul of pertneſs whither ficd ? 
All ſhrunk within thy lonely neſt, 
Forlorn, abandon'd, and unbleſt. 


No friends, by cordial bonds allied, 


Shall ſeek thy cold, unſocial fide ; 
No chirping prattlers to delight 
Shall turn the long-cnduring night; 
No bride her words of balm impart, 
And warm thee at her conſtant heart. 
Freedom, rcſtrain'd by reaſon's force, 
Is as the ſun's unvarying courſe ; 
Benignly active, ſweetly bright, 
Afﬀording warmth, affording light; 
But, torn from virtue's ſacred rules, 
Becomes a comet, gaz d by fools, 
Foreboding cares, and ſtorms, and ſtrife, 
And —_— with all the plagues of life. 
Thou fool ! by union ev'ry creature 
Subſiſts, through univerſal nature; 


And this, to beings void of mind, 
Is wedlock of a meaner kind. 
While, womb'd in ſpace, primæval clay 
A yet unfaſhion'd embryo lay, e 
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The Source of endleſs above 

Shot down his ſpark of kindling lore; 
Touch'd by the all-enlivening flame, 
Then motion firſt exulting came; LM 


Each atom ſought its ſep' rate claſs 


Through many a fair enamour'd maſs; 
Love caſt the central charm around, 
And with eternal nuptials bound. 
Then form and order o'er the ſky 

Firſt train'd their bridal pomp on high-; 
The fun diſplay d his orb to fight, 

| And burnt with hymeneal light. 

Hence nature's virgin-womb conceiv'd, 
And with the genial burden heav'd ; ; 
Forth came the oak, her firſt-born heir, 
And ſcal'd the breathing ſteep of air; 
Then infant ſtems, of various uſc, 
Imbib'd her ſoft maternal juice ; 


Upon her fragrant breaſt repos'd ; 
Within her warm embraces grew 
A race of endleſs form and hue : 


Then pour'd her leſſer offspring round, 
And fondly cloth'd their parent ground. 


Nor here alone the virtue reign'd, 
By matter's cumb'ring form detain'd ; 
But thence, ſubliming and refin'd, 
Aſpir'd, and reach'd its kindred Mind. 
Caught in the fond celeſtial fire, 

The mind perceiv'd unknown defire ; 


And now with kind effufioa flow'd, 
Aud now with cordial ardours glow'd, - 
{ Beheld the ſympathetic fair, | 


And lov'd its own reſemblance there; 
On all with circling radiance ſhone, 
But cent' ring fix d on one alone; 
There claſp'd the heaven - appointed wife, 
And doubled every joy of life. 

Here ever bleſſing, ever bleſt 


Reſides this beauty of the breaſt; 


As from his palace here the god 

Still beams effulgent bliſs abroad; 

Here gems his own eternal round, 

The ring by which the world is bound; 


Here bids his ſeat of empire grow, 


And builds his little heaven below. 
The bridal partners thus allied, 

And thus in ſweet accordance tied, 

One body, heart, and ſpirit live, 


Enrich'd by ev'ry joy they give; 


Like echo, from her vocal hold, 

{ Return'd in muſic twenty- fold. 

Their union, firm and undecay d, 
Nor time tan ſhake, nor pow'r invade ; 
Bur, as the ſtem and ſcion ſtand | 
Ingrafted by a ſkilful hand, 

They check the tempeſt's wint'ry rage, 


And bloom and ſtrengthen into age. 


A thouſand amities unknown, 
And pow'rs perceiv'd by love alone, 
{Endearing looks and chaſte defire, 
Fan and ſupport the mutual fire; 

| Whoſe flame, perpetual as refin'd, 


11s fed by an img.o:tal mind. 


| 


The flow'rs, in early bloom diſclos d. 
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Nor yet the nuptial ſanction ends: Me too to your protection take, 
Like Nile it opens, and deſcends; And ſpare me for my huſband's ſake. 
Which, by apparent windings led, Let one unruffled, calm delight 
We trace to its celeſtial head. | [The loving and belov'd unite; 
The fire, firſt ſpringing from above, [One pure deſire our boſums warm, 
Becomes the ſource of life and love, One will direct, one wiſh inform; 
And gives his filial heir to flow Through life, one mutual aid ſuſtain; 
In fondneſs down on ſons below: | ln death, one peaceful grave contain. 
Thus, roll'd in one continued tide, | While, fwelling with the darling theme, 
To rime's extremeſt verge they glide; Her accents pour'd an endlefs ſtream, 
While kindred ſtreams, on either hand, The well-known wings a found impart _ 
Branch forth in bleſſings v'er the land. That reach'd her ear, and touch'd her heart; 
Thee, wretch! no liſping babe ſhall name, Quick dropp'd the muſie of her tongue, 
No late-returning brother claim, And forth with eager joy ſhe ſprung. 
No kinſman on thy fight ycjoice, As ſwift her ent'ring conſort flew, 
No ſiſter greet'thy ent'ring voice And plum'd, and kindled at the view; 
With partial cyes no parent ſee, Their wings, their ſouls, embracing meet, 
And bleſs their years reftor'd in thee. Their hearts with anſwering meaſure beat; 
In age rejected or declin d, Half loſt in ſecret ſweets, and bleſs'd 
An alien even 7 thy kind, Wich raptures felt, but n&er expreſs d. 
The partner of thy ſcorn d embrace Straight to her humble roof ſhe led 
Shall play the wanton in thy face; The partner of her ſpotleſs bed; 
Each ſpark unplume thy little pride, Her young, a flutt'ring pair, ariſe, 
All friendſhip fly thy faithleſs fide. Their welcome ſparkling in their eyes; 
Thy name ſhall like thy careaſe rot, Trauſported, to their fire they bound, 
In ſickneſs ſpurn'd, in death forgot. And hang with ſpeechleſs action round. 
All-giving Pow'r ! great Source of life ! In pleaſure wrapt the parents ſtand, 
Oh hear the parent, hear the wife! Aud fee their little wings expand; 
That life thou lendeſt from above, The ſire his life-ſuſtaiming prize 
Though little, make it large in love; To each expecting bill applies, 
0 bid my feeling heart expand | There fondly pours the wheaten ſpoil, 
To ev'ry claim, on ev'ry hand; With tranſport given, tho' won with toil; 
To thoſe from whom my days I drew, While, all-colle&ed at the fight, | 
To theſe in whom thoſe days renew, And ſilent through ſupreme delight, 
To all my kin, however wide. The Fair high heaven of bliſs beguiles, 
In cordial warmth as blood allied, And on her lord and infants ſmiles. 
To friends with ſteely fetters twip'd, The Sparrow, whoſe attention hung 
And to the cruel, not unkind! Upon the Dove's enchanting tongue, 
But chief the lord of my deſire, Of all his little flights diſarm'd, 
My life, myſelf, my ſoul, my fire, And from himſelf by virtue charm'd, 
Friends, children, all that wiſh can claim, When now he ſaw what only ſeem'd, 
Chaſte paſſion claſp, and rapture pame— A fact ſo late a fable wet 
O ſpare him, ſpare him, gracious Power! His foul to envy he reſigu'd, 
O give him to my lateſt hour! His hours of folly to the wind; 
Let me my W of life employ In ſecret wiſh a turtle too, 
To give, my ſole enjoyment joy. And, fighing to himſelf, withdrew. 
His love let mutual love excite, | wr, 
Turn al! my cares to his delight; S 324. FABLE XV. The Female Seducers. . 
And ev'ry needleſs blefling ſpare, „TI ſaid of widow, maid, and wife 
Wherem my darling wants a ſhare. | Thar honour is a woman's life z, 
When he with graceful action woos, | Unhappy ſex ! who only claim 
And fweetly bills, and fondly coos, A A being in the breath of fame 
Ah! deok me, to his eyes alone, Which, tainted, not the quick*ning gales 
With charms attractive as his own; | That ſweep Sabza's ſpicy vales, 
And, in my circling wings careſs d, Nor all the healing ſweets reſtore, 
Give all the lover to my breaſt. . That breathe along Arabia's ſhore. 
Then in our chaſte connubial bed, | The trav'ller, if he chance to ſtray, 
My boſom pillow'd for his head, May turn uncenſur'd to his way; 
His eyes with bliſsful ſlumbers cloſe, _ jPolluted ſtreams again are pure, 
And watch, with me, my lord's repoſe; And dcepeſt wounds admit a cure. 
Your peace around his temples twine, Burt womal no redemption knows, 
And love him with a love like mine. The wounds of honour never cloſe. 
And, for 1 know his gen'rous flame, Tho' diſtant ev'ry hand to guide, 
Beyond whate'sr my ſex can claim, Nor {kill'd on life's tenſpeſtuous tide, 8 
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If once her feeble bark recede, 

Or deviate from the courſe decreed, 

In vain ſhe ſeeks the friendleſs ſhore, 

Her ſwifter folly flies before 

The circling ports againſt her cloſe, 

And ſhut the wand'rer from repoſe ; 

Till, by conflifting waves oppreſs'd, 

Her found'ring pinnace ſinks to reſt. 
Are there no offerings to atone 


For but a fingle error: None. 


Tho' woman is avow d, of old,. 
No daughter of eleftial mould, 
Her temp'ring not without allay, 
And form d but of the finer clay, 
We challenge from the mortal dame 
The ftrength angelic natures claim; 
Nay more for ſacred ſtories tell, 
That even immortal angels fell. 
Whatever fills the teeming ſphere 
Of humid earth, and ambient air, 
With varying elements endued, 
Was form'd to fall, and riſe renew'd. 
The ftars no fix d duration know; 
Wide oceans ebb, again to flow; 
The moon ˙· waning face, 
All beauteous from her late diſgrace; 
And ſuns, that mourn approaching night, 
Refulgent riſe with new- born light. 
In vain may death and time ſubdue, 
While nature mints her race anew; 
And holds ſome vital ſpark apart, 
Like virtue, hid in ev'ry heart. 
Tis hence reviving warmth is ſeen, 
To clothe a naked world in green. 
No longer barr'd by winter's cold, 
Again the gates of life unfold; 
Again each inſet tries his wing, 
And lifts freſh pinions on the ipring ; 
Again from ev'ry latent root 
The bladed ftem and tendril ſhoot, 
Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, 
Again to periſh, and to riſe. 
And muſt weak woman then diſown 
The change to which a world is prone ? 
In one meridian brightneſs ſhine, 
And ne er like ev'ning ſans decline? 
Refolv'd and firm alone: ls this 
What we demand of waman — Yes. 
But ſhould the ſpark of veſtal fire 
In ſome unguarded hour expire; 
Or ſhould the nightly thief invade 
Heſperia's chaſte and ſacred ſhade, 
Of all the blooming ſpoil poſſeſs d, 
The dragon Honour charm'sd to reſt, 
Shall virtue's flame no more return? 
No more with virgin ſplendour burn ? 
No more the revag'd garden blow 


* 


With ſpring's ſucceediug bloſſom : No. 


Pity may mourn, but rot reſtore; 
And woman falls —to riſe no more! , 
Within this ſublunary ſphere 
A country lies — no matter where ; 
The clime may readily be found 
« By all who tread poctic grouad ; 


A ſtream call'd Life, acroſs it glides, 


And equally the land divides; | 


And here, of vice the province lies; 

And there the hills of virtue riſe, 
Upon a mountain's airy ſtand, 

Whoſe ſummit look'd to either land, 

An ancient pair their dwelling choſe, 

As well for proſpect as repoſe; 

For mutual faith they long were fam'd, 


| And Temp'rance and Religion nam'd. 


A num'rous progeny divine 

Confeſs'd the honours of their line , 

But in a little daughter fair 

Was center'd more than half their care; 
For Heaven, to gratulate her birth, 
Gave figns of future joy to earth; 
White was the robe this infant wore, 


And Chaſtity the name ſhe bore. 


As now the maid m ftature grew 

{A flow'r juſt op'ning to the view) 

Oft through her native lawns ſhe ſtray d, 
And wreſtling with the lambkins play'd ; 
Her looks diffuſive ſweets bequeath'd, 
The breeze grew purer as ſhe breath'd ; 
The morn her radiant bluſh afſſum'd, 
The fpring with earlier fragrance bloom'd ; 
And nature yearly took delight, 

Like her, to dreſs the world in white. 
But when her riſing form was ſeen 

To reach the criſis of fifteen, 

Her parents up the mountain's head 
With anxious ſtep their darling led; 

By turns they ſnatch'd her to their breaſt, 


And thus the fears of age expreſs' d: 


O joyful cauſe of many a care ! 
O daughter too divinely fair ! 
Yon world, 6n this important day, 
Demands thee to a dang'rous way 
A painful journey all muſt go, 
\W hoſe doubted period none can know; 
Whofe due direction who can find, 
Where reaſon s mute, and ſenſe is blind? 


Ah, what unequal leaders theſe, 


Thro' ſuch a wide, perplexing maze ! 
Then mark the warnings of the wiſe, 
And learn what love and years adviſe. 
Far to the right thy proſpect bend, 
Where yonder tow'ring hills aſcend; 
Lo! there the arduous path 's in view 
Which Virtue and her ſons purſue; | 
With toil o'er lefs'ning carth they riſe, 
And gain, and gain upon the ſkies. 
Narrow *s the way her children tread, 
No walk for plæaſure ſmoothly ſpread, 
But rough, and difficult, and ftcep, 
Painful to climb, and hard to keep. 
Fruits iramature thoſe lands diſpenſe, 
A food indelicate ta ſenſe, | 
Of taſte unpleaſant : -yet from thoſe 
Pure health, with cheerful vigour, flows; 
And ſtrength, 'anfeeling of decay, 
Throughout the long laborious way. 
Hence, as they ſcale that heav< 5 road, 


Zach limb is lightcn'd of its load; 
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From earth refining till they go, Forth from her ſacred eyelids ſent, - 

And leave the mortal weight below ; Like morn, fore-running radiance went, 
Then ſpreads the ſtrait, the doubtful clears, While Honour, handmaid late aflign'd, 

And ſmooth the rugged path appears; Upheld her lucid train behind. : 

For cuſtom turns fatigue to caſe, . Awe-ſtruck, the much-admiring crowd# 
And, taught by virtue, pain can pleaſe, | Before the virgin viſion bow'd 3 * 

At length, the toilfome journey o'er, | Gaz'd with an ever- new delight, | 
And near the bright celeſtial ſhore, And caught freſh virtue at rhe fight ; iy il 
A gulf, black, fearful, and profound, For not of carth's unequal frame a | 
Appcars, of either world the bound, They deem the heaven-co:mpounded Dam? ; 4 
Through darkneſs leading up to light; Il matter, ſure the moſt refin'd, 7 1 
Senſe back ward ſhrinks, and ſhuns the ſight; High wrought, and temper'd into mind, 77 
For there the tranſitory train Some darling daughter of the day, 9 
Of time, and form, and care, and pain, And bodied by her native ray. | 1 
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And matter's groſs incumb' ring mats, Where'er ſhe paſſes, thouſands bend, ; 
Man's late aiſociates, cannot pats ; | And thouſands where ſhe moves attend; id 
But, finking, quit th' immortal charge, Her ways obſcrvant eyes confeſs, | 
And leave the wond'ring foul at large; HerKeeps purſuing praiſes bleſs5 
Lightly ſhe wings her obvious way, While to the elevated Maid 
And mingles with eternal day. 4, Oblations, as to Heaven, are paid. 

Thither, oh thither wing thy ſpeed, 'T was on an ever-blithſome day, 
Tho? pleaſure charm, or pain impede; The jovial birth of roſy May, 
To ſuch thꝰ all-bounteous Pow'r has given, When genial warmth, no more ſuppreſt, 
For preſent earth, a future heaven ; Now melts the froſt in ev'ry breaſt, 
For trivial loſs, unmeaſur'd gain; The cheek with ſecret fluſhing dyes, 
And endleſs bliſs for tranſient pain. And looks kind things from chaſteſt eyes; 
— Then fear, ah! fear to turn thy ſight | The ſun with healthier viſage glows, 175 
Waere yonder flow'ry fields invite: Aſide his clouded kerchief throws, 
Wide on the left the pathway bends, + And dances up th' ethereal plain, 
And with pernicious eaſe deſcends; | Where late he us'd to climb with pain, 
There, ſweet to ſenſe, and fair to ſhow, While nature, as from bonds ſet free; 
New-planted Edens ſeem to blow, Springs out, and gives a looſe to glee. 
Trees, that delicious poiſon bear; | And now, for momentary reſt, 
For death is vegetable there. | The nymph her travell'd ſtep repreſs'dg 

Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, \ | Juſt turn'd to view the ſtage attain'd, 
Each finew flack'ning ar the taſte, | And gloried in the height the gain'd. 
The ſoul to paſſion yields her throne, -| | Outſtretch'd before her wide ſurvey 
And ſees with organs not her own ; The realms of ſweet perdition lay, 
While, like the flumb'rer in the night, | And pity touch'd her ſoul with woe, 
Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light, To ſee a world fo loſt below; _ ps 
Before her alienated eyes | 15 When ſtraight the breeze began to breathe 
The ſcenes of fairy-land ariſe ; | Airs, gently wafted from beneath, 4 | 
The puppet world's amuſing ſhow, That bore commiſſion's witeheraft thence; 
Dipp'd in the gaily-colour'd bow, And reach'd her ſympathy of ſenie ,— 
Sceptres, and wreaths, and glitt'ring things, No ſounds of diſcord, that diſcloſe = 
The toys of infants and of kings, | A people ſunk. and loſt in woes, | 
That tempt, along the baneful plain, But as of preſent good poſſeſt 
The idly wiſe and lightly vain, | The very triumph of the bleſt. 
Till, verging on the gulfy ſhore, | The maid in rapt attention — ; 
Sudden they fink—and riſe no more. While thus approaching Sirens ſung: 
But liſt to what thy fates declare; hel Hither, faireſt, hither haſte, 
Tho' thou act woman, frail as fair, 4 Brighteſt beauty, come and taſte 
If once thy ſliding foot ſhould ſtray, What the pow rs of bliſs unfold, ' 
Once quit yon heaven- appointed way, 1222 mighty to be told? | 
For thee, loſt maid, for thee alone, | aſte what ecſtaſies they give; 1 


Nor pray'rs ſhall plead, nor tears atone j Dying raptures taſte, and live. 


Reproach, ſcorn, infamy, and hate, | | lu thy lap, ————— 
On wy returning ſteps ſhall wait; Nature cop = — — 42 
Thy orm be loath'd by ev'ry eye, | _ 3 . 2 - gun; 
And ev'ry foot thy preſence iy. ierce delights, = anguiſh y 
Thus arm'd with words of potent ſuund Faireſt, dpit thou yet delay? 4 
Like guardian angels plac'd around; | Brighteſt beauty, come ay. x 
A charm, by truth divinely caſt, + Liſt not, when the froward chidey "7 
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Snarlers, to whoſe feeble ſenſe 
April's ſunſhine is offence ; 
Age and envy will adviſe 
Even againf the joy they prize. 
Tome, in pleaſure's balmy bowl 
Slake the thirſtings of thy ſoul, 
Till thy raptur'd powers are fainting 


With enjoyment paſt the painting; 
| Pew doſt thou yet delay ? 
ighteſt beauty, come away. 
So ſung the Sirens, as of yore, 
Upon the falſe Auſonian ſhore ; 


And O ! for that preventing chain, 
That bound Ulyfſes on the main, 
That fo our Fair One might withſtand 
The covert ruin, now at hand. 

The fong her charm d attention drew, 
When now the tempters ſtood in view z 
Curioſity, with prying eyes, 

And ds of bag, bold empriſe; 


Like Hermes, feather d were her feet; 


And, like fore - running Fancy, fleet ; 


; By ſearch. untaught, by toil untir d, 
0 


novelty the ſtill aſpir d. 

Taſteleſs of every good poſſeſt, 
And but in expectation blæeſt. 

With her, affociate, Pleaſure came, 
Gay Pleaſure, frolic-loving dame, 
Her mien all ſwimming in delight, 
Her beauties half reveal d to ſight , 
Looſe flow'd her garments from the ground, 
And caught the kiffing winds around. 
As erſt Meduſa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into one, 
A dire reverſion here they felt, 
And in the eve of Pleaſure melt. : 
Her glance with ſweet perſuaſion charm d, 
Unnerv'd the firong, the ſtcel d difarm'd , 
No fafety even the flying find, 
Who, vent'rous, lock but once behind. 

Thus was the much-admiring Maid, 
While diftant, more than half betray d. 


Wich ſmiles, and adulation bland, 


They join'ther' fide, and ſeiz d her hand; 
Their touch envenom d ſweets inſtill d. 
Her frame with new pulſations thrill d; 
While half conſenting, half den ving, 
Reluctant now, and now comply ing, 
Amidſt a war of hopes and fears, - 
Of trembling wiſhes, ſmrling tears, 
Srill down and —_ the 2 — 
Compell'd the gling, yielding Fair. 
As — ſome Naeh veſſel, bound 
To bleſt Arabia's diſtant ground, 
Borne from her courſes, haply lights 
Where Barca's flow ry clime invites, 
Conceal d around whoſe treach rous land 
Lurk the dire rock and dang”rous ſand ; 
The pilot warns, with fail and car | 
To ſhun = * — Gore, 
In van; ti 00. ſtrong, ; 
Still bears the wreſthmg' bark along, 
Till, found ring, ae rciigns to fate, 


Ae eee all her freight. 
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So, baffling ev'ry bar to fin, 

And Heaven's own pilot plac'd within, 
Along the devious, ſmooth deſcent, 
With pow'rs increaſing as they went, 
The dames, accuſtom'd to ſubdue, 

As with a rapid current drew, 

And o'er the fatal bounds convey'd 
The loſt, the long reluctant Maid. 
Here ſtop, ye fair ones, and beware, 
Nor ſend your fond affections there; 
Vet, yet your darling, now deplor d, 
May turn, to you and heaven reſtor d: 
Till then, with weeping Honour wait, 
The ſervant of her better fate ; 

With Honour, left upon the ſhore, 

Her friend and handmaid now ne ;nore ; 
Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch betray d; 
But o'er her failing caſt a-veil, 
Rememb'rivng you yourſelves are frail. 
And now, from all-enquiring light, 
Faſt fled the conſcious ſhades ot night; 
The Damſel, from a ſhort repoſe, 
Confounded at her plight, aroſe. 

As when, with flumb'rous weight oppreſt, 
Some wealthy miſer ſinks to reft, 
Where felons eye the glitt ring prey, 
And ſteal his hoard of joys away; 

He, borne where golden Indus ſtreams, 
Of pearl and quarry'd diamond dreams ; 
Like Midas, turns the glebe to ore, 


And ſtands all rapt amidſt his ftore ; 


But wakens, naked, and deſpoil'd 

Of that for which his years had told. 
$0 far'd the Nymph, her treaſure flown, 

And turn'd, like Niobe, to ſtone: 

{ Within, without, obſcure and void, 

She felt all ravag'd, all deſtroy'd. 

And, O thou curs d, infidions coaſt! 

Are theſe the bleſſings thou canſt boaſt ? 

Theſe, Virruc | theſe the joys they find, 

Who leave thy heaven-topt hills behind? 

Shade me, ye pines, ye caverns, hide, 

Ye mountains, cover me! ſhe cried. 

Her trumpet Slander rais'd on high, 
And told the tidings to the {ky ;- 
e diſcharg d a living dart, 

A ſide - long viper to her heart; 
Reproach breath'd poiſons o'er her face, 
And ſoil d and blaſed ev'ry grace; 
Officious Shame, her handmaid new, 
Still turn'd the mirror to her view, 


| While thoſe in crimes the deepeſt dyed 


Approach'd to whiten at her fide : 
And ev'ry lewd inſulting dame 
Upon her folly roſe to fame. 


To gain the late-deferted ſhore ? 

So truſting, back the Mourner flew, 
As faſt the train of fends purſue, 
Agam the farther ſhore *'s attain'd, 
Again the land of virtue gain d; 
But echo gathers in the wind, 


[ 


And ſhews her inſtant foes behind. 
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Amaz'd, with headlong ſpeed ſhe tends, 

Where late ſhe left an hoſt of friends ; 

Alas! thoſe ſhridking friends decline, 

Nor longer own that form divine : 

With fear they mark the following cry, 

And from the lonely trembler fly, 

Or backward drive 3 on the coaſt, 

Where peace was wreck'd, and honour loſt; 

From earth thus hoping aid in vain, 

To Heaven not daring to complain 

No truce by hoſtile clamour given, 

And from the face of friendſhip driven, 

The Nymph ſunk proftrate on the ground, 

With all her weight of woes around. 
Enthron'd within a circling ſky, - 

Upon a mount, oer mountains high, 

All radiant ſat, as in a ſhrine, 

Virtue, firſt efluence divine; 

Far, far above the ſcenes of woe, 

That ſhut this cloud-wrapt world below; 

Superior 2 eſſence bright, 

Beauty of uncreated light, 

Whom ſhould mortality ſurvey, 

As doom'd upon a certain day, 

The breath of frailty muſt expire, 

The world diffolve in living fire, 

The gems of heaven and ſolar flame 

Be quench'd by her eternal beam, 

And nature, quick'ning in her eye, 

To rife a new-born pheenix, die. 
Hence, unreveal'd to mortal view, 

A veil around her form ſhe threw, 

Which three ſad ſiſters of the ſhade, 

Pain, Care, and Melancholy, made. 
Thro' this her all-enquiring eye, 

Attentive from her ſtation high, 

Beheld, abandon'd to deſpair, 


The ruins of her fav'rite fair; 


And with a voice, whoſe awful ſound 

Appall'd the guilty world around, 

Bid the — winds be ſtill, 

To numbers bow'd each liſt'ning hill, 

Uncurl'd the ſurging of the main, 

And ſmooth'd the thorny bed of pain; 
The golden harp of heaven ſhe ſtrung, 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs fung : 


Lovely Penitent, ariſe, | | 
Come, and claim thy kindred ſkies ; 
Come, thy ſiſter angels ſay 
Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. 


Let experience now decide 
'T wixt 2 good and evil tried; 
In the ſmoorh, enchanted ground, 
Say, unfold the treaſures found. 


Structures, rais'd by morning dreams; 
Sands, that trip the flitting ſtreams ; 
Down, that anchors on the air; 

Clouds, that paint their changes there ; 


Seas, that ſmoothly dimpling lie, 
While the ſtorm impends on highs 
Shewing, in an obvious glaſs, 


Joys that in poſſeſſion pals ; ; 
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Tranſient, fickle, light, and gay, 
Flatt'ring, only to betray ; 

* can life contain 
Life ! like all its circles vain. 


Will the ſtork, intending reſt, 
On the billow build her neſt 
Will the bee demand his ftore 
From the bleak and bladeleſs ſhore ? 


Man alone, intent to ſtray, 

Ever turns from wiſdom's way; 
Lays up wealth in foreign land, 
Sows the ſea, and ploughs the ſand. 

Soon this elemental maſs, | 
Soon th'. incumb'ring world ſhall paſs; 
Form be wrapt in waſting fire, | 
Time be ſpent, and life expire. 


Then, ye boaſted works of men, 

Where is your aſylum then? | 

Sons of pleaſure, ſons of care, 

Tell me, mortals, tell me where? 
Gone, like traces on the deep, 

Like a ſceptre graſp'd in ſleep, 

Dews, exhal'd from morning glades, 


Us Melting ſnows, and gliding ſhades; 


Paſs the werld, and what 's behind? 

Virtue's gold, by fire rekn'd; _ 

From an univerſe deprav d, 

From the wreck of nature ſav d. 
Like the life- ſupporting grain, 

Fruit of patience and of pain, 

On the ſwain's autumnal day, 

Winnow's from the chaff away. 


Little trembler, fear no more, 
Thou haft plenteous crops in ſtore z 
Seed, by genial forrows ſown, 

More then all thy ſcorners own. 

What tho' hoſtile earth deſpiſe, 
Heaven beholds with gentler eyes; 
Heaven thy friendleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 
Cheer thy hours, and guard thy ſide. 
When the fatal trump ſhall ſound, 
When th' immortals pour around, 
Heaven ſhall thy return atreſt, 


_ Hail'd by myriads of the bleſt. 


Little native of the ſkies, 
Lovely penitent, ariſe ; | 
Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow, 
Virtue is thy fifter now. 


More delightful are my woes 
Than the rapture pleaſure knows : 
Richer far the weeds I bring 
Than the robes that grace a King. 


On my wars, of ſhorteſt date, 
Crowns of endleſs triumph wait; 
On my cares a period bleſt; . 

On my toils eternal reſt. 

Come, with Virtue at thy fidey - 
Come, be ev'ry bar defied, 15 
Till we gain our native ſhore : 
Siſter, come, and turn no more. 
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And chaſtity, of jey mould, 


$ 325. FABLE XVI. Love and Jauiſy. 
"PHE breezy morning breath'd perfume, 


The wak'ning flow'rs unveil'd their bloom, 


Up with the fun, from ſhort repoſe, 
Gay health and — labour rofe; 
The milkmaid czrolF& at her pail, 
And ſhepherds whiftted o'er the dale: 
When Eove, who led a rural life, 
Remote from buſtle, ſtate, and ſtrife, 
Forth from his thatch-roof d cottage ſtray d, 
And ftroll'd along the dewy glade. 

A Nymph, who lightly tripp'd it by, 
To quick attention turn'd his cre ; 
He mark'd the geſture of the Fair, 
Her ſelf-ſafficient grace and air, - 
Her ſteps, that mincimg meant to pleaſe, 
Her ſtudied negligence, and eafe; 
And curious to enquire what meant 

mets and paint, 

A hing ſpoke, and bow'd obfervant ; 
The Lady; fhightly,—Str, your ſervant. 

Such beauty in fo rude a place! 
Fair one, you do the country grace; 
At court no doubt the public care, 


But Love has ſmall acquaintance there. 


Yes, Sir, replicd the flutt ring Dame, 
This form confeſſes whence it came; 
But dear variety, your know, | 
Can make us pride and pomp forego. 
My name is Vanity. I ſwa 
The utmoſt iſlands of the ſea ; 

Within my court all honour centres; 
I raiſe the meaneſt ſoul that eters, 
Endow with latent gifts and yraces, 
And model fools for poſts and placcs. 

As Vanity appoints at pleafure, 

The world receives its weight and meaſure; 
Hence all the grand concerns of life, 


Joys, cares, plagues, paiſions, peace and ſtrife. 


Reflect how far my pow r prevails, 
When I ſtep in where nature fails, 
And, ev'ry breach of ſenſe repairing, 
Am bounteous ſtill where Heaven is fparing, 
Mums chief in all their arts and airs, 

eir playing, painting, pouts, and pray r5, 

Their 45 — — Cs,” 
Firs, frolics, foibles, and perfections, 
Their robing, curling, and adorning. 
From noon to night, from night ta morning, 


From fix to faxty, fick or ſound, 


I rule the female world around. 

Hold there 4 moment, Cupid cricd, 
Nor boaſt dominion quite ſo wide. 
Was chere no province to invade, 
But that by Love and Meekneſs fway'd ? 
All other empire I reſign; 
But be the ſphere of beauty mine. 

For in the downy lawn of reſt, 


That opens on a woman's breaſt, 


Attended by my peaceful train, 
I chooſe to live, and chooſe to reign. 
Far- ſighted faith I bring along, 
And truth, above an army ftrong ; 
* 


* 


Within the burning tropics cold: 
And lowlincfs, to whoſe mild brow 
The pow'r and pride of nations bow; 
And modeſty, with dowreaſt eye, 
That lends the morn her virgin dye; 
And innocence, array'd in light; 
And honour, as a tow'r upright ; 
| w ith ſwectly winning graces, more 
Than poets ever dreamt of yore, 
In unaffected conduct free, 
All ſmiling ſiſters, three times three; 
And rofy peace, the cherub bicft, 
That nightly fings us all to reſt. 
| Hence, from the bnd of nature's prime, 
From the firſt Rep of infant time, 
| Woman, the world's appointed light, 
2 {ſkirted ev'ry ſhade with white ; 
Has ſtood for imitation high, 
To ev'ry heart and ev'ry eye; 
From anctent deeds of fair renown, 
Has brought her bright memorials down ; 
To time afhix'd perpetual youth, 
And form'd each tale of love and truth. 
U pon a new Promethean plan 
She moulds the eſſence of a man, 
: Tempers his maſs, his genius fires, 
And, as a better ſoul, inſpires. - 
The rude ſhe ſoftehs, warms the cold, 
E xalts the meek, and checks the bold, 
Calls floth from his ſupine repoſe, 
Within the coward's boſom glows, 
Of pride unplumes the lofty creſt, 
{ Bids baſhfug merit ſtand confeſt, 
And, like arſe metal from the mines, 
Collects, irradiates, and refines. 
The gentle ſcience ſhe imparts, 
All manners ſmooths, informs all hearts; 
From her ſweet influence are felt 
Paſſions that ple aſe, and thoughts that melt, 
To ſtormy rage ſhe bids contraul, 
And finks ferenely on the ſoul, 
Softens Deucalion's flinty race, 
And tunes the warring world to peace. 
Thus arm's to all * 's light and vain, 
And freed from thy fantaſtic chain, 
She fills the ſphere by Heaven aflign'd, 
And, rul'd by me, o'er-rvules mankind. 
He ſpoke. The Nymph impatient ſtood, 
And, laughing, thus her ſpeech renew'd : 
And pray, Sir, may I be ſo bold 
To hope your pretty tale is told; 


And next demand, without a cavil, 
What new Utepia do you travel 


Upon my word, theſe high-flown fancics 
Shew depth of learning—in romances. 


Of buckram dames, and tiptoe fellows ! 


You Il ſhoot your next opinion ſurer. 

O ſuch a pretty knack at painting ! 
And all for foft ning and for fainting ! 
Gueſs now, who can, a fingle feature; 


y PFhro' the whole piece of female nature; 


Boox 1. 


Why, what unfaſhion'd ſtuff you tell us 


Go, child; and when you "re grown maturer, 
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Then mark, my looſer hand may fit 
The lines, too coarſe for Love to hit. 

'Tis ſaid that woman, prone to changing, 
Thro' all tae rounds of folly ranging, 

On life's uncertain ocean riding, 

No reaſoa, rule, ner rudder guiding, 

Is like the-comet's wand'ring light, 
Eccentric, ominous, and bright; 
Trackleſs, and ſhifting as the wind; 

A lea, whoſe fathom none can find 

A moon, ſtill changing and revolving ; 
A riddle, paſt all human ſolving ; 

A biifs, a plague, a heaven, a hell; 

A ſomettnog that no man can tell. 

Now learn a ſecret from a friend, 

But keep your counſel, and attend. 

Tho' in their tempers thought ſo diſtant, 
Nor with their ſex nor ſelves conſiſtent, 
Tis but the difference of a name, 
And ev'ry woman is the ſame; 
For as the world, however varicd, | 
And through unnumber'd changes carried, 
Of elemental modes and forms, LOS 
Clouds, meteors, colours, calms and ſtorms 
Tho' in a thouſand ſuits array'd, 
Is of one ſubject matter made; 
do, Sir, a woman's conſtitution, . 
The world's enigma, finds ſolution 
And let her form be what you will, 
I am the ſubject eſſence til]. 

With the firſt ſpark of female ſenſe, 


. The ſpeck of being, I commence, 


Within the womb make freſh advances, 

And dictate future qualms and fancies 

Thence in the growing form expand, 

With childhood travel hand in hand, 

And give a taſte for all their joys 

In gewgaws, rattles, pomp, and noiſe. 
And now, familiar and unaw'd, 

I ſend the flutt'ring foul abroad. 

Prais'd for her ſhape, her air, her mien, 

The little goddeſs, and the queen, 

Takes at her infant ſhrine oblation, 

And drinks {weet draughts of adulation. 
Now blooming, tall, ere, and fair, 

To dreſs becomes her darling care; 

The realms of beauty then I bound; 


I (well the hoop's enchanted round, 


Shrink in the waiſt's deſcending hze, 
Heav'd in the ſnowy boſom, riſe, | 
High on the flowing lappet fail, 

Or, curl'd in treſſes, kiſs the gale. 
Then to her glaſs I lead the tair, 


And ſhew the lovely idol there; 


Where, ſtruck as by divine emotion, 
She bows with moſt ſincere devotion, 
And, numb'ring ev'ry beauty o'er, - 
In ſecret bids the world adore. 

Then all for parking and parading, 
Coquetting, dancing, maſquerading : | 
For balls, plays, courts, and crowds what paſſion ! 
And churches, ſometimes—if the faſhion; 
For woman's ſenſe of right and wrong 


Is rul'd by the almighty throng ; 


1 
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Still turns to each meander tame, 

And ſwims the ſtraw of ev'ry ſtream. 

Her foul intrinſic worth rejects, 

Accompliſh'd only in defects; 

Such excellence 1s her ambitren, 

Folly her wiſeſt acquiſition ; 

And even from pity and diſdain ' 

She ' cuil ſome reaſon to be vain. 
Thus, Sir, from ev'ry form and feature, 

The wealth and wants of female narure, 

And even from vice, which you *d admire, 

gather fuel to my fre: | 


— 


And on the very baſe of mame 


Erect my monument of fame. ho. 
Let me another truth attempt, 
Of which your godſhip has not dreamt. 

Thoſe Giniag virtues, which you muſter, 
Whence think you they derive their luſtre? 
From native honour and devotion ? ? 
O yes, a mighty likely notion! ad h 
Truſt me, from titled dames to ſpinners, 


Tis I make ſaints, whoe er makes fanmers; 


Tis I inſtruct them to withdraw, 
And hold preſumptuous man in awe; 
For female worth, as I inſpire, 1 


In juſt degrees, ſtill mounts the higher: 


And virtue, ſo extremely nice, 


Demands long toil and mighty price. 


Like Samſon's pillars, fix d elate, 
| bear the ſex's tott ring ſtate 5 

Sap theſe, and in a moment's ſpace 
Down finks the fabric to its baſe. 
Alike from titles and from toys 
[ ſpring, the fount of female joys; 
In ev'ry widow, wife, and miſs, 
The ſole artificer of bliſs; 

For thera each tropic I explore, 

| cleave the ſend of ev'ry ſhore; 


To them uniting Indias fail, 


Saba breathes her fartheſt gale: 
For them the bullion I refine, 
Dig ſenſe and virtue from the mine, 
And from the bowels of invention 
Spin out the various arts yoy mention. 
Nor bliſs alone my pow'rs beſtow, * 
They hold the fov'reign balm of woe | 
Beyond the ſtoic's boaſted art 


| I footh the heavings of the heart; 
| To pain give ſplendor and relief, 


And gild the pallid face of grief. 
Alike the palace and the plain 


| Admit the. glories of my reign! 


Thro' ev'ry age, in ev'ry nation, 
Taſte, talents, rempers, ſtate, and ſtation, 
Whate'er a woman ſays, I ſay; 
Whate'er a woman ſpends, L pay; 


Alike I fill and empty bags, 


Flutter in finery and rags, 

With light coquettes thro? folly range, 

And witlythe prude diſdain to change. 
And now you'd think, twixt you and I, 

That things were ripe for a reply 

But ſoft, and while I'm in the mood, 

_ permit me to conclude, 


3 Their 
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Their utmoſt mazes to unravel, WP 

And touch the fartheſt ſtep they travel. 
When ev'ry pleafure s run aground, 

And folly tir'd thro' many a round, 

The nymph, conceiving diſcontent hence, 

May ripen to an hour's repentance, 

And vapours, ſhed in pious moiſture, 

Diſmiſs her to a church, or cloyſter ; 

Then on I lead her, with devotion 

Conſpicuous in her dreſs and motion, 

Inſpire the heavenly-breathipg air, 

Roll up the lucid eye in pray r, 

Soften the voice, and in the face 

Look melting harmony and grace. 
Thus far extends my friendly pow'r, 

Nor quits her in her lateſt hour; 

The couch. of decent pain I ſpread, 

In form recline her languid head ; 

Her thoughts, I methodize in death, 

And part not with her parting breath; 

Then do 1 ſer, in order bright, 

A length of fun ral pomp to fight, 

The glitt'ring tapers and attire, 

The plumes that whiten o'er the bier; 

And laft, preſenting to her eve 

Angelic fineries on high, 

To ſcenes of painted bliſs I waft her, 

And form the heaven ſhe hopes hereafter. 
In truth, rejoin'd love's gentle God, 

You 've gone a tedious length of road, 

And, ftrange, in all the toilſome way 

No houſe of kind refreſhment lay ; 

No nymph, whoſe virtues might have tempted 

To hold her from her ſex exempted. 
For one we ll never quarrel, man; 

Take her, and keep her, if you can; 

And pleas'd I yield to your petition, 

Since ev'ry fair, by ſuch permiſſion, 

Will hold herſelf the one ſelected ; 

And ſo my ſyſtem ſtends — 
O, deaf to virtue, deaf to glory, 

To truths divinely vouch' d in ftory ! 

The Godhead in his zeal return d, 

And, kindling at her malice, burn'd : 

Then ſweetly rais'd his voice, and told 

Of heavenly 4 rever d of old 

Hypſipyle, who ſav'd her ſire, | 

And Portia's love, approv'd by fire; 

Alike Penelope was quoted, 

Nor laurel' d Daphne paſs'd unnoted, 

Nor Laodamia's fatal garter, 

Nor fam'd Lucretia, honour's martyr, 

Alceſte's voluntary ficel, 

And Catherine, ſmiling on the wheel, 

But who can hope to plant conviction 

Where cavil 5 On contradiction ? 

Some ſhe cvades or diſavows, | 

Demurs to all, and none allows 

A kind of ancient thing call'd fables ! 

And thus the Goddeſs turn d the tables. 
Now both in argument grew high, 

And choler flaſh d from either eye; 

Nor wonder each refus d 3 

The conqueſt of fo fair a | 


When happily arriv'd in view 
A Goddeſs whom our grandames knew, 
Of aſpect grave, and ſober gait, 

Majeſtic, awful, and ſedate, 

As heaven's autumnal eve ſerene, 
When not a cloud o'ercaſts the ſcene ; 
Once Prudence call'd, a matron fam d. 
And in old Rome Cornelia nam'd. 
Quick at a venture both agree 

To leave their ftrife to her decree. 

And now by each the facts were ſtated, 
In form and manner as related. 7 
The caſe was ſhort. They crav'd opinion, 
Which held o'er females chief dominion : 
When thus the Goddeſs, anſw'ring mild, 
Firſt ſhook her gracious head, and {mil'd ; 

Alas, how willing to comply, 

Yet how unfit a judge am I! 
In times of golden date, tis true, 
I ſhar'd the fickle ſex with you; 
But from their preſence long precluded, 
Or held as one whoſe form intruded, 
Full fifty annual ſuns can tell, 
Prudence has bid the ſex farewell. 
In this dilemma what to do, 
Or who to think of, neither knew ; 
For both, till biaſs'd in opinion, 
And arrogant of ſole dominion, 
"Were forc'd to hold the caſe my 19 


Or leave the quarrel where they found it. 


When in the nick, a rural fair, 
Of inexperienc'd gait and air, 
Who ne'er had crofs'd the neighb'ring lake, 
Nor ſeen the world beyond a wake, | 
With cambric coif, and kerchief clean, 
Tripp'd lightly by them o'er the green. 
Now, now | cried love's triumphant child, 
And at approaching conqueſt ſmil'd, 
If Vanity will once be guided, 
Our diff rence ſoon may be decided; 
Behold yon wench, a fit occaſion 
To try your force of gay perſuaſion. 
Go you, while I retire aloof, 
Go, put thoſe boaſted pow'rs to proof; 
And if your prevalence of art 
Tranſcends my yet unerring dart, 
I give the fav'rite conteſt o'er, 
And nc'er will boaſt my empire more. 
At once, fo ſaid, and fo conſented ; 
And well our Goddeſs ſeem d contentcd, 
Nor pauſing made a moment's ſtand, 
But tripp'd, and took the girl in hand. 
Meanwhile the Godhead, unalarm'd, 
As one to cach occaſion arm'd, 
Forth from his quiver cull'd a dart, 
That erſt had wounded many a heart; 
Then, bending, drew it to the head ; 
The bow-ftring twang'd, the arrow fled, 
And, to her ſecret ſoul addreſt, 
Transfix'd the whiteneſs of her breaſt. 
But here the Dame, whoſe guardian care 
Had to a moment watch'd the fair, 
At once her pocket-mirror drew, 


| And held the wonder full in view 


Bo ok I. 
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As quickly rang'd in order, bright, 


A thouſand beauties ruſh to ſight, 

A world of charms, till now unknown, 
A world reveal'd to her alone; 
Enraptur'd ſtands the love-fick maid, 
Suſpended oer the darling ſhade, + 
Here only fixes to admire, 


And centres ev'ry fond defire. 


$ 326. The Young Lady and Looking-Glaſs. 
|  WiLKis. 

YE deep philoſophers, who can | 

Explain that various creature, Man, 
Say, is there any point ſo nice 
As that of off ring an advice ? 
To bid vour friend his errors mend, 
Is almoſt certain to offend: 


Tho' you in ſofteſt terms adviſe, 


Confeſs him , admit him wiſe ; 

In vain you ſweeten the diſcourſe, 

He thinks you call him fool, or worſe. 
You paint his character, and try 

If he will own it, and apply; 
Without a name reprove and warn ; 
Here none are hurt, and all may learn : 
This too muſt fail; the picture ſhewn, 


No man will take it for his own. 


In moral lectures treat the caſe, 

Say this is honeſt, that is baſe; 

In converſation none will bear it; 

And for the pulpit, few come near it. 

And is there then no other way 

A moral leſſon to convey ? | 

Muſt all that ſhall attempt to teach, 

Admoniſh, fatirize, or preach ? 

Yes, there is one, an ancient art, 

By ſages found to reach the heart, 

Ere ſcience, with diſtinctions nice, 

Had fix'd what virtue is, and vice, 

Inventing all the various names 

On which the moraliſt declaims : 

They would by ſumple tales adviſe, 

Which took the hearer by ſurpriſe; 

Alarm'd his conſcience, unprepar'd, 

Ere pride had put it on its guard; 

And made him from himſelf receive 

The leſſons which they meant to give. 

That this device will oft prevail, 

And gain its end when others fail, 

If any ſhall pretend to doubt, 

The tale which follows makes it out. 
There was a little tubborn dame, 

Whom no authority could tame; 

Reſtive, by long dudes; grown, 

No will ſhe minded but her own : 

At trifles oft ſhe d ſcold and fret, 

Then in a corner take a ſeat, 

And, fourly moping all the day, 

Diſdain alike to work or play. 
Papa all fofter arts had tried, 

And ſharper remedies applied; 

But both were vain ; for ev'ry courſe 


He took, ſtill made her worſe and worſe. 
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'Tis ſtrange to think how female wit 
So oft ſhould make a lucky hit; 


[When man, with all his high pretence 


To deeper judgment, founder ſenſe, 
Will err, and meaſures falſe purſue 
Tis very ſtrange, J own, but true. 
Mamma obſerv'd the rifing laſs 


| By ſtealth retiring to the glaſs, 
| To practiſe little airs unſeen, 
| In the true genius of thirteen : 


On this a deep defign ſhe laid 

To tame the kumour of the Maid; 

Contriving, like a prudent mother, 

To make one folly cure another, 

Upon the wall, againft the feat - 

Which Jeſſy us'd for her retreat, 

Whene'er by accident offended, 

A looking-glaſs was ſtraight ſuſpended, 

Thar it might ſhew her how deform'd 

She look'd, and frightful, when ſhe ſtorm' d; 

And warn her, as ſhe priz'd her beauty, 

To bend her humour to ker duty. * 

All this the looking-glaſs achiev'd ; 

Its threats were minded and believ'd. 
The Maid, who ſpurn'd at all advice, 


| Grew tame and gentle in a trice: 


So, when all other means had fail'd, 
The filent monitor prevail d. 
Thus, Fable to the human kind 


| Preſents an image of the mind; 


It is a Mirror, where we ſpy © 

At large our own deformity; 

And learn of courſe thoſe faults to mend, 
Which but to mention would offend. 


Mongſt animals of ev'ry kind, 


| Of each condition, fort, and ſize, 


From whales and elephants to flies, 

A creature that miſtakes his plan, 

And errs, ſo conſtantly as man. 

Each kind purſues his — good, | 
And ſeeks as pleaſure, reſt, and food, A 
As nature points, and never errs 7 
In what it chooſes and prefers; | 


| Man only blunders, though poſſeſt : 
Ot talents far above the reſt. 1 


Deſceud to inſtances, and try; 
An ox will ſcarce attempt to fly, 


Or leave his paſture in the wood, 
| With fiſhes ro explore the flood. 


Man only acts, of ev'ry creature, 
In oppoſition to his nature. 
The happineſs of human-kind 
Conſiſts in rectitude of mind; 

A will ſubdu'd to reafon's fway, 


And paſſions praftis'd to'obey 


An open and a gen'rovs heart, 

Refin'd from ſeltiſhneſs and art; 
Patience, which mocks at fortune's pow r, 
And wiſdom never fad nor four : 43 
[n theſe conſiſts our proper bliſs ; 

Elſe Plato reafons' much amiſs; 
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$ 327: The Boy and the Rainbow. WILKIE: 
| DECE ARE, ye ſages, if ve find © 
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But fooliſh mortals ſtill purſue 

Falſe happineſs in place of true ; 
Ambition ſerves us for a guide, 

Or luſt, or avarice, or pride; 

While Reaſon no affent can gain, 

And Revelation warns in vain. 

Hence through our lives, in ev ry ſtage, 
From infancy itſelf to age, 

A happineſs we toil to find, | 
Which ſtill avoids us like the wind; 
Ev'n when we think the prize our own, 
At once tis vaniſh d, loft and gone. 
You Il aſk me why I thus rehearſe 

All Epictetus in my verſe? 

And it I fondly hope to pleaſe 

With dry reflections, ſuch as theſe, 

So trite, ſo hackney d, and fo ſtale? 

II take the hint, and tel! a tale. 

One evening, as a fimple ſwain 

His flock attended on the plain, 

The ſhining bow he chanc'd ta ſpy, 
Which warns us when a ſhow'r 1s nigh. 
With brighteſt rays it ſeem d to glow : 
Its diſtance eighty yards or ſo. 
This bumpkin had, it ſeems, becn told 


The ftory of the cup of gold, 
Which fame reports is to be found 


uſt where the Rainbow meets the ground; 
e therefore felt a ſudden itch 
To ſeize the goblet, and be rich ; 
Hoping, yet Ropes are oft but vain, 
No more to toil thro' wind and rain, 
Bur fit jndulging by the fire, 
*Midft eaſe and plenty, like a ſquire. 
He mark'd the very ipot of land 
On which the Rainbow ſeem d to ftand, 
And, ſtepping forwards at his leiſure, 
to have found the treaſui e. 
ut as he mov d, the colour d ray 
Still chang'd its place, and flipp'd away, 
As ſeeming his approach to ſhung 
From walking be be an to run; 
But all in vat, it gif withdrew 
As nimbly as he could purſue. 
At laſt, thro many a bog and lake, 


Rough road, and thorny brake, 
It led the eafy fool, till 5 5 
Approach d, then vaniſn d in his fight, 


And left him to compute his gains, 
With nought but labour for his pains. 


$ 328. The Rake and the Hermit. WILKIE. 
YOUTH, a pupil of the town, 
> Philoſopher and atheiſt grown, 
Benighted once upon the road, 
Found out a hermit's lone abode, 
Whoſe 1 need 
iey'd.the tray ller and his ſtecd; 

or both ſufficiently were tir d, | 
Well drench'd in — and bemir d. 
Hunger the ficſt attention claims; 


pon the coals a raſher flames. 
cruſts, and liquor ſomething ſtale, 
re added to make up a meal ; 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


Boo I; 


At which our trav'ller, as he ſat, 

By intervals began to chat.— 

'Tis odd, quoth he, to think what ſtrains 
Of folly govern ſome folks' brains: 
What makes you chooſe this wild abode ? 
You l ſay, Tis to converſe with God. 
Alas, I fear, tis all a whim ; 

You never ſaw or ſpoke with him, 
They talk of Providence's pow'r, 

And ſay, it rules us ev'ry hour: 

To me all nature ſeems confuſion, 

And fuch weak fancies mere deluſion, 
Say, if it rul d and govern'd right, 
Could there be ſuch a thing as night ; 


| Which, when the ſun has left the ſkics, 


Puts all things in a deep diſguiſe ? 

If then a tra ller chance to firay 

The leaſt ſtep from the public way, 

He 's foon in endleſs mazes loſt, 

As I have found it to my coſt. 

Befides, the gloom which nature wears 

Aſſiſts imaginary. fears, 

Of ghoſts and goblins from the wayss 

Of ſulph'rous lakes and yawning graves; 

All ſprung from ſuperſtitious ſced, 

Like other maxims of the creed. 

For my part, I reject the tales 

Which faith ſuggeſts when reaſon fails; 

And reaſon nothing underſtands, 

Unwarranted by eyes and hands. 

Theſe ſubtile eſſences; like wind, 

Which ſome have drearnt of, and call mind, 

It ne er admits; nor joins the lye, 

Which ſays men rot, but never die. 

It holds all future things in doubt, 

And therefore wiſely leaves them out: 

Suggeſting what is worth our care, 

To take things preſent as they are, 

Our wiſeſt courſe: the reſt is folly, 

The fruit of ſpleen and melancholy. — 
Sir, quoth the Hermit, I agree 

That Reaſon ftil] our guide ſhould be; 

And will admit her as the teſt 

Of what is true, and what is beſt : 

But Reaſon fure would bluſh for hame 

At what you mention in her name; 

Her diEtates are ſublime and holy; 

Impiety 's the child of Folly ; 

Reaſon, with meaſur d ſteps and flow, 

To things above from things below 

Aſcends, and guides us thro' her ſphere 

Wich caution, vigilance, and care. 

Faith in the utmoſt frontier ſtands, 

And Reaſon puts us in her hands; 

But not till her commiſſion giv'n 


Is found authentic, and from Heav'n. 


Tis ſtrange, that man, a reas ning creature, 
Should miſs a God in 2 nature; 
Whoſe high perfections are d 

Ee: 


| In ev'ry thing his hands have ma 


Ev'n when we think their traces loſt, 


| When found again, we ſee them moſt : 


The night itſelf, which you would blame 
As ſomcthing wrong in nature's frame, 
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Had form'd for virtue's nobler view,, 
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1s but a curtain to inveſt” 

Her weary children, when at reſt : 

Like that which mothers draw to keep 
The light off from a child afleep. | 
Be ſide, the fears which darkneis breeds 
(Art leaſt augments) in vulgar heads, 
Are far from uſeleſs, when the mind 

Is narrow, and to earth confhha'd ; 


They make the worldling think with pain 


On frauds, and oaths, and ill-got gain; 
Force from the ruffian's hand the knife 

Joſt rais'd againſt his neighbour's life; 

And in defence of virtue's cauſe, 

Aſſiſt each ſanction of the laws. 

But ſouls ſerene, where wiſdom dwells, 

And ſuperſtitious dread expels, 

The filent majeſty of night 

Excites to take a nobler flight; 

With ſaints and angels to explore 

The wonders of creating pow'r ; 

And lifts on contemplation's wings 

Above the ſphere of mortal things. 

Walk forth, and tread thoſe dewy plains 
Where night in awful filence reigns; 

The ſky 's ſerene, the air is ſtill, 

The woods ſtand liſt'ning on each hill, 

To catch the ſounds that ſink and ſwell, 
Wide-floating from the ev'ning bell, 

While faxes howl, and beetles hum, 

Sounds which make filence till more dumb: 
And try if folly, raſh and rude, | 
Dare on the ſacred hour intrude. 

Then turn your eyes to heay'n's broad frame, 
Attempt to quote thoſe lights by name 
Which ſhine ſo thick, and ſpread fo far; 


Conceive a ſun in ev*ry ſtar, 


Round which unnumber'd planets roll, | 
While comets ſhoot athwart the whole; 


From ſyſtem till to ſyſtem ranging, 
Their various benefits exchanging, 
And ſhaking from their flaming hair 


The things moſt needed ev'rywhere— 


Explore this glorious ſcene, and ſay 
That night diſcovers lefs than day ; 
That tis quite uſeleſs, and a ſign 
That chance diſpoſes, not deſign : 
Whoae'er maintains it, I Il pronounce 
Him either mad, or elſe a dunce ; 
For reaſon, tho' tis far from ſtrong, 
Will ſoon find out that nothing s wrong, 
From ſigns and evidences clear 
Of wiſe contrivance ev'rywhere. 
The Hermit ended, and the youth 
Became a convert to the truth ; 
At leaſt he yielded, and confeſs d 
That all was order'd for the beſt. 


§ 329. The Yauth and the Phileſopzer, 
| | q W. WHITEHEAD, 


A GRECIAN youth, of talents rare, 
* * Whom Plato's philoſophic care 


Þy precept and example too, 


«: 


SACRED AND MOR AL; 


. | The trembling grove confeſs'd its fright, 


a 


That Kitty is the bufy Bee. BR 
Here then are two—but where ig the third?, 2 


And as he paſs'd the gazing throng 


MY dears, tis ſaid, in days of old 


| Yet lately, if report be true, 


Would often boaſt his matchleſs {kill : 
To curb the ſeed, and guide the wheel; 


With graceful eaſe, and ſmack'd the thong, 

The idiot wonder they expreſs'd 

Was praiſe and tranſport to his breaſt. b 
At lengthy quite vain, he needs would her 

His maſter what his art could doz id 

And bade his ſlaves the chariot lead 

To Academus' ſacred ſhade. | 

The wood-nymphs Karted at the fight; 

The Muſes drop the learned-lyre, 

And to their inmoſt ſhades retire. 

Howe'er, the youth, with forward air, 

Bows to the ſage, and mounts the car; 

The laſh reſounds, the courſers ſpring, 

The chariot marks the rolling ring; 

And gath'ring crowds, with eager eyes, 

And ſhouts, purſue him as he flies. 
Triumphant to the goal return d, 

With nobler thirſt his boſom burn'd; 

And now along th” indented plain 

The ſelf-ſame track he marks again; 

Purſues with care the nice deſign, 

Nor ever deviates from the line. 
Amazement ſeiz'd the circling crowd; 

The youths with emulation glow'd ; 

Ev'n bearded ſages hail'd the boy, 

And all but Plato gaz d with joy. 

For he, deep-judging ſage, beheld 

With pain the triumphs of the field: 

And — = 1 ni ad 7 

And, fluſh'd with hope, had caught his 

Alas ! unhappy youth, he — 8 

Expect no praiſe from me (and ſigh'd). 

With indignation I ſurvey | 

Such {kill and judgment thrown away. 

The time protuſely ſquander'd there 

On vulgar arts, beneath thy care, 

f well employ'd, at leſs expence, 

Had taught thee honour, virtue: ſenſe, 


| And rais'd thee from a coachmari's fate 
To govern men, and guide the ſtate. 


$ 330. The Bee, the Ant, and the Sparrow. | : 
; Dr. CoTToV. 
Addreſſed to Phœbe asd Kitty C. at i 


That beaſts could talk, and birds could foold : 
But now, it ſeems, the human race 
Alone engroſs the ſpeaker's place. 


— 
Fe X 


* 


(And much the tale relates to you) . \.. .. 
There met a Sparrow, Ant, and Bee, | 
Which reaſon'd and convers'd as we. 

Who reads my page will doubtleſs grant | 
That Phe's the wiſe induſtrious Ant . , 
And all with half an eye may ſee. * 


| | Go ſearch the ſchool, you'll find the bird. 


Your 
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Your ſchool ! T aſk your ron, Fair; 
I 'm fure you Il find no ſparrow there. 


Now to my tale—Onefummer's morn 


A Bee rang'd o'er the verdant lawn; 
Studious to huſband ey'ry hour, 
And make the moſt of ev'ry flow'r. 
Nimble from ſtalk to ſtalk the flies, 
And loads with yellow wax her thighs ; 
With which the artiſt builds her comb, 
And keeps all tight and warm at home: 
Or from the cowſlip's golden bells 
Sucks honey, to enrich her ceils : 
Or ev'ry tempting roſe purſues, 
Or fips the lily's nt dews ; 
Vet never robs the ſhining bloom 
Or of its beauty or perfume. 
Thus the diſcharg'd in ev'ry way 
The various duties of the day. 

It chanc'd a frugal Ant was near, 


Whoſe brow was wrinkled o'er by care: 


A great œconomiſt was ſhe, 
— egen than the — 4 | 
y penſivre parents often taught 
Whas ills ariſe — want of thought; 
har on ſloth depends; 
On of ntvork A loſs of = 
Hence ev ry day the Ant is found 
Wich anxious ſteps to tread the ground; 
With curious ſearch to trace the grain, 
And drag the heavy load with pain. 
The active Bee with pleaſure faw 
The Ant fulfil her parent's law. 
Ah! ſiſter labourer, favs the, 
How fortunate are we ! | 
Who, taught in infancy to know -? 
The comforts which from labour flow, 
Are independent of the great, 


Nor know the wants of pride and ſtate. - 


Why is our food fo very ſweet ? 
Becauſe we earn before we cat. 
Why are our wants fo very few? 
Becauſe we nature's calls purſue. 
Whence our complacency of mind? 
Becauſe we act our parts aſſign d. 
Have we inceſſant taſks to do ? 
Is not all nature buſy too? 
Doch nat the ſun, with conſtant pace, 
Perſiſt to run his annual race? 
Do not the ſtars, which ſhine ſo bright, 
Renew their courſes ev'ry night ? 
. not the ox obedient bow 
e patient neck, and draw the plouph ? 
Or when did Cer the gen'rous ſteed 
Withhoid his labour or his fpced ? 
If you all nature's ſyſtem ſcan, 
The only idle thing is man. 

A wanton Sparrow long d to hear 


Their ſage diſcourſe, and ſtraight drew near. 


The bird was talkative and Joud, 
And very pert and very proud ; 
As 124 and as bln thing, 
Perhaps, as ever wore a wing. 
She'f , 2s on à ſpray the far, 


AKXTRACTS, 
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That virtue was their fav'rite theme, 

And toil and probity their ſcheme : 

Such talk was hateful to her breaſt ; 

She thought them arrant prudes at beſt. 
When to difplay her naughty mind, 

Hunger with cruelty combin'd, 

She view'd the Ant with ſavage eyes, 


And guefs'd her fell defign to kill, 
Aſk'd her from what her anger roſe, 
And why ſhe treated Anrs as foes ? 
The Sparrow her reply began, 
And thus the converſation ran : 
Whenever I'm diſpos'd to dine, 
think the whole creation mine; 
That I'm a bird of high degree, 
And ev'ry inſect made for me. 
Hence oft I ſcarch the emmet-brood 
{For emmets are delicious food), 
And oft, in wantonnefs and play, 
[ ſlay ten thoufand in a day. | 
For truth it is, without difguiſe, 
Thar 1 love miſchief as my eyes. 
Oh! fie! the honeſt Bee replied, 
| fear you make baſe men your guide; 
Of ev ry creature ſure the worſt, 
Though in creation's ſcale the firſt ! 
Ungrateful man! tis ſtrange he thrives, 
Who burns the Bees to rob their hives! 
hate his vile adminiſtration, 
And fo do all the emmet nation. 
W hat fatal foes to birds are men, 
Quite to the Eagle from the Wren ! 
O] do not men's example take, 
Who miſchief do for miſchief 's ſake ; 
But ſpare the Ant—her worth demands 
Eſteem and friendſhip at your hands. 
A mind with ev'ry virtue bleſt, 
Muſt raiſe compaſſion in your breaſt. 
Virtue ! rejoin'd the ſneering bird, 
Where did you learn that Gothic word? 
Since I was hatch'd, I never hear d 
I hat virtue was at all rever'd. 
But ſay it was the ancients claim, 
Yet maderns diſavow the name; 
Unleſs, my dear, you read romances, 
cannot reconcile your fancies. 
Virtue in fairy tales is ſeen 
To play the goddeſs or the queen; 
But what 's a queen without the pow'r? 
Or beauty, child, without a dow'r? 
Vet this is all that virtue brags, 
At beſt tis only worth in _ 
Such whims my very heart derides : 
Indeed you malls me burſt my fides. 
Truſt me, Mifs Bee to ſpeak the truth, 
[ *'ve copied men from earlieſt youth; 
The ſame our taſte, the ſame our ſchool, 
Paſſion and appetite our rule; | 
And call me bird, or call me finner, 
Leu ne'er forego my ſport or dinner. 
A prowling cat the miſcreant ſpies, 


And wide expands her amber eyes: 


And hopp'd and hopp'd to ſnatch her prize. 
The Bee, who watch'd her op'ning biil, 
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Near and more near Grimalkin draws; 
She wags her tail, protends her paws; 
Then, Dringing on her thoughtleſs prey, 
She bore the vicious bird away. 

Thus, in her cruelty and pride, 
The wicked wanton Sparrow died. 
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85331. The Bears and Bees. MERRICK. 

As two young Bears in wanton mood, 
Forth iſſuing from a neighb'ring wood, 

Came where th' induſtrious Bees had ſtor d 
In artful cells their luſcious hoard ; 
O'erjoy'd they ſeiz d with cager haſte 
Luxurious on the rich repaſt. 
Alarm'd at this, the little crew 
About their ears vindictive flew. 
The beaſts, unable to ſuſtain 
Th' unequal combat, quit the plain; 
Half blind with rage, and mad with pain, 
Their native ſhelter they regain ; 
There fit, and now, diſcreeter grown, 
Too late their raſhntſs they bemoan ; 
And this by dear expetience gain, 
That pleaſure s ever bought with pain. 
So when the gilded baits of vice 
Are plac'd before our longing eyes, 
With greedy haſte we ſnatch our fill, 


And ſwallow down the latent ill; 


But when experience opes our eyes, 
Away the fancy'd pleaſure flies : 

It flies, but oh ! too late we find 

It leaves a real ſting behind. 


$ 332. The Camelion. MERRICK, 


FT has it been my lot to mark 

A proud conceited talking ſpark, 
With eyes, that hardly ſerv'd at moſt 
To guard their maſter gainſt a poſt ; _ 
Yet round the world the blade has been, 
To ſee whatever could be ſeen ; 
Returning from his finiſh'd tour, 
Grown ten times perter than before; 


Whatever word you chance to dro 


* 
The travelbd fool your mouth will op: 
Sir, if my judgment you Il allow— 
«I've ſeen and ſure I ought to know 
So begs you'd pay a due ſubmiſſion, 
And acquieſce in his deciſion, 

Two travellers of ſuch a caſt, 

As o'er Arabia's wilds they paſs'd, 
And on their way in friendly chat 
Now talk'd of this, and then of that, 


Diſcours'd a while, mongſt other matter, 


Of the Camelion's form and nature. 

A ſtranger animal, cries one, 

« Sure never liv'd beneath the ſun: 

„A lizard's body, lean and long, 

« A fiſh's head, a ſerpent's tongue; - 

Its foot with triple claw disjoin'd ; 

And what a length of tail behind! 

« How flow its pace ! and then its hue 

Who ever ſaw ſo fine a blue? | 
Hold there, the other quick replies, 

Tis green, I ſaw it with theſe eyes, 
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| As late with open mouth it lay, 

And warm'd it in the ſunny ray; 
« Stretch'd at its eaſe the beaſt I view'd, 
And ſaw it eat the air for food. | 

« I've ſeen it, Sir, as well as you, 

And muſt again affirm it blug, _ 
At leiſure I the beaſt ſurvey'd, 
„Extended in the cooling ſhade.” 

Tis green, tis green, Sir, I aſſure ye. 
„Green!“ crics the other in a fury a 
„Why, Sir, d' ye think I've loſt my eyes? 
Twere no great loſs,” the friend replies, 
For, if they always ſerve you thus, 
© Yeu I find them but of little uſe,” 

So high at laſt the conteſt roſe, | 
From words they almoſt came to blows ; 

When luckily came by a third 
To him the queſtion they referr'd; 
And begg'd he d tell em, if he knew 
Whether the thing was green or blue. = 

“ Sirs,” cries = — — « ceaſe your pother, 
The creature 's neither one nor t other: 
II caught the animal laſt night, | 
And view'd it o'er by candle-hight ; 

I mark'd it well twas black as jet—.. - 

+ You ſtare—burt, Sirs, I ve got it yet, 
And can produce it.. Pray, Sir, do:: 
1 'Il lay my life, the thing is blue. bee] 
And 1 'l| be ſworn, that when you ve ſeen 
„The reptile, you Il ounce him green.” 

« Well Owe — caſe the doubt, 
Replies the man, I Il turn ham out: 

* And when before your eyes I 've ſet him, 
© If you don't find him black, IL Il eat him. 

He ſaid; then full before their fight 
Produc'd the beaſt, aud lo—'twas white, 

Both ſtar d; the man look'd wondrous wiſe— - 
„ My children,” the Camelion cries | 
(Then firſt the creature found a tongue), 
Tou all are right, and all are wrong: 
When next you talk of what you view, 
„Think others ſee as well as you: 

Nor wonder, if you find that none 

« Prefers your eye-ſight to his own.” 


* 


: Wok kb. with curious eye, has rang d 


Through Ovid's tales, has ſeen 
How Jove, incens d, to Monkeys chang d 
A tribe of worthleſs men. PR 
Roper ſoon, th' offending race 
Entreat the injur'd pow'r . . 
To give them back the human face, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore, 


| Jove, ſooth'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 

| And granted half their pray'r; 
But t' other half he bade the wind 

Diſperſe in empty air. 


| [Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod 


That ſhook the vaulted ſkies, * _ 
With haughtier air the creatures ſtrode, 
And firetch'd their dwindled fize, 


, 
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The hair in curls luxuriant now | 
Around their temples ſpread ; 

The tail, that whilom hung below, 
Now dangled from the head. 


The head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter d much the face; 
It fall retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimace. 
Thus half transform d, and half the ſame, 
Pee bade them take their place 
(Reſtoring them their ancient claim) 
Among the human race. 


Man with contempt the brute ſurvey d, | 
Nor would a name beftow ; | 

But woman lik*'d the motley brecd, 
And call'd the thing a beau. 


$ 334. Know Thyſelf. An BUTRNOr. 
WII am I? how produc'd ? and for what 
end? 8 


Whence drew I being ? to what period tend ? 
Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind chance, 
Dropp'd by wild atoms in diforder'd dance ? 
Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought, 
And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought * 
By motion which began without a cavfe, 1 
Supremely wiſe, without defign or laws ? 
Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood ? 
A branching channel, with a mazy flood? . 
The purple ſtream that through my veſſels glides, 
Dull and unconſcious flows, like common tides ; 
The pipes through which the circling juices ſtray, 
Are not that thinking I, no more than they : 
This frame, compacted with tranſcendant ikill 
Of moving joints obedient to my will, 
Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like yonder tree, 
Waxes and waſtes; I call it mine, not me. 
New matter ſtill the mould ring maſs ſuſtains ; 
The manſion chang d, the tenant ſtill remains, 
And from the ficenng ſtream, repair d by food, 
Diſtinct, as is the ſwimmer from the flood. 
What am I den:? ſure of a noble birth; 
By parent's right, I own as mother, Earth ; 
Bur claim —_ lineage by my fire, 
Who warm'd th' unthinking clod with heavenly 
Eſſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd, [ fire z* 
By double nature, double inſtinct ſway'd : 
With look erect, I dart my longing eye, 
Scem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſky; 
I ſtrive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain, 
Ticd to this maſſy globe with magic chain. 
Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to gs 
View worlds around their flaming centres roll : 
What fteady pow'rs their endicſs motions guide 
Through the ſame trackleſs paths of boundleſs 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail, [ void ! 
And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale; 
Theſe godlike thoughts while eager I purſue, 
Some glitt ring trifle offer*d to my view, 
A gust. an inſect of the meaneſt kind, 
Eraſt the new-born image from my mind: 
dome beafily want, craving, importunate, 


F 
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Calls off from heavenly truth this reas ning me, 
And tells me I'm a brute as much as he. 

If, on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 

My toul above the ſtarry vault I raiſe, 


| Lur'd by tome vain conecit, or ſhameful Juſt, 


[ flag, I drop, and flutter in the duft. 
The row'riog lark thus, from her lofty ſtrain, 


4 Stoops to an emmet, or a barley grain. 


By adverle guſis of jarring inſtiucts toſt, 

| roye to one, now to the other coaſt ; 

To bliſs unknown my lofty ſoul aſpires, 

My lot unequal to my vaſt deſires. 

As mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth 
Finds his high pedigree by conſcious wortl: ; 
So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expos d, 
Sees he 's a king, but tis a king depos'd. 

Pity him, beaſts! you by no law conſin'd, 
And barr'd from devious paths by being blind; 


ways 

Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays; 
Too weak to chooſe, yet chooſing ſtill in haſte, 
One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte; 


| Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 


The flatt'ring future ſtill muſt give the joy: 
Not happy, but amus d upon the road, 

And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 
Whether next fun his being ſhall reftram 

To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain. 

Around me, lo! the thinking thoughtleſs crew 
(Bewilder'd each) their diff rent paths purſue; 
Of them J aſk. the way; the firſt replies, 

Thou art a god; and ſends me to the ſkies: 
Dewn on the rurf, the next, two two- legg' d boaſt, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliſs and endleſs reſt: 


Between theſe wide extremes the length is ſuch, 


{| find I know too little or too much. 

* Almighty Paw'r, by whoſe moſt wiſe com- 
mand, 

* Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain here I ſtand ; 

Take this faint glimm ring of thyſelf away, 


Or break into my ſoul with perfect day! 


This ſaid, expanded lay the ſacred text, 

The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex d. 
Thus the benighted traveller, that ſtrays 
Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning 


rays: 

The 3 miſt, and thick deſcending dew, 
Parting, unfold the fields and vaulted blue. 

O Truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray, 

I grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my way; 

* Thou clear'dſt the ſecret of my high deſcent, 
And told'ſ me what thoſe myſtic tokens meant; 
Marks of my birth, which i had worn in vain, 
Too hard for worldly ſages to explain. 

* Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' ſchemes, 


© Their ſyſtems falſe, delubve were their dreams; 
1* Unſkill'd my twofold nature to divide, ; 


One nurs d my pleaſure, and one nurs d my pride; 


| * Thoſe jarring truths which human art beguile, 


* Thy facred 
Offspring of 
What thou once wert, art now, and ſtill may 


ige thus bids me reconcile.” 


Vile as the grinning i at my gate, | 


Thy God alone can tell, alone decree; _ 
* | 1 Faulileſ 


Whilit man, through op ning views of various 
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Fanltleſs thou dropp'dſt from his unerring ſkill, 
With the bare pow'r to fan, fince free of will: 
Yet charge not with thy guilt his bountcous love, 
For who has pow'r to walk has pow'r to rove: 
Who acts by force impell'd can nought deſerve; 
And wiſdom ſhorr of 1w&nite may ſwerve. 

Borne on thy new-imp'd wings, thou took'ſt thy 
] .cft rhy Creator, and the realms of light; | flight, 
Piklain'd his gentle precept to fulfil, | 
And thought to grow a god by doing ill: 
Though by foul guilt thy heav'nly form defac'd, 
Jn nature chang'd, from happy manſions chas'd, 
Thou ſtill retain'ſt ſome ſparks of heavenly fre, 
Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to aſpire; 

Angel enough to ſeek. thy bliſs again, 

And brute enough to make thy ſearch in vain. 
The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe, 
Some fly thee, ſome torment; and ſome ſeduce ; 
Repaſt ill - ſuited to ſuch diff rent gueſts, 

For what thy ſenſe deſires, thy ſoul diſtaſtes ; 
Thy luſt, thy curioſity, thy pride, 

Curb'd or indulg'd, or baulk'd, or gratified, 

| Raye on, and make thee equally unbleſs'd ¶ feis'd. 
In what thou want't, and What thou haſt poſ- 
la vain thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod ; 
Return and ſeek thy Father and thy God; 

Yet think not to regain thy native fky, 
Vorne on the wings of vain philoſophy ! 
Myſterious paſlage ! hid from human eyes; 
Soaring you'll fink, and ſinking you will riſe: 
Let humble thoughts thy wary footſteps guide; 
Repair by meekneſs what you loſt by pride. 


$ 335- Leſſons of Wiſdom. ARMSTRONG. 


OW to live happieſt ; how avoid the pains, 
| The diſappointments, and diſguſts of thoſe 
Who wou!d in pleaſure all their hours employ ; 
The precepts here of a divine old man 
T could ;ecite. Tho' old, he ſtill retain'd 
His manly ſenſe, and energy of mind. 
Virtuous and. wiſe he was, but not ſevere; 
He ſtill remember'd that he once was young; 
His eaſy preſence check'd no decent joy. 
Him even the diſſolute admir'd; for he 
A graceful looſeneſs when he plecas'd put on, 
And laughing could inſtruct. Much had he read, 
Much more had ſeen; he ſtudied from the life, 
And in th' original perus'd mankind, | 
Vers'd in the woes and vanities of life, 
He piticd man ; and much he piticd thoſe 
Whom falſely-ſmiling fate has curs'd with means 
To diſſipate their days in queſt of joy. 
Our airn is happineſs: 'tis yours, tis mine, 
He (aid, *tis the purſuit of all that live; 
Yet few attain it, if 'twas e er attain'd. 
But they the wideſt wander from the mark, 
Who thro' the flow'ry paths of ſaunt'ring Joy 
Seek this coy goddeſs ; that from ſtage to ſtage 
Invites us ſtill, but ſhifts as we purſue. 
For, not to name the pains that pleaſure hrings 
o counterpoiſe itſelf, relentleſs Fate 
Forbids that we thro' gay voluptuous wilds 
Should cyer roam: ad were the Fates more kind, 
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And (ſtrange totelll) he practisd what he preach 


Our narrow lyxuries would ſoon be ſtale. 

Were theſe exhauſtleſs, Nature would grow fick, 

And, cloy'd with pleaſure, ſqueamiſhly complain 

That all was vanity, and life a dream. L 

Let nature ref : be buſy for yourſelf, - 

And for your friend ; be buſy even in vain, 

Rather than teaſe her fated appetites. 

Who never faſts, no bauquet e er enjoys; 

Who never toils or watches, never ſleepbßs. 

Let nature reſt: and when the taſte of joy. 

Grows keen, indulge ; but ſhun fatiety, —- 
Tis not for mortals always to be bleſt. 

But him the leaſt the dull or painful hours 


Of life oppreſs, whom ſober Senſe conducts, 


And Virtue, thro' this labyrinth we tread. 

Virtue and Senſe I mean not to disjoin; 

Virtue and Senſe are one: and, truſt me, he 

Who has not virtue, is not truly wiſe. 

Virtue (for mere Good- nature is a fool) 

Is ſenſe and ſpirit, with humanityj- 72 

'Tis ſometimes angry, and its frown confounds; 

'Tis ev'n vindictive, but in vengeance juſt. 

Knaves fain would laugh at it; ſome great ones 

But at his heart the moſt undaunted ſon ¶ dare; 

Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms. 

To nobleſt uſes this determines wealth: - © 

This is the ſolid pomp of proſperous days, 

The peace and ſhelter of adverſity. » 

And if you pant for glory, build your fame 

On this foundation, which the ſecret ſhock _ 

Dehes of Envy and all-ſapping Time. 

The gaudy gloſs of Fortune only ſtrikes 

The vulgar eye: the ſuffrage of the wiſe, 

The praiſe that's worth ambition, is attain d 

By ſenſe alone and dignity of mind. == 
Virtue, the ſtrength and beauty of the foul, - 

Is the beſt gift of Heaven: a happineſs Fed 

That even above the ſmiles and frowns of fate” 

Exalts great Nature's favourites: a wealth, 

That ne'er encumbers, nor to haſer hands 

Can be transferr'd : it is the 2 

Man juſtly boaſts of, or can call his own, 

Riches are oft by guilt and baſeneſs earn d; 

Or dealt by chance to ſhield a lucky knave, 

Or throw a cruel ſunſhine on a fool. 

But for one end, one much-negleRed uſe, 

Are riches worth your care (for Nature's wants 

Are few, and without opulence ſupplied)— 

This noble end is, to produce the Leal, 5 

To-ſhew the virtues in their faireſt light; 

To make Humanity the miniſter las ant 

Of bounteous Providence; and teach the breaſt 

That generous luxury the Gods enjoy. 

Thus, in his graver vein, the friendly Sage 

Sometimes declaim d. Of right and wrong he 

Truths as refin'd as ever Athens heard; — ght 
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Of Heaven's eternal deſtiny to t * - * 
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That Virtue's awful ſteps, howe'er purſued 
vexing Fortune and intruſive Pain, 

Should never be divided from her chaſte, 
Her fair attendant, Pleaſure. Need | urge 
Thy tardy thought through all the various round 
Of this exiſtence, that thy ſoft'ning ſoul 
At length may learn what energy the hand 
Of Virtue mingles in the bitter tide 
Of paſſion ſwelling with diſtreſs and pain, 
To mitigate the ſharp with gracious drops 
Of cordial Pleafure Aſk the faithful youth, 
Why the cold urn of her whom long he lov'd 
So often fills his arms; fo often draws 
His lonely footfteps, at the filent hour, 
To pay the mouruful tribute of his tears ? 
O! he will tell thee, that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne er ſeduce his boſom to forego 

That ſacred hour, when, ſtealing from the noiſe 
Of care and envy, ſweet remembrance ſooths 
With virtue's kindeſt looks his aching breaſt, 
And turns his tears to rapture.— Aſk the crowd 
Whieh flies impatient from the village-walk 
To climb the neighb'ring cliffs, when far below 
The cruel winds have hurl'd upon the coaſt 
Some hapleſs bark; while ſacred pity melts 
The gen'ral eye, or terror's icy hand 
Smites their diftorted limbs and horrent hair ; 
While every mother cloſer to her breaſt 
Catches herchild, and, pointing where the waves 
Foam chrough the ſhatter'd veſſel, ſhricks aloud, 
As one poor wretch, that ſpreads his piteous arms 
For ſuccour, ſwallow'd by the roaring ſurge, 
As now another, daſh'd inſt the rock, 

| lifeleſs down. O deemeſt thou indeed 
No kind endearment here by nature giv'n 
To mutual terror and compaſſion's tears? 
No ſweetly· melting ſoftneſs which attracts, 
Oer all that edge of pain, the ſocial pow'rs 
To this their proper action and their end 
Aſk thy own heart; when at the midnight hour, 
Slow through that ſtudious gloom thy pauſing eye 
Led by the glimm'ring taper moves around 
The ſacred volumes of the dead, the ſongs 
Of Grecian bards, and records writ by Fame 
For Grecian heroes, where the preſent pow'r 
Of heaven and earth ſurveys th* immortal page, 
E'en as a father bleſſing, while he reads 
The praiſes of his fon ; if then thy ſoul, 
Spurning the yoke of theſe ivglorious days, 
Mix in their and kindle with their flame : 
Say, when the pruſpect blackens on thy view; 
When, rooted the baſe, heroic ſtates 
Mourn in the duſt and tremble at the frown 
Of curs'd Ambition ;—when the pious band 
Of youths that fought for freedom and their fires, 
Lie fide by fide in gore; — when ruffian - pride 
Uſurps the throne of juſtice, turns the pomp 
Of public pow'r, the majeſty of rule, 
The ſword, the laurel, and the purple robe, 
To laviſh empty pageants, to adorn 
A tyrant's walk, and glitter in the eyes 
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Of regal envy, ſtrew the public way 

With hallow'd ruins luv hen the muſe's haunr, 
The marble porch where wiſdom, wont to talk 
With Socrates or Tully, hears no more, 

Save the hoarſe jargon of contentious monks, 

Or female ſuperſtition's midnight pray'r ;— 
When ruthleſs rapine from the hand of Time 
Tears the deftroying ſcythe, with furer blow 
To ſweep the works of glory from their baſe ; 
Till deſolation o'er the graſs-grown ſtreet 
Expands his raven-wings, and up the wall, 
Where ſenates once the pride of monarchs doom d, 
Hiſſes the gliding ſnake thro' hoary weeds 

That claſp the mould' ringcolumn; thus defac'd, 
Thus widely mournful when the proſpect thrills 
Thy beating boſom, when the patriot's tear 
Starts from thine eve, and thy extended arm 

In fancy hurls the thunderbolt of Jove 

To fire the impious wreath on Philip's brow, 
Or daſh Octavius from the trophied car ;— 

Say, does thy ſecret ſoul repine to taſte 

The big diftreſs? Or would thou then exchange 
Thoſe enn forrows, for the lot 

Of him who ſits amid the gaudy herd 

Of mute barbarians bending to his nod, 

And bears aloft his gold-inveſted front, 

And ſays within himſelf, © I am a king, [woe 
* And wherefore ſhould the clam'rous voice of 
Intrude upon mine car? The baleful dregs 
Of theſe late ages, this ingloricus draught 

Of ſervitude and folly, have not yet, 

Bleſs'd be th' Eternal Ruler of the world! 
Defil'd to ſuch a depth of fordid ſhame 

The native honours of the human foul, 

Nor fo effac'd the image of its fire. 


| 


§ 337. 4 Parapbraſe on Pſalm Ixxiv. 16, 17. 
: Miſs WiLLIAMsS. 
The a. bo thine, the night alſo is thine; thou haſt prepared the light 
Thou haſt fer all the borders of the earth; thou haſt made ſummer 
and winter, 


Mi God! all nature owns thy ſway, | 
| Thou giv'f the night, and thou the day! 
When all thy lov'd creation wakes, | 
When morning, rich in luftre, breaks, 
And bathes in dew the op'ning flower, 
To thee we owe her fragrant hour; 
And when ſhe pours her choral ſong, 
Her melodies to thee belong ! 
Or when, in paler tints array'd, 
The evening flowly ſpreads her ſhade ; 
That ſoothing ſhade, that grateful gloom, 
Can more than day's enliv'ning bloom * 
Still ex'ry fond and vain deſire, 
And calmer, purer thoughts inſpire ; 
From earth the penſive ſpirit free, 
And lead the ken 0 heart to Thee. 
In ev'ry ſcene thy hands have dreſs d, 
In-ev'r E by thee impreſs d, 
Upon the mountain's awful head, 


Of fuch as bow the knee; - When honour'd urns | Or where the rapes, woods are fpread ; | 
$ 


Of patriots and of chiefs, the awful buſt 
And Roried arch, to glut the coward race 


In ev'ry note that ſwe 


els the gale, 
je tune ful ſtream that cheers the vale, 


The 
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The cavern's depth, or echoing grove, 

A voice is heard of praiſe, and love. 

As o'er thy work the ſeaſons roll, 

And ſooth, with change of bliſs, the foul, 
Oh never may their ſmiling train - 

Paſs o'er the human ſcene in vain 1 

But oft, as on the charm we gaze, 
Attune the wond'ring ſoul to praiſe; 
And be the joys that moſt we prize 

The joys that from thy favour riſe ! 


$ 338. 4 Paratbraſe on Iſaiab xlix. 15. 
Miſs WILIIAus. 
Cin a woman forget ker ſucking child, that ſhe ſhonld not have com- 


paſsion on the tun of her womb? Yea, they may forget, yet wiil I 
not rorget thees 


HE AVEN ſpeaks Oh Nature, liſten and rejoice! 
Oh ſpread from pole to pole this gracious voice ! 
« Say every breaſt of human frame, that proves 
The boundleſs force with which a parent loves 
Say, can a mother from her yearning heart 
Bid the ſoft image of her child depart? bear 
She l. whom ſtrong inſtinct arms with ſtrength to 
All forms of ill, to ſhield that deareſt care; 


She! who with anguiſh ſtung, with madneſs wild, 


Will ruſh on death to fave her threaten'd child; 
All ſelfiſh feelings baniſh'd from her breaſt, 
Her life one aim to make another's bleſt— 
When her vex'd infant to her boſom clings, 
When round her neck his eager arms he flings; 
Breathes to her liſt ning ſoul his melting ſigli, 
And lifts, ſuffus'd with tears, his aſking eye ! 
Will ſhe, for all ambition can attain, 
The charms of pleaſure, or the lures of gain, 
Betray ſtrong Nature's feelings? will the prove 
Cold to the claims of duty, and of love ? 
But ſhould the mother from her yearning heart 
Bid the ſoft image of her child depart; 
When the vex'd infant to her boſom clings, 
When round her neck his eager arms he flings ; 
Should ſhe unpitying hear his melting ſigh, 
And view unmov'd the tear that fills his eye ; 
Should ſhe, for all ambition can atrain, | 
The charms of pleaſure, or the lures of gain, 
Betray ftrong Nature's fcelings——ſhould the 
prove Oy 
Cold to the claims of duty and of love ! 
Yet never will the God, whoſe word gave birth 
To yon illumin'd orbs, and this fair earth; 
Who thro' the boundleſs depths of track leſs ſpace 
Bade new-wak'd beauty ſpread each perfect grace; 
Yet when he form'd the vaſt ſtupendous whole, 
Shed his beſt bounties on the human ſoul ; 
Which reaſon's light illumes, which friendſhip 
warms, | | 
Which pity ſoftens, and which virtue charms 
Which feels the pure affeQtions' gen'rous glow, 
Shares others” joy, and bleeds for others' woe— 
Oh never will the gen'ral Father prove 
Of man forgetful, man the child of love!” 
When all thoſe planets in their ample ſpheres 
Have wing'd their courſe, and roll'd their deſtin'd 
ears; 
When the vaſt ſun ſhall veil his golden light 
Deep in the gloom of everlaſting night; 
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| When wild, deſtructive flames ſhallwrapthe ſkies» 
When Chaos triumphs, and when Nature dies; 

Man ſhall alone the wreck of worlds ſurvive, 

'Midft falling ſpheres, immortal man ſhall live! 


| The voice which bade the laſt dread thunders roll, 


Shall whiſper to the good, and cheer their ſoul.” 
God ſhall himſelf his favopr'd creature guide 
Where living waters pour their bliſsful tide, . 
Where the eplarg'd, exulting, wond'ring mind 
Shall ſoar, from weakneſs and from guilt refin'd; 


Shall gild eternity's unmeaſur d days; Trays, 
Where friendihin, unembiter'd ar 4 
Shall in immortal bands unite the juſt; 18. 
Devotion, rais'd to rapture, breathe her ſtrain, 
And love in his eternal triumph reign ! : 


$ 339. 4 Parapbrafe on Mat. vii. 12. 
—_ Miſs WiLLiams. 
wanne ye would that men ſhould do to you, do ye even io ts 


PRECEPT divine | to carth in mercy given; 
O ſacred rule of action, worthy heaven 
Whole pitving love ordain'd the bleſt command 
To bind our nature in a firmer band f 
Enforce each human ſuff 'rer's ſtrong appeal, 
And teach the ſelſiſn breaſt what others feel 
Wert thou the guide of life, mankind might know 
A ſoft exemption from the worſt of woe | 
No more the powerful would the weak oppreſs, 
But tyrants learn the luxury to bleſs; 
No more would ſlavery bind a hopeleſs train 
Of human victims in her galling cham 
Mercy the hard, the cruel heart would move 
To ſoften mis'ry. by the deeds of love; 
And av'rice from his hoarded treaſures give, 
Unaſk'd, the liberal boon, that want might live 
The impious tongue of falſchood then would ceaſe 
To blaſt, with dark ſuggeſbions, virtue's.peace z- | 
No more would ſpleen or paiſion baniſh reſt, . 
And plant a pang in fond affection's breaſt; 
By one harſh word, one alter d look, deſtroy 
Her peace, and wither ev'ry op'ning joy; 
Scarce can her tongue the captious wrong explain, 


The flight offence which gives ſo deep à pain! 
Th' affected caſe that ſlighis her ſtarting tear, 


The words whoſe coldneſs kills from lips fo dear; 
The hand ſhe loves, alone can point the dart, 
Whoſe hidden ſting could wound no other heart 
Theſe, of all pains the ſharpeſt we endure, 
The breaſt which now inflicts, would ſpring to 
No more deſerted genius then would fly { cure.— 
To breathe in ſolitude his hopeleſs fighz .. _ - 
No more would Fortune's partial ſmile debaſe 
The ſpirit, rich in intellectual grace; 8 
Who views unmov'd from ſcenes where pleaſures. 
The flame of genius funk in mis'ry's gloom; © / 
The foul heaven form'd to ſoar, by want depreft, 
Nor heeds the wrongs that pierce a kindred breaſt. 


Sheds on the mind a ray divinely bright; 
Condenfing in one rule whate'er the ſave 
Has proudly taught, in many a labour d page; 
Bid every heart thy. hallow'd voice revere, 

To juſtice ſacred, and to nature dear! 


$ 349. 


Where perfect knowledge, bright with cloudleſs 


Thou righteous Law, whoſe clear and uſeful light - 


* 8 
See 


Uniting as the prof] 
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$ —_ Rewiew of Winter. TrhoOMSON. 
S done ! dread Winter fpreads his lateſt 
_ glooms, 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer'd year. 
How dead rhe vegetable kingdom lies! 
How dumb the runeful! Horror wide extends 


His defolate domain. | Behold, fond man 


See here thy pictur d life: paſs ſome few years, 

Thy flow ring Spring, thy Summer's ardent 
| ſtrength, | 

Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, 

And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, 

And ſhuts the ſcene. Ah! whither now are fled 

Thoſe dreams of greatneſs > thote unſolid hopes 

Of happineſs * thoſe longiogs after fame > 

Thoſe reſtleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days? 

Thoſe gay-ſpent, feſtive nights? thoſe veering 

hts 


thou 
c 11828 il, that ſhar'd thy life? 


All now are vaniſh'd! Virtue ſole ſurvives, 


Immortal never-failing friend of __ 6 | 
His guide to happineſs on high. And ſee ! 

＋ — 22 — the ſecond birth 
Of heaven and earth! awak'nivg nature hears 
The new-creating word, and ſtarts to life, 

In ev*ry heighten'd form, from pain and death 
For ever free. The great eternal ſcheme, 
Involving all, and in a perfect whole 

wider ſpreads, 

To reaton's eye reſin d clears vp apace. 

Ye vainly wiſe! ye blind prefumptuous ! now, 
Confounded in the duſt, adore that Pow'r | 
And Wiſdom oft arraign'd ; ſee now the cauſe 
Why unaſſuming worth in ſecret liv'd, 

And died neglected: why the good man's ſhare 
In life was gall and bitterneſs of foul : 
Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 
In ftarving — OW 2 thy 

In palaces, lay ſtrain er low thought, 

To form — * why heaven- born truth, 
And moderation fair, wore the red marks 

Of ſuperſtition s ſcourge: why licens d pain, 
That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſom d for, 
Embitter d all our bliſs. Ye vood diftrels'd ! 
Ye noble few ! who here unbending ſtand 
Beneath life's preſſure, yet bear up awhile, 
And what your bounded view, which only ſaw 
A little part, qcem'd evil, is no more: 

The ftorms of Wintry Time will quickly paſs, 
And one unbounded Spring encirele all. 


$ 341- On Slavery. Miſs H. FALCoNAR. 
12 man ſuperior reaſon's light was giv'n. 

1 Reaſon, the nobleſt gift of bounteous Heav'n, 
Unfailing beam, bright intellectual ray, 
Thou ſicady guide through error's devious way; 


Say, wert thou firſt by gracious Heav'n deſign d 


To ſtamp 4njuſtice on the human kind ? 

Forbid it truth, forbid it ev ry breaſt | 

That heaves in pity for the wretch oppreſt: 

Ver reaſon, juſtice, mercy, plead in vain ; 

still the fad v ictuu drags bus galling chain; 
4 9 | 


Refieftions* on a Future State, from a 


Still bows ſubmiſſive to the tyrant hand, 

That tore the ſuff rer from bis native land; 
Yet, ere the arts of luxury began, 

They boaſted liberty, the right of man; 
Serene, they ſaw each peaceful morning ſmile, 


Pray 's 
Daughter of Virtue ! Royal Charlotte, hear ! 
Sovereign, yet parent of this happy iſle, 
O'er whoſe gay plains fair plenty deigns te ſmile; 


| Where ſpotleſs peace extends her azure wing; 


And liberty's eachanting bloſſoms ſpring z 
 Thine is compaſſion's ſympathetic hgh, 

The melting tear that beams in pity's eye: 
The heart like thine, that feels another's pain, 
Hears not diſtreſs d misfortune plead in vain ; 


And lull cach raging paſſion into reſt ; 

Let not the wretched ſlave in vain deplore 

The long-loſ joys he muſt behold no more; 

Then, while Britannia hails thy ſacred name, 

A deed like this ſhall ſwell the trump of fame ; 

Virtues like thine ſhall wake the ſounding lyre, 

Each boſom glow with emulative fire ; | 

And, ſwell'd with themes like this, the poet's page 

Remain admir'd through each ſucceeding age. 
When Superſlition rais'd her threat'ning hand, 

And fcatter'd horror round the bleeding land, 

On {ad Britannia's ravag'd plains ſhe ſtood, 


O'er ev'ry ſcene with fell delight ſhe flew, 

And ſmil'd, exulting, at the dreadful view; 

Religion's ſacred truths, though once deſign'd 

To baniſh error from the darken'd mind, 

Avail'd not here; her pure celeſtial light, 

Loſt in the gloom of fuperſiition's night, 

Drooping, beheld the fatal torrent roll 

Reſiſtleſs terrors o'er the doubtful ſoul ; 

Till bright Eliza came, whoſe matchleſs ſway 

Call'd forth the dawn of fair religion's day; 

Cheriſh'd the genial influence as it roſe, | 

Diſpell'd their errors and reliev'd their woes. 

Shall Britain, then, who boaſts th' unrivall 'd deed, 

| Relentleſs, ſee the-guiltleſs victim bleed? 

Amid the horrors of tormenting pain 

He ſeeks for mercy, but he ſeeks in vain 

Afﬀrighted Mercy quits the guilty land, 

Where grim Oppreſſion waves her tyrant hand; 

V here, to the ſavage herd, a harmleſs prey 

Sinks faint beneath the fervid beam of day; 

Or, haply trembling in the midnight air, 

Sunk in the deepeſt gloom of low deſpair ; 

Or burning thirſt and furious want, combin'd, 

With wild diſtraction fire his glowing mind, 

Tiil death reſtores to him eternal reſt, 

And calms the tumults of his troubled breaft. 
The Britiſh youth, torn from his much- low d 

home, BE 

O' er foreign ſeas and foreign coaſts to roam, 

Amid the fury of the piercing blaſt, 

The {well'd wave cireling round the ſhiver'd maſt, 

While burſting peals of thunder rend the ſkies, 


And oer the deck the foaming billows riſe, _ 
| | Awhile 


Boox I 


Joy led their hours, and plenty bleſs'd their toil. | 
Their pleading fighs, their ſuppliant, moving 


Be 't thine to heal pale forrow's wounded breafi, 


Drench'd in one fatal ſtream of martyr'd blood; 


ſt, 
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Awhile in terror views the lightning glare, 
With ſtreaming horror, through the midnight air; 
The ſtorm once paſt, he gains the friendly ray 
Of hope, to guide him through the dang'rous way; 
Smiling, ſhe bids each future proſpect riſe, 
Through fancy's varied mirror, to his eyes. 

Not fo the ſlave; oppreſs'd with ſecret care, 

He ſinks the haplets victim of deſpair ; 


Or doom'd to torments that might even move 


The ſteely heart, and melt it into love; a 
Till, worn with anguiſh, with'ring in his bloom, 
He falls an early tenant of the tomb! 

Shall Britain view, unmov'd, ſad Afric's ſhore 
Delug' d fo oft in ſtreams of purple gore 


Britain, where ſcience, peace, and plenty, ſmile, 
Virtue's bright ſeat and freedom's favour'd iſle! 


Rich are her plains and fruitful is her chime, 
The ſcourge of tyrants, and the boaſt of time; 
Of ev'ry virtue, ev'ry worth, poſſeſt, 


That fires-the hero's or the patriot's breaſt : 


There, nobly warm'd with animating fire, 

Our Shakeſpeare ſtruck his ſoul-commandinglyre; 
There ſcenes of bliſs immortal Milton ſung, 
And notes harmonious iſſued from his tongue: 
And bards like theſe ſhall boaſt in ev'ry age, 
While native genius glows in Hayley's page; 
While genius bids, to our enchanted eyes, 

In Swift's own ftrains, a ſecond Pope ariſe. _ 
When truth, perplex'd in error's thorny maze, 
Threw o'er the world obſcur'd and darken'd rays, 
Then Newton roſe, unveil'd the beauteous maid: 
He ſpoke, and nature ſtood at once diſplay d. 
Theſe were the ſouls that Britain once poſſeſs d, 
When genuine virtue fir'd the patriot's breaſt; 
And ſtill ſhall ſhe protect fair freedom's cauſe, 
And vindicate her violated laws; 

Waft peace and freedom to a wretched land, 
And ſcatter bleiſings with a lib'ral hand. 

In Britain's paradiſe, by freedom made, 

The tree of commerce ſpreads its ample ſhade 
Unſparing plenty-bends the lofty brow, 

And wealth bright glitters on cach golden bough; 
On ſome the richeſt gems of India ſhone, 

And added luſtre to the Britiſh throne ; 

Such as in gentle radiance might outvie 

The melting luſtre of the ſparkling eye; 

duch as in gay variety might grace 

The native beauties of the lovely face: 

On ſome the bud of health, in roſy bloom, 

Call'd languid ſick neſs from an early tomb; 
Or bade contented labour calmly ſmile 

Oer the rich proſpect of his native ſoil. 

One ample branch, ſuperior to the reſt, 

Roſe to the view, in {lendid radiance dreſt; 

On ev'ry leaf the tempting manna hung, 

In golden dyes each beauteous bloſſom ſprung; 
The flow'rs of brighteſt hue oppreſſion nam d, 
Yet from the tree the rank of commerce claim'd. 
Led by the fair deceit, beneath its ſhade 

With eager eye the ſlaves of av'rice ſtray'd ; 


his fatal fruit was lovelieſt to the view, 


That on the ſpreading tree of commerce grew; 
They graſp'd the baneful loa with fatal haſte, 
Deſtructive poiſon to th' enchanted taſte 
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| Give peace and 


| 
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Loſt in the pleaſing dream, awhile the ſoul, 
Where av'rice reign'd ſecure from all controul, 
Slept calm, till conſcience, with unerring dart, 
Struck deep conviction through the guilty heart; 
And bade reflection wake the feeling mind, 
That turn'd to ev'ry ſcene it left behind: | 
There might they ſee the tortur'd wretch implore 
Eternal vengeance on Britannia's ſhore 3 
In Glent grief, amid diſtraction wild, | 
The wretched parent mourn her long-loſt child: 
Theſe ſcenes appear when death, in terror dreſt, 
Bids ſharp repentance wound the ſhudd'ring breaſt, 
| When o'er your heads th' avenging thunders roll, 
And quick deſtruction ſeems to — the ſoul z 
When faſt around the dreadful lightnings fall, 
And guilt ſhall hear th' incens'd Almighty's call; 
Then will his wrath deftroy the life he gave, 


| And juſtice ſnatch the ſoul that mercy could not 


— 


fave. ; 

Britain, be thine the glorious taſk to heal 
The bleeding wounds thy wretched ſons ſhall feelʒ 
Extend thy ev'ry noble pow'r to fave | 
The wretch juſt tott ring o'er an early grave; 
For, noble were the deed that could impart 
Reviving vigour to the drooping heart; | 
For, then no more the fatal 39.4 ſhall bind, 
In golden ties, the loſt enchanted mind; 
Tear ev'ry fibre from the verdant root, 5 
And blaſt each dang'rous bloſſom ere it ſhoot 3 
So ſhall the praiſe of ranſom'd millions riſe, 
In grateful incenſe, to the echoing ſkies 
So through the world thy matchlefs fame extend, 
And wond'ring nations hail thee mercy's friend z 
Thee, firſt in ev'ry virtue, ev'ry worth, 
That gives to glory or to genius birth; 
Let thy avenging, thy all-conqu'ring, hand 

iy to an injur'd land ! 
Glory be thine; and let pale mis'ry prove 
The joys of friendſhip and the bliſs of love ! 
And heav'nly liberty's celeſtial ray 
Beam o'er the world one pure eternal day ! 


$ 342. A Prayer in the Praſpect of Death. BURNs, 
O THOU unknown Almighty Cauſe 
Of all my hope and fear ! | 

In whoſe dread Preſence, ere an hour, 
Perhaps I muſt appear ! | 

If I have wander'd in thoſe paths 
Of life I ought to ſhun, 

As a in my breaſt 
Remonſtrates I have done; 

Thou know'ſt that Thou haſt formed me 
With paſſions wild and ſtrong; 

And liſt'ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. | 

Where human weakneſs has come ſhort, 
Or frailty ſtepp'd aſide, 

Do Thou, All-Good ! for ſuch Thou art, 
In ſhades of darkneſs hide. 


{| Where with intention I have err'd, 


No other plea I have, 
But, Thou art good; and goodneſs ill 


Delighteth to forgive. 
| 0 FER $ 343+ 
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Chapel. 

Low TH. 
AT once to raiſe our rev'rence and delight, 

To elevate the mind, and pleaſe the fight, 
To pour in virtue at th' attentive eye, 

Api wck the ſoul on wings of ecltaſy ; 

For this the painter's art with nature vies, 
And bids the viſionary faint ariſe : 
Who views the facred forms in thought aſpires, 
Catches pure zeal, and, as he gazes, tires ; 
Feels the ſame ardour to his breaſt convey'd ; 
Is what he fees, and emulates the ſhade. 

Thy ftrokes, great Artiſt, ſo ſublime appear, 
They check our pleaſure with an awful fear; 
While thro' the mortal line the God you trace, 
Author himfelf and Heir of jeſſe's race, 

In raptures we admire thy bold deſign, 

And, as the ſubject, own the hand divine. 
While thro' thy work the riſing day ſhall ſtream, 
So long ſhall lat thine honour, praite, and name. 
And may thy labours to the Muſe impart 

Some emanation from her ſiſter art, 

To animate the verſe, and bid it ſhine 

In colours eaſy, bright, and ſtrong as thine ! 

Supine on earth an awful figure lies, 
While ſofteſt ſlumbers ſeem to ſeal his eyes; 
The hoary fire Heaven's guardian care demands, 
And at his feet the watchful angel ſtands. 

The form auguſt and large, the mien divine, 
Betray the founder of Meiliah's line ©. 

Lo! from his loins the promis'd ſtem aſcend, 
And high to Heaven its ſacred boughs extend: 
Each limb productive of ſome hero ſprings, 

And blooms luxuriant with a race of kings. 
TH? eternal plant wide ſpreads its arms around, 
And with the mighty branch the myſtic top is 
| crown'd | 
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And lo! the glories of th' illuſtrious line 
At their firſt dawn with ripen'd ſplendours thine, 
In David all expreſs'd; the good, the great, 
The king, the hero, and the man complete. 
Serene be fits, and ſweeps the golden lyre, 
And blends the prophet's with the poet's fire. 
See! with what art he ſtrikes the vocal ſtrings, 
The God, his theme, inſpiring what he ſings 
Hark —or our cars delude us from his tongue 
Sweet flows, or ſeems to flow, ſome heavenly ſong. 
Oh could thine art arreſt the fleeting found, 
And paint the voice in magic numbers bound; 
Could the warm fun, as erſt when Memnon play d, 
Wake with his riſing beam the vocal ſhade ; 
Then might he draw th' attentive angels down, 
Bending to hear the lay, ſoſweer, ſo like their own. 
On either fide the monarch's offspripg ſhine, 
And ſome adorn, and ſome diſgrace their line. 
Here Ammon glories ; proud inceftuous lord ! 
This hand ſuſtaius the robe, and that the ſword, 
Frowning and fierce, with haughty ſtrides he 
tow'rs, 


And on his horrid brow defiance low'rs. 
WE, 1 
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There Abſalom the raviſh'd ſceptre ſways, 
And his ftolen honour all his ſhame diſplays : 
The baſe uſurper Youth ! who joins in one 
The rebel ſubject and th' ungrateful fon. 

Amid the royal race, ſce Nathan ſtand : _ 
Fervent he ſeems to ſpeak, and lift his hand ; 
His looks th' emotion of his foul diſcloſe, 

And eloquence from ev'ry geſture flows. 
Such, and fo ſtern he came, ordain'd to bring 
Th' ungrateful mandate to the guilty King: 
When, at his dreadful voice, a ſudden {ſmart 
Shot thro'the trembling monarch's conſcious heart, 
From his own lips condemn'd ; ſevere decree ! 
Had his God prov'd fo ſte na Judge as He. 
But man with frailty is allied by birth; 
Conſummare purity ne'er dwelt on earth: 
Thro' all the ſoul tho' virtue holds the rein, 
Beats at the heart, and ſprings in ev ry vein, 
Yet ever from the cleareſt ſource have ran 
Some groſs alloy, ſome tincture of the man. 

But who is he deep mulſing ? in his mind, 
He ſeems to weigh in reaſon's ſcales mankind ; 
Fix'd contemplation holds his ſteady eycs— 

I know the fage +, the wiſeſt of the wiſe. 

Bleſt with all man could wiſh, or prince obtain, 
Vet his great heart pronounc'd thoſe bleſſings vain. 
And lo! bright glittering in his ſacred hands, 
In miniature the glorious temple ſtands. 
Effvlgent frame ! ſtupendous to behold ! 

Gold the ftrong valves, the roof of burniſh'd gold. 
The wand'ring ark, in that bright dome enſhrin d, 
Spreads the ſtrong light, eternal, unconfin'd ! 
Above th' unutterable glory plays, | 
Preſence divine ! and the full-ftreaming rays 
Pour thro' reluctant clouds intolerable blaze. 

But ſtern oppreſſion rends Reboam's reign ; 
See the gav prince, injurious, proud, and vain! 
Th' imperial ſceptre totters in his hand, 

And preud rebellion triumphs in the land. 
Curs'd with corruption's ever-fruitful ſpring, 
A beardleſs Senate, and a haugkty King. 

There Aſa, good and great, the ſceptre bears, 
Juſtice attends his peace, ſucceſs his wars: 
While virtue was his fword and Heaven his ſhield, 
Without controul the warrior ſwept the field 
Loaded with ſpoils, triumphant he return'd, 
And half her ſwarthy ſons fad Ethiopia mourn'd, 
Bur fince thy flagging piety decay d, 

And barter'd God's 3 for human aid; 

See their fair laurels wither on thy brow, 
Nor herbs nor healthful arts avail thee now, 
NorisHeav'nchang'd,apoftate prince, but thou. 
No mean atonement does this lapſe require; 
But ſee the Son, you muſt forgive the Sire: 

He t, the juſt prince—with ev ry virtue bleſt 
He reign'd, and goodneſs all the man pofleis'd; 
Around his throne fair happineſs and peace 
Smoceth'd ev'ry brow, and imil'd in ev'ry face. 
As when along the burning waſte he ſtray d, 
Where no pure ſtreams in bubbling mazes play d. 
Where drought incumbent on the thirſty ground 


+ Solomon, 


Long ſince had breath'd her ſcorching blaſts around, 
4 Joſaphat. 
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The * prophet calls, th' obedient floods repair 
To the parch'd fields, for Joſaphat was there. 
The new- ſpring waves, in many a gurgling vein, 
Trickle luxurious through the ſucking plain ; 
Freſh honours the reviving fields adorn, 
And o'er the deſert plenty pours her horn. 
do, from the throne his influence he ſheds, 
And bids the virtues raiſe their languid heads : 
Where'er he goes, attending Truth prevails, . 
Oppreſſion flies, and Juſtice lifts her ſcales. 
See, on his arm the royal eagle ſtand, 
. Great type of conqueſt and tupreme command; 
Th' exulting bird diſtinguiſh d triumph brings, 
And greets the Monarch with expanded wings. 
Fierce Moab's ſons prevent th' impending blow, 
Ruſh on themſelves, and fall without the foe. 
The pious hero vanquiſh'd Heaven by prayer; 
His faith an army, and nis vows a war. 
Thee too, Ozias, fates indulgent bleſs'd, 
And thy days ſhone in fairett actions dreſt: 
Till that raſh hand, by ſome blind phrenſy ſway'd, 
Unclean, the ſacred office durſt invade. 
Quick o'er thy limbs the ſcurfy venom ran, 
And hoary filth beſprinkled all the man. 
Tranſmiſſive worth adorns the pious F Son, 
n. The father's virtues wish the father's throne. 
: Lo! there he ſtands: he who the rage ſubdued 
Of Ammon's ſons, and drench'd his ſword in 
blood. 
And doſt thou, Ahaz, Judah's ſcourge, diſgra 
, With thy baſe front the glories of thy race? 
dee the vile King his iron ſceptre bear 
His only praiſe attends the pious + Heir; 


He, in whoſe ſoul the virtues all conſpire, 

The beſt ſon from the worſt wicked fire. 
And lo! in Hezekiah's golden reign, 

Long exil'd piety returns again 

Again in genuine purity the ſhines, ſhrines. 
And with her preſence gilds the long-negleCted 
Ill-{tarr'd does proud Aſſyria's impious $ Lord 
Bid Heaven to arms, and vaunt his dreadful ſword ; 


ars, His own vain threats th' inſulting K ing o'erthrow, 
put breathe new courage on the gen'rous foe. 

Id, it avenging Angel, by divine command, 

The fiery ſword full-blazing in his hand, 

n'd, 


March'd Peſtilepce before him; as he trod, 

Pale Deſolation bath'd his ſteps in blood. 

Thick wrapt in nightthro' the proud hoſt he paſs d, 

Diſpenſing death, and drove the furious blaſt; 

Nor bade Deſtruction give her revels o'er 

Till the gorg d ſword was drunk with human gore. 
it what avails thee, pious prince, in vain 

Thy ſceptre reſcued, and th Aſſyrian ſlain ? 

Even now the ſoul maintains her lateſt ſtrife, 

And death's chill graſp congeals the fount of life. 
et ſee, kind Heaven renews thy brittle thread, 

And rolls full fifteen ſummers o'er thy head ; 

the receding ſun repeats his way, 

And, like thy life, prolongs the falling day. 
ho nature her inverted courſe forego, 

The day forget to reſt, the time to flow, 


* Elitha, ; 1 Jotha, 
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Yet ſhall Jehovah's ſervants ſtand ſecure, 

His mercy fix'd, eternal ſhall endure 

On them her ever-healing rays ſhall ſhine ; 

More mild and bright, and ſure, Oſun ! than thine. 

At length the long- expected Prince behold, 

The alt good King; in ancient days foretold, 

When Bethel's altar ſpoke his future fame, 

Rent to its baſe, at good Joſiah's name. 

Bleſt, happy prince ! o'er whoſe lamented urn, 

In plaintive fong, all Judah's daughters mourn z 

For whom fad Sion's ſofteſt forrow flows, 

And Jeremiah pours his ſweet melodious woes. 
But now fallen Sion, once the fair and great, 

Sits dcep in duſt, abandon'd, deſolate 

Blceds her fad heart, and ever ſtream her eyes, 

And anguiſh tears her with convulſive ſighs. 

The mournful captive ſpreads her hands in vain, 

Her hands, that rankle with the ſervile chain 

Till he], great Chief] in Heaven's appointed time, 

Leads back her children to their native elime. 

Fair liberty revives with all her joys, 

And bids her envied walls ſecurely riſe. 

And thou, great hallow'd dome, in ruin ſpread, 

Again ſhalt lift ſublime thy ſacred head. 

But, ah! with weeping eyes, the ancients view 

A faiat reſemblance of the old in you. 

No more th' effulgent glory of thy God 

Speaks awful anſwers from the myſtic cloud; 

No more thine altars blaze with fire divine 

And Heaven has left thy ſolitary ſhrine. 


: Yet, in thy courts, hereafter ſhalt thou ſee, 


Preſence immediate of the Deity, Thee. 

The light himſelf reveal'd, the God confeſs'd in 
And now at length the fated term of years 

The world's defire have brought, and lo! the God 


appears. 
The Heavenly Babe the Virgin Mother bears, 


And her fond looks confeſs the parent's cares; 

The pleaſing burden on her breaſt ſhe lays, 

Hangs o'er his charms, and with a ſmile ſurveys? 

The infant ſmiles, to her fond boſom preſt, : 

And wantons, ſportive, on the mother's breaſt, 

A radiant glory ſpeaks him all Divine, 

And in the Child the beams of Godhead ſhine, 
But now, alas ! far other views diſcloſe 

The blackeſt comprehenſive ſcene of woes, 

See where man's voluntary facrifice 

Bows his meek head, and God eternal dies ! 

Fixt to the Croſs his healing arms are bound, 

While copious Mercy ſtreams from ev'ry wound. 

Mark the blood-drops that life exhauſting roll, 

And the ſtrong pang that rends the ſtubborn ſoul, 


As all death's tortures, with ſevere delay, 


Exult and riot in the nobleſt prey 

And canſt thou, ſtupid man, thoſe ſorrows ſee, 
Nor ſhare the anguiſh which He bears for rhee > 
Thy fin, for which his ſacred fleſh is torn, 
Points ev'ry nail, and ſharpens ev'ry thorn. 
Canſt thou ?-=whilenature ſmarts in ev'ry wound, 
And each pang cleaves the ſympathetic ground ! 
Lo! the black ſun, his chariot backward driven, 
Blots out the day, and periſhes from Heaven: 


{} Zorobabel, * 
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Earth, trembling from her entrails, bears a part; | 
And the rent rock upbraids man's ſtubborn heart. 
The yawning grave reveals his gloomy reign, 
And the cold clay-clad dead ſtart into life again. 
And thou, O tomb, once more ſhalt wide diſplay 
Thy fatiate jaws, and give up all thy prey. 
Thou, groaningearth, ſhalt heave, abſorptintlame, 
As the laſt pangs convulſe thy lab'ring frame; 
When the tame God unſhrouded thou ſhalt fee, 
Wrapt in full blaze of power and majeſty, 
Ride on the clouds; whilſt, as his chariot flies, 
The bright effuſion ſtreams thro' all the ſkies. 
Then ſhall the proud diſſolving mountains glow, 
And yielding rocks in fiery rivers flow : 
'The molten deluge round the globe ſhall roar, 
And all man's arts and labour be no mote. 
Thea ſhall the ſplendours of th' enliven'd glaſs 
Sink undiſtinguiſh d in the burning maſs. 
And, oh! till earth, and ſeas, and heaven decay, 


Ne'er may that fair creation fade away; [ ſparc, | 


May winds and ſtorms thoſe beauteous colours 
Still may they bloom, as permanent as fair ; 

l the vain rage of waſting time repel, 

\nd hĩs tribunal ſee, whoſe Croſs they paint ſo well. 


&$ 344. On the Death of Frederic Prince of Wales. 
Written at Paris, by David LoD ViseoUNT 
STORMONT, of Chrift Church, Oxon. 


ITTLE I whilom deem'd my artleſs zeal 


Should woo the Britiſh Muſe in forciga land 


To ftrains of bitter argument, and teach 
The mimic Nymph that haunts the winding verge 
And oozy current of Pariſtan Seine, 
To ſyllable new ſounds in accents ſtrange. 
But fad occaſion calls: who now forbears 
The laft kind office? who but conſecrates 
His off ring at the ſhrine of fair Renown 
To gracious Frederic rais'd ; tho but compos'd 
Of the waſte flow'rets, whoſe neglected hues 
Chequer the lonely hedge or mountain flope ? 
Where ap thoſe hopes, where fled th' illuſive 
cenes 
That forgeful fancy plann d, what time the bark 
Ste mm d the ſalt wave from Albion's chalky bourn? 
Then hal Piety and parting Love [cliffs, 
Pour d the fond pray r—“ Farewel, ye leſs ning 
Fairer to me than aught in fabled ſon 
Or myſtic record told of ſhores Atlantic ! 
Favour'd of Heaven, farewel! imperial ille, 
Nati ve to nobleſt wits, and. beſt approv d 
In manly ſcience and advent rous deed 
Celeſtial Freedom, by rude hand eſtrang d 
From regions once frequented, with Thee takes 
Her edfaſt fration, faſt beſide the throne 
Df ſceptred rule, and there her ſtate maintainʒ 
In ſocial concord, and harmonious love. 
Theſe bleſſings ſtill be thine, nor meddling fiend 
Stir in your buſy ſtreets foul Faction's roar ; 
Still thrive your growing works, and gales pro- 
itious 


Viſit * ſons who ride the wat'ry waſte; 


And 1 heard from forth your sladſome 
. * bow'rs 
Sbrill rabor pipes, and ey'ry peaceful found, | 


- 
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Nor wo the wiſh, while George the golden 
; cale | 
With ſteady prudence holds, and temp'rate ſway, 
And when his courſe of earthly honour 's run, 
With lenient hand ſhall Frederic ſooth your care; 
Rich in each princely quality, mature 
ln years, and happieſt in nuptial choice. 
Thence too ariſe new hopes; a playful troe 
Circles his hearth, ſweet pledges of that bed 
Which Faith, and Joy, and thouſand V irtnes guard, 
His be the care t' inform their ductile minds 
With worthieft thoughts, and point the ways of 
honour. 
How often ſhall he hear with freſh delight 
Their earneſt tales, ur watch their riſing paſſions 
With timorous attention; then ſhall tell 
Of juſtice, fortitude, and public weal ; 
And oft the while each rigid precept fmocth 
With winning tokens of parcntal love !'' 
Thus my o'erweening heart the ſecret ſtores 
Of Britain's /hope explor'd, while my ftrain'd tight 
Purſued her fading hills, till wrapt in miſt 
They gently ſunk beneath the ſwelling tide. 
Nor flept thoſe thoughts, whene'er in other climes 
| mark d the cruel waſte of foul opprettion, 
Saw nobleſt ſpirits, and ,odlieſt faculties, 
To vaſſalage and loathſome ſervice bound. 
Then conſcious preference roſe ; then northward 
My eye to gratulate my natal foil. turn d 
How have 1 chid, with froward eagerneſs, 
Each veering blaſt that from my hand withheld 
The well-known characters of ſome lov'd fricud, 
Tho' diſtant not unmindful ! Still 1 learn'd, 
Delighted, what each patriot plan devis'd - 
Of arts or glory, or diffuſive commerce. 
Nor wanted its endearment ev'ry tale 
Of lighteſt import. But, oh heavy change ! 
What noticeg come now ? Diſtracted ſcencs 
Of hielpleſs ſorrow, ſolemn ſad accounts; 
How fair Auguſta watch'd the weary night. 


Wept with his infant progeny around; 
How heav'd the orphan's and the widow's ſigh, 
That follow'd Frederic to the filent tomb ! 
For well was Fredericlov'd, and well deſerv'd- 

His voice was ever ſweet, and on his ſteps 
[ Atrended ever the alluring grace 
Of gentle lowlineſs and focial zeal. 

Him ſhall remember oft the labour'd hind, 
{ Relating to his mates each caſual act 
Ot courteous bounty. Him th' artiſicer, 
Plying the varied woof in ſullen ſadneſs, 
Tho' wont to carol many a ditty ſweet. 
Soon too the mariner, who many moons 
Has counted, beating till the foamy ſurge, 
And treads at laſt the with'd-for beach, ſhall ſtand 
Appall'd at the fad tale, and ſocm ſhall ſteal 


| Down his rough cheek th' involuntary tear. 


Be this our ſolace yet—all is not dead; 
The bright memorial lives: for his example 
Shall Hymen trim his torch, domeſtic praiſe 
Be countenanc'd, and virtue fairer ſhew. 

In age ſucceeding, when another George, 
To ratify ſome weighty ordinance 
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Tending the bed of Anguiſh; how great George 


0 


' Boox I. 


| You deign to interweave this humble ſong. : 


Permit me, with ſad muſings, that inſpire 


Thoſe hallow'd ſpires, whoſe gloomy vaults in- 
cloſe, 

Shrouded in ſleep, pale rows of ſceptred kings, 

Oft to his ſenſe the ſweet paternal voice 

And lang-remember'd features ſhall return; 

Then ſhall his generous breaſt be new inflam'd 

To acts of higheſt worth and higheſt fame. 

Theſe plaintive ſtrains, from Albion far away, 
] lonely meditate at even tide; FEET, 
Nor ſxill'd nor ſtudious of the raptur'd lay; 

But ſtill rememb'ring oft the magic ſounds, 
Well-meaſur'd to the chime of Dorian lute, 
Or paſt'ral ſtop, which erſt I lov'd to hear 
On Iſis' border'd mead, where dips by fits 
The ſtooping oſier in her haſty ſtream. 

Hail, Wolſey's ſpacious Dome ! hail, ever fam'd 
For faithful nurture, and truth's ſacred lore, - 
Much honour'd parent ! You my dutcous zeal 
Accept, if haply in thy laureat wreath 


$ 345. Death, EMILY. 


FHE feſtive roar of laughter, the warm glow 
Of briſk-eyed joy, and friendſhip's genial 
bowl, | 
Wit's ſeaſon'd converſe, and the liberal flow 
Of unſuſpicious youth, profule of ſoul, 


Delight not ever; from the boiſterous ſcene 


Of riot far, and Comus' wild uproar, 
From folly's crowd, whoſe vacant brow ſerene 
Was never knit to wiſdom's frowning lore, 
Permit me, ye time-hallow'd domes, ye piles 
Of rude magnificence, your ſolemn reſt, 
Amid your fretted vaults and length'ning aiſles 
Lonely to wander; no unholy gueſt 
That means to break, with ſacrilegious tread, 
The marble ſlumbers of your monumented dead. 


Unlabour'd numbers apt, your ſilence drear 

Blameleſs to wake, and with the Orphean lyre, 
Fitly attemper'd, footh the mercileſs ear 

Of Hades, and ftern death, whoſe iron ſway 
Great nature owns thro' all her wide domain; 

All that with oary fin cleave their ſmooth wa 
Through the green boſom of the ſpawny main; 

And thoſe that to the ſtreaming æther ſpread, 
In many a wheeling glide, their feathery fail ; 

And thofe that creep; and thoſe that ſtatelier tread, 
That roam o'er foreſt, hill, or browſy dale; 

The victims each of ruthleſs fate muſt fall ; 

Een God's own image, man, high paramount 

'Of all. © 

And ye, the young, the giddy, and the gay, 
That ſtartle from the fleepful lid of light 

The curtain'd reſt, and with the diſſonant bray 
Of Bacchus, and loud jollity, affright 

Yon radiant goddeſs, that now ſhoots among 
Theſe many-window'd aifles her glimmering 

beam; 1 
Know, that or ere its ſtarr'd career along 


Thrice ſhall have roll'd her Glver-wheeled team, 
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Of Britain's peers conven'd, ſhall paſs beſide | 


Some parent breaft may heave the anſwering ſigh 
To the flow pauſes of the funeral knoll ; 


| E'en now black Atropos, with ſcowling eye, 


Roars in the laugh; and revels o'er the bowl; 
E'en now in roſy-crowned pleaſure's wreath” 


Entwines in adder folds all- unſuſpected Death. 


Know, on the ſtealing wing of time ſhall flee 
Some few, ſome ſhort-liv'd years, and all is paſt ; 
A future bard theſe awful domes may ſee, - 
Muſe o'er the preſent age, as I the laſt z 
Who mouldering in the grave, yet once like you 
The various maze of life were ſeen to tread, 
Each bent their own peculiar to purſue, 
As cuſtom urg'd, or wilful nature led : 
Mix'd with the various crowd's inglorious clay, 
The nobler virtues undiſtinguiſh'd lie; 
No more to melt with beauty's heaven-born ray, 
No more to wet compaſſion's tearful eye, 
Catch from the poet raptures not their own, 
And feel the thrilling melody of ſweet renown. 


Where is the maſter-hand, whoſe ſemblant art 


Chiſel'd the marble into life, or caught 
From the gy week. portraiture to ſtart 
T he nerve that beat with ſoul, the brow that 
F thought ? A 
Cold are the fingers that in ſtone- fixt trance 
The mute attention riveting, to the lyre 
Struck language: dimm'd the poet's quick- eyed 
glance, 
All in wild raptures flaſhing heaven's own fire. 
Shrun is the ſinew'd energy, that ſtrung 
The warrior arm. Where fleeps the patriot 
breaſt - ; 


tongue | . | 
That lanc'd its lightning on the tow'ring creſt 


| Of ſceptred infolence, and overthrew 


= 


Giant Oppreflion, leagued with all her earth-bor 


crew? 


- 


{Theſe now are paſt; long, long, ye fleeting years, 


Purſue, with glory wing'd, your fated way, 
Ere from the womb of time unwelcome peers 

The dawn of that inevitable day, \ 
When wraptin ſhrouded clay their warmeſt friend 

The widow'd virtues ſhall again deploxe, 
When o'er his urn in pious grief ſhall bend 


His Britain, and bewail one patriot more; 


For ſoon muſt thou, too ſoon ! who ſpread'ſt abroad 


Thy beaming emanations unconfin'd, 


|| Doom'd like ſome better angel ſent of God 


To ſcatter bleſſings over humankind, 
Thou too muſt fall, O Pitt! to ſhine no more, 


And tread theſe dreadful paths a Faulkland trod 


before. 


Faſt to the driving winds the marſhall'd clouds 
Sweep diſcontinuous o'er th" ethereal plain 
Another ftill upon another crowds; | 


Thus paſſes Oer, thro' varied life's career, 
Man's fleeting age; the Seaſons, as they fly, 

Snatch from us in their courſe, year after year, 
Some ſweet connection, ſome endearing tie. 


Whilom that heav'd impaſſion'd ? where the 


All haſtening downward to their native main, 8 
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The parent, ever-honour'd, ever-dear, | 

Claiars from the filial breaft the pious ſigh; 

A brother's urn demands the kindred tear, 

And gentle forrows guſh from friendſhip's eye. 
To-day we frolic in the roſy bloom | 
Of jocund 4s ans morrow knells us to the 

tom. | 


Who knows hew ſoon in this ſepulchral ſpot 
Shall Heaven to me the drear abode aſſign ? 
How ſoon the paſt irrevocable lot 
Of theſe that reſt beneath me, ſhall be mine? 
Haply, when Zephyr to thy native bourn 
Shall waft thee o er the ſtorm'd Hibernian wave, 
Thy gentle breaſt, my Taviſtock, ſhall mourn 
o find me ſleeping in the ſenſeleſs grave. 
No more the ſocial leiſure to divide, 
In the ſweet intercourſe of ſoul and ſoul, 
Blithe, or of graver brow ; no more to chide 
The ling' ring years impatient as they roll, 
Till all thy cultur'd virtues ſhall diſplay, 
Full- bloſſom d, their bright honours to * gazing 
day. 
Ah, deareſt Youth ! theſe vows perhaps unheard 
The rude wind ſcatters o'er the billowy main; 
Theſe 3 at friendſhip's holy ſhrine preferr d 
May riſe to graſp their father's knees in vain. 
Soon, ſoon may — the ſad funereal plume 
With ſolemn horror o'er thy timeleſs hearſe, 
And ſurvive to grave upon thy tomb 
The mournful tribute of memorial verſe. 
That leave to Heaven's deciſion—be it thine, - 
Higher than yet a parent's wiſhes flew, 
To ſoar in bright pre-eminence, and ſhine 
With ſelf- earn d honours, eager to purſue. 
Where glory, with her clear unſullied rays, 
The well-born ſpirit lights to deeds of mightieſt 
praiſe. 
Twas ſhe thy godlike Ruſſel's boſom ſteel'd 
With confidence untam'd, in his laſt breath = 
Stern-ſ\miling. She, with calm compoſure, held 
The patriot axe of Sidney, edg'd-with death. 
Smit with the warmth of her impulſive flame, 
Wolf's gallant virtue flies to worlds afar, 
pores to pluck freſh wreaths of well-earn'd 
me 
From the grim frowning brow of laurel'd war. 
*T was the that, on the morn of direful birth, 
Bar d thy young boſom to the fatal blow, 
Lamented Armytage !—the bleeding yourh ! 
O bathe him in the pearly caves below, 
Ye Nereids! and ye Nymphs of Camus hoar, 
Weep—tfor ye oft have ſeen him on your haunted: 


ſhore. 


Better to die with glory, than recline 
On the ſoft lap of ignominious peace, 
Than yawn out the dull droning life ſupine 
In monkiſh apathy and gowned eaſe. 
Better employ'd in honour's bright career 
The leak diviſion on the dial's round, 
Than thrice to compaſs Saturn's live-long year. 
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Than tug with ſweating toil the ſlaviſh oar 

Of unredeem'd affliction, and ſuſtain 

The fev'rous rage of fierce diſeaſes ſore 
Unnumber'd, that in ſympathetic chain 
Hang ever thro' the thick circumfluous air, 

All from the drizzly verge of yonder Qar-girt 
ſphere. 


Thick in the many-beaten road of life 
A thouſand maladies are poſted round, 
With wretched man to wage eternal ſtrife 
Unſeen, like ambuſh'd Indians, till they wound. 
There the ſwoln hydrop ſtands, the wat'ry rheum, 
The northern ſcurvy, blotch with lep'rous ſcale; 
And moping ever in the cloiſter'd gloom 
Of learned floth, and bookiſh aſthma pale: 
And the ſhunn'd hag unſightly, that (ordain'd 
On Europe's ſons to wreak the faithleſs ſword 
Of Cortez, with the blood of millions ſtain'd) 
O'er dog- eyed luſt the tort ring ſcourge ab- 
horr'd | 
Shakes threat'ning, fince the while ſhe wing'd 
her flight _ 9 8 
From Amazon's broad wave, and Andes' ſnow. 
clad height. X 


Where the wan daughter of the yellow year, 
The chatt'ring ague chill; the writhing ſtone; 
And he of ghaſtly feature, on whoſe ear 
Unheeded croaks the death-bird's warning 
moan, - 
Maraſmus; knotty gout; and the dead life 
Of nerveleſs palſy ; there, on purpoſe fell 
Dark brooding, whets his interdicted knife 
Grim ſuicide, the damned fiend of hell. 
There too is the ſtunn'd apoplexy pight *, 
The bloated child of gorg'd intemperance fou! 
Seif-waſting melancholy, black as night Chou! 
Low'ring; and foaming fierce with hideous 
The dog hydrophoby; and near allicd 
Scar'd madneſs, with her moon- ſtruck eyeballs 
ſtaring wide, 
There, ſtretch'd one huge, beneath the rocky 
mine f, : 
With boiling ſulphur fraught, and ſmouldering 
He, the dread delegate of wrath divine, {| fires: 
Ere while that ſtood o'er Taio's hundred ſpitts 
Vindictive; thrice he wav'd th' earth-ſhakwg 
wand, 
Powerful as that the ſon of Amram bore, 
And thrice he rais'd, and thrice he check'd hi 
hand. 
He ſtruck— the rocking ground, with thun- 
derous roar, 
Vawn'd! Here from ſtreet to ſtreet hurrics, and 
there | 
Now runs, now ſtops, then ſhrieks and fours 
Staring diſtraction: many a palace fair | ami 
With millions ſinks ingulph'd, and pillars 
fane. - 
Old Occan's fartheſt waves confeſs the ſhock; 
Even Albion trembled conſcious on his ſtedfaft 


| Grown old in floth, the burthen of the ground 


® Placed. 


+ Alluding to the Earthquake at Liſbon, November 1, 1785. 


rock. 


Tua 


I. 


F, 


*K3 
tedfaft 


Tis 


The ſlimy Naiad of the Memphian flood 


Around him, like miniſtrant cherubs, throng 
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The meagre famine there, and drunk with blood 
Stern war; and the loath'd monſter whom of yore 


Engend ring, to the bright-hair'd Phoebus bore, 
Foul peſtilence, that on the wide-ſtretch'd wings 
Of commerce ſpeeds from Cairo's ſwarthy bay 
His weſtering flight, and thro' the fick air flings 
Spotted contagion ; at his heels diſmay 
And deſolation urge their fire-wheel'd yoke 
Terrible ; as long of old, when from the height 
Of Paran came unwreath'd the mightieſt, ſhook 
Earth's firm fixt baſe tottering; thro' the black 
night [abroad 
Glanc'd the flaſh'd lightnings : heaven's rent roof 
Thunder'd; and univerſal nature felt its God, 
Who on that ſcene of terror, on that hour 
Of rouſed indignation, ſhall withſtand 
Th' Almighty, when he meditates to ſhow'r 
The burſting vengeance o'er a guilty land? 
Canſt thou, ſecure in reaſo!.'s vaunted pride, gore 
Tongue-doughty miſcreant, who but now didſt 
With more than Hebrew rage the innocent fide 
Of agonizing mercy, bleeding fore— 
Canſt thou confront, with ſtedfaſt eye unaw'd, 
The ſworded judgment ſtalking far and near? 
Well mayſt thou tremble, when an injur'd God 
Diſclaims thee—guilt is ever quick of fear 
Loud whirlwinds howl in zephyr's ſofteſt breath, 
And every glancing meteor glares imagin'd death. 
The good alone are fearleſs ; they alone, 
Firm and collected in their virtue, brave 
The wreck of worlds, and look unſhrinking down 
On the dread yawnings of the rav nous grave: 
Thrice happy who, the blameleſs road along 
Of honeſt praiſe, hath reach d the vale of death 


His better actions, to the parting breath 
Singing their bleſſed requiems; he the while 

Gently repoſing on ſome friendly breaſt, 
Breathes out his beniſons; then with a ſmile 

Of ſoft complacence lays him doven to reſt, 
Calm as the ſlumbering infant: from the goal 
Free and unbounded flies the diſembodied ſoul. 


Whether ſome delegated charge below, [claim ; 

Some much-lov'd friend its hovering care may 
Whether it heavenward foars, again to know 

That long-forgotten country whence it came; 
Conjecture ever, the misfeatur'd child 

Of lerter'd arrogance, delights to run 
Thro' ſpeculation's puzzling mazes wild, 

And all to end at laſt where it begun, 
Fain would we trace, with reaſon's erring clue, 

The darkſome paths of deſtiny aright ; 

In vain ; the raſk were eaſier to purſue _ 

The trackleſs wheelings of the ſwallow's flight. 
From mortal ken himfelf the Almighty ſhrouds, 
Pavilion'd in thick night and circumambient 

clouds. : 


2 


$ 246, On the Immortality of the Soul. S.JENYNS. 
Tranſlated from the Latin of If. H. Browne. 
| BOOK 1. 
. all inferior animals tis giv'n 


T'eSoy the ſtate al lotted them by Heav'n; 
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No vain reſearches e' er diſturb their reſt, 
No fears of dark futurity moleſt. 


Man, only Man, folicitous to know 


Phe ſprings whence Nature's operations flow, 

Plods thro' a dreary waſte with toil and pain, 

And reaſons, hopes, and thinks, and lives in vain 

For ſable Death ftill hovering o'er his head, 

Cuts ſhort his progreſs with his vital thread. 

Wherefore, ſince Nature errs not, do we find 

Theſe ſeeds of Science in the human mind, 

If no congenial fruits are predefign'd ? 

For what avails to man this pow'r to roam 

Thro' ages paſt, and ages yet to come, 

T* explore new worlds o'er all th' ethereal way, 

Chain'd to a ſpot, and living but a day? 

Since all muſt periſh in one common grave, 

Nor can theſe — laborious ſearches ſave, 

Were it not wiſer far, ſupinely laid, 

To ſport with Phillis in the noontide ſhade ? 

Or at thy jovial feſtivals appear, 5 

Great Bacchus, who alone the ſoul can clear 

From all that it has felt, and all that it can fear 
Come on then, let us feaſt; let Chloe ſing, 


And foft Nezra touch the trembling ſtring; 


Enjoy the preſent hour, nor ſeek to know 
What good or ill to-morrow may beſtow. 
But theſe delights ſoon pall upon the taſte ; 
Let's try then if more ſerious cannot laſt : 


Wealth let us heap on wealth, or fame purſue, 


Let pow'r and glory be our points in view; 

In courts, in camps, in ſenates let us live, 

Our levees crowded like the buzzing hive : 

Each weak attempt the ſame fad leſſon brings! 
las! what vanity in human things 


A friendly harbour for the reſtleſs mind ? | find 


| Who ſtill, you ſee, impatient to obtain 


Knowledge immenſe (ſo Nature's laws ordain), 
Ev'n now, tho' fetter'd in corporeal clay, 
Climbs ſtep by ſtep the proſpect to ſurvey, } 
And ſeeks unwearied Truth's eternal ray. 
No fleeting joys ſhe aſks which muſt depend 
On the frail ſenſes, and with them muſt end; 
Bur ſuch as ſuit her own immortal fame, 
Free from all change, eternally the ſame. 

Take courage then, theſe joys we ſhall attain. 
Almighty wiſdom never acts in vain: 
Nor cal the ſoul, on which it has beſtow'd 
Such pow'rs, e er periſh like an earthly clod ; 
But purg'd at length from foulcorruption's ſtain, 
Freed from her priſon and unbound her chain, 
She ſhall her native ſtrength and native | 

regain; 

To heav'n an old inhabitant return, 


petual urn. 
Whilſt life remains (if life it can be call'd 
T' exiſt in fleſhly bondage thus enthrall'd), 
Tir'd with the dal purſuit of worldly things, 


The ſoul ſcarce wakes, or opes her gladſome 


Vet ſtill the godlike exile in diſgrace [ wings, 


Retains ſome marks of her celeſtial race; 


Such various thoughts, or range them ſo for uſe ? 


94 | 


Elſe whence from mem'ry's ſtore can ſhe pes 


Can 


What mcans then ſhall we try? where to 


And draw nectareous ſtreams from truth's per- 
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Can matter theſe contain, diſpoſe, apply ? | | 


Can in her cell ſuch mighty treaſures lie 

Or can her nativeforce produce them tothe eye? 
Whence is this pow'r, this foundreſs of all arts, 

Serving, adorning life, thro' all its parts ; 

Which names impos d, by letters mark'd thoſe 

names, 

Adjuſted properly by legal claims, 

From woods and wilds collected rude mankind, 

And cities, laws, and governments defign'd ? 

What can this be, but ſome bright ray from heav'n, 

Some emanation from Omniſcience given? 
When now the rapid ſtream of eloquence 

Bears all before it, paſſion, reaſon, ſente, 

Can its dread thunder or its lightning's force 

Derive their eſſence from a mortal ſource ? 

What think you of the bard's enchanting art, 

Which, whether he attempts to warm the heart 

With fabled ſcenes, or charm the ear with rbyme, 

Breathes all pathetic, lovely, and ſublime ? 

Whilſt things on earth roll round from age to age, 

The fame dull farce repeated on the ſtage, 

The poet gives us a creation new, 

More pleaſing and more perfect than the true; 

The mind, who always to perfection haſtes, 

Perfection ſuch as here ſhe never taſtes, 

With gratitude accepts the kind deceit, 

And thence foreſees a ſyſtem more complete. 

Of thoſe what think you, who the circling race 

Of ſuns and their revolving planets trace, | 

And comets journeyingthro' unbounded ſpace? 

Say, can you doubt, but that th' all-ſearching ſoul, 

That now can traverſe heav'n from pole to pole, 

From thence deſcending viſits but this eart!:, 

And ſhall once more regain the regions of her 

birth? (known, 

Could ſhe thus act, unleſs ſome Power un- 

From matter quite diſtinct and all her own, 

Supported and impell d her? She approves 

Self- conſcious, and condemns ; ſhe hates and loves, 

Mourns and rejoices, hopes and is afraid, 

Without the body's unrequeſted aid : ? 

Her own internal ſtrengtli her reaſon guides; 


= this ſhe now compares things, now divides ; _ 
r 


uth's ſcatter'd fragments piece by piece collects, 
Re joins, and thenee her ediſice erects; 
Pie: arts on arts, effects to cauſes ties, 
And rears th' aſpiring fabric to the ſkies; 
From whence, as on a diſtant plain below, 
She ſees from cauſes conſequences flow, 
And the whole chain diſtinctly comprehends, 
Which from the Almightv's throne to earth de- 
And laſtly, turning inwardly her eyes, ¶ ſcends : 
Perceives how all her own ideas riſe; 
Contemplates what ſhe is, and whence ſhe came, 
And almoſt comprehends her own amazing frame. 
Can mere machines be with ſuch pow'rs endu'd, 
Or conſcious of thoſe pow'rs, ſuppoſe they cou'd ? 
For body is but a machine alone ; 
Mov'd by external force, and impulſe not its own, 

Rare not th' extenſion of the human mind 
By the plebeian ſtandard of mankind, 
But by the fize of thoſe gigantic few 
Whom Greece and Rome till offer to our view, 


3 ; 


As if to pleaſe the poor departee ſhade ;. 
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Or Britain, well-deſerving equal praiſe, 


| Parent of heroes too in better days. 


Why ſhould I try her numerous ſons to name, 
By verſe, law; eloquence conſign'd to fame; 
Or who have forc'd fair Science into fight, 
Long loft in darkneſs, and afraid of light? 

O'er all ſuperior, like the ſolar ray, 

cirſt Bacon vſher'd in the dawning day, 5 
And drove the miſts of ſophiſtry away; 


Pervaded nature with amazing force, 


Following experience ſtill throughout his courſe; 
And finiſhing at length his deſtin'd way, 


To Newton he bequeath'd the radiant lamp of day. 


Hluftrious ſouls ! if any tender cares 
Affect angelic breaſts for Man's affairs; 
If, in your preſent happy heav'nly tate, 
You 're not regardleſs quite of Britain's fate, 
Let this degenerate land again be bleſt 
With that true vigour which ſhe once poſſeſs'd; 
Compel us to unfold our flumb'ring eyes, 
And to our ancient dignity to riſe. b 
Such wondrous powꝰ rs as theſe muſt ſure be giv'n 
For moſt important purpoſes by Heav'n; 
Who bids theſe ſtars as bright examples ſhine, 
Beſprinkled thinly by the hand divine, 
To form to virtue each degenerate time, 
And point out to the foul its origin ſublime. 
T hat there 's a ſelf which after death ſhall live, 
All are concern'd about, and all believe ; 
That ſomething 's ours, when we from life depart, 
This all conceive, all feel it at rhe heart ; 
The wile of learn'd antiquity proclaim 
This truth, the public voice declares the ſame ; 
No land fo rude but looks beyond the tomb 
For future proſpects in a world to come. 
Hence, without hopes to be in life repaid, 
We plant flow oaks poſterity to ſhade ; 
And hence vaſt pyramids aſpiring high 
Lift their proud heads aloft, and rime defy. 
Hence is our love of fame; a love ſo ftrong, 
We think no dangers great, or labours long, 
By which we hope our beings to extend, 
And to remoteſt times in glory to deſcend. 

For fame the wretch beneath the gallows lies 
Diſowning ev'ry crime for which he dies; 
Of life profuſe, tenacious of a name, 
Fearleſs of death, and yet afraid of ſhame. 
Nature has wore into the human mind 
This anxious care for names we leave behind, 
T' extend our narrow views beyond the tomb, 
Ard =_ an earneſt of a life to come 
For if when dead we are but duſt or clay, 
Why think of what poſterity ſhall ſay ? 
Her praiſe or cenſure cannot us concern, 
Nor ever penetrate the filent urn. 

What mean the nodding plumes, the fun'ral 

train, | | 

And marble monument that ſpeaks in vain, 
With all thoſe cares which ev ry nation pays 
To their unfeeling dead in diffrent ways ! 
Some 1 the flower-ftrewn grave the corple have 
f aid, 
And annual obſequies around it paid, f 
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Others on blazing piles the body burn, 

And ſtore their aſhes in the faithful urn; 

But all in one great principle agree, 

To give a fancy'd immortality. 

Why ſhould I mention thoſo, whoſe ouzy. ſoil 

Is render'd fertile by the o'erflowing Nile ? 
Their dead they bury not, nor burn with fires, 
No graves they dig, erect no fun'ral pires ; 

But, waſhing firſt th' embowel'd body clean, 
(ums, ſpice, and melted pitch they pour within; 
Then with ſtrong fillers bind it round and round, 
To make each flaccid part compact and found ; 
And laftly paint the varniſh'd ſurface o'er 
With the ſame features which in life it wore : 
So ſtrong their preſage of a future ſtate, 

And that ovr nobler part ſurvives the body's fate. 
Nations behold, remote from Reaſon's beams, 
Where Indian Ganges rolls his ſandy ſtreams, 
Of life impatient ruſh into the fire, 

And willing victims to their gods expire 
Perſuaded the loos'd foul to regions flies, 

Bleft with eternal ſpring, and cloudleſs ſkies. 

Nor is leſs fam'd the oriental wife 
For ſtedfaſt virtue, and contempt of life: 

Theſe heroines mourn not with loud female cries 
Their huſbands loſt, or with o'erflowing eyes ; 
Bur, ftrange to tell! their funeral piles aſcend, 
And in the ſame ſad flames their ſorrows end; 
In hopes with them beneath rhe ſhades to rove, 
And there renew their interrupted love. 

In climes where Boreas breathes eternal cold, 
See num'rous nations; warlike, fierce, and bold, 
To battle all unanimouſly run, 

Nor fire, nor ſword, nor inſtant death they ſhun. 
Whence this diſdain of life in ev'ry breaſt, 

But from a notion on their minds impreſt, ſ 
That all who for their country die, are bleſt ? 
Add too to theſe the once-prevailing dreams 
Of ſweet Elyſian groves, and Stygian ſtreams ; 
All ſhew with what conſent mankind agree 

In the firm hope of immortality. 

Grant theſe inventions of the crafty prieſt, 

Yer ſich inventions never could ſubſiſt, 

Unleſs ſome glimmerings of a future ſtate 
Were with the mind cozval, and innate 

For ev'ry fiction which can long perſuade, 

In truth muſt have its firſt foundations laid. 

Becauſe ve are unable to conceive 
How unembody'd fouls can act, and live, 

The vulgar give them forms, and limbs, and faces, 
And habitations in peculiar places: | 
Hence reas'ners more refin'd, but not more wiſe, 
Struck with the glare of ſuch abſurdities, 

Their whole exiſtence fabulous ſuſpect, 

And truth and falſehood in a lump reject; 

Too indolent to learn what may be known, 


Or elſe too proud that ignorance to own. 


For hard 's the taſk the daubing to pervade 
Folly and Fraud on Truth's fair form have laid: 
Vet let that taſk be ours ; for great the prize; 
Nor let us Truth's celeſtial charms deſpiſe, 5 
Becauſe that prieſts or poets may diſguiſe. 
That there's a God, from Nature's voice is clear; 
And yet what errors to this truth adhere ! 


| es governs all the bodily machine; 
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How have the fears and follies of mankind 
Now multiply'd their gods, and now ſubjoin d } 
To each the frailties of the human mind! 


| Nay, ſuperſtition ſpread at length ſo wide, 


Beaſts, birds, and onions too were deify'd. 

Th' Athenian ſage, revolving in his mind 
This weakneſs, blindneſs, madneſs of mankind, 
Foretold, that in maturer days, tho' late, 2 
When Time ſhould ripen the decrees-of Fate, 
Some God would light us, like the ring day, 
Thro? error's maze, and chaſe theſe clouds away. 
Long fince has time fulfill d this great decree, 
And brought us aid from this Divinity. 

Well worth our ſearch diſcoveries may be made 
By Nature, void of this celeſtial aid: 

Let 's try what her conjectures then can reach, 


Nor ſcorn plain Reaſon, when the deigns to tcach. 


That mind and body often ſympathize, 

Is plain; ſuch is this union Nature ties: 

But then as often too they diſagree, 

Which proves the ſoul's ſuperior progeny. 

Sometimes the body in full ſtrength we and, 

Whilſt various ails debilitate the mind; 

At others, whilſt the mind its force retains, 

The body ſinks with ficknels and with pains: 

Now did one common fate their beings end, 

Alike they d ſicken, and alike they d mend. 

But ſure experience, on the ſlighteſt view, 

Shews us, that the reverſe of this is true; 

For when the body oft expiring lies, 

Its limbs quite ſenſeleſs, and half clos'd its eyes, 

The mind new force and eloquence acquires, 

And with prophetic voice the dying lips inſpires. 
Of like materials were they both compos d, 

How comes it that the mind, when fleep has clos'd 

Each avenue of ſenſe, expatiates wide, 

Her liberty reſtor'd, her bonds unty d; 

And like ſome bird who from its priſon flies, 

Claps her exulting wings, and mounts the ſkies ? 
Grant that corporeal is the human mind, 

It muſt have parts in inſinitum join d; | 

And each of theſe muſt will, perceive, deſign, 

And draw confus dly in a diff'rent line; 

Which then can claim dominion o' er the reſt, 

Or ſtamp the ruling paſſion in the breaſt? 
Perhaps the mind is form'd by various arts 

Of modelling and figuring theſe parts; 

Juſt as if circles wiſer were than ſquares : 

But ſurely common ſenſe aloud declares 

That ſite and figure are as foreign quite 

From mental pow'rs, as colours black or white. 
Allow that motion is the cauſe of thought, 


[With what ſtrange pow'rs muſt motion then be 


fraught ! 


From the wheel's rapid whirl, or pulley's force; 
Tops whipp'd by ſchool-boys ſages muſt _ 


mence 
Their hoops, like them, be cudgel'd into ſenſe, 
And boiling pots o'erflow with eloquence. 


| Whence can this very motion take its birth > * 


Not ſure from matter, from dull clods of earth; 
But from a living ſpirit lodg'd within, 


Juſt 


Reaſon, ſenſe, ſcience, muſt derive their ſource £ 


— 
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Juſt as th Almighty Univerſal Soul 
Informs, directs, and animares the whole. 

Ceaſe then to wonder how th' immortal mind 
Can live, when from the body quite disjoin'd ; 
But rather wonder, if ſhe e er could die, 

So fram d, fo faſhion'd for eternity: 

Self- mov d, not form d of parts together ty d, 

Which time can diſſipate, and force divide; 

For beings of this make can never die, 5 

Whoſe pow'rs within themſelves and their own 
ellence Be. 

If to conceive how any thing can be 
From ſhape extracted and locality | 
Is hard; What think you of the Deity ? 

His Being not the leaſt relation bears, 

As far as to the human mind appears, 

To ſhape or ſize, ſimilitude or place, | 
Clath'd in no form, and bounded by no ſpace. 
Such then is God, a Spirit pure, refin'd 


From all material droſs; and ſuch the human 

mind. | 

For in what part of eſſence can we ſee 

More certain marks of Immortality ? 

She looks abroad, and prunes herſelf for flight; 

Like an unwilling inmate longs to roam 

From this dull earth, and ſeek her native home. 
Go then, forgetful of its toil and ſtrife, 

Like forme poor fly, who lives but for a day, 

Sip the freſh dews, and in the ſunſhine play, | 

And into nothing then diſſolve away. 

Are theſe our great purſuits ? 1s this to live ? 

we ? 

How much more worthy envy is their fate, 

Who ſearch for truth in a ſuperior ſtate ! 

Not groping ſtep by ſtep, as we purſue, 

But with one great and inftantaneous view. } 
But how can ſenſe remain, perhaps you Il ſay, 

Corporeal organs if we take away? 

Since it from them proceeds, and with them 

Why not? or why may not the foul receive 

New organs, ſinct ev'n art can theſe retrieve ? 

The filver trumpet aids th' obſtructed ear, 

And optic glafſes the dim eye can clear; 

And lift him far above his native ſtate ; 2 

Call down revolving planets from the ſky, 

Earth's ſecret treaſures open to his eye, 

The whole minute creation make his own, 
How could rhe mind, did ſhe alone depend 

On ſenſe, the errors of thoſe ſenſes mend? 

Yet oft, we ſee, thoſe ſenſes ſhe corrects, 

And oft their information quite rejects. 

Our reaſon judges better than our eyes. 

Declares not this the ſoul's pre-eminence 

Superior to, and quite diftinft from ſenſe? 

For ſure 'tis likely, that, ſince now ſo high 
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Loos'd and mature ſhe ſhall her ſtrength diſplay, 

And ſear at length to Truth's refulgent ray. 
Inquire you how theſe powers we ſhall attain, 

'Tis not for us to know; our fearch is vain ; 

Can any now remember or relate 

How he exiſted in the embryo ſtate ? 

Or one from birth inſenſible of day 

Conceive ideas of the ſolar ray? 

That light 's deny d to him, which others ſee, 
He knows, perhaps you Il fay,—and fo do we. 
The mind contemplative finds nothing here 

On earth that 's worthy of a wiſh or fear : 
He whoſe ſublime purſuit 1s God and truth, 
Burns, like ſome abſent and impatient youth, 


To join the object of his warm deſires; 


Thence to ſequeſter'd ſhades and ſtreams retires, 
And there delights his paſſion to rehearſe 
In Wiſdom's ſacred voice, or in harmonious verſe. 
To me moſt happy therefore he appears, 
Who having once, unmov'd by hopes or fears, 
Survey'd this ſun, earth, ocean, clouds, and flame, 
Well ſatisfy d returns from whence he came. 
Is life an hundred years, or e er ſo few, 
Tis repetition all, and nothing new; 
A fair, where thouſands meet, but none can ſtay; 
An inn, where travellers bait, then poſt away; 
A ſea, where man perpetually is toſt, 
Now plung'd in buſineſs, now in trifles loſt: 
Who leave it firſt, the peaceful port firſt gain; 
Hold then! nor farther launch into the main: 
Contract your fails; life nothing can beſtow 
By long continuance, but continued woe 
The wretched F daily to deplore 
The fun rals of our friends, who go before; 
Diſeaſes, pains, anxieties, and cares, 
And age RA with a thouſand ſnares. 
But whither, hurry'd by a gen'rous ſcorn 
Of this vain world, ah whither am I borne ? 
Let's not unbid th* Almighty's ſtandard quit; 
Howe er ſevere our poſt, we muſt ſubmit, 
Could I a firm perſuaſion once attain, 
That after death no being would remain ; 
To thoſe dark ſhades Id willingly defcend, 
Where all muſt ſleep, this drama at an end, 
Nor life accept, aitho' renew'd by Fate | 
Ev'n from its carlieſt and its happieſt ſtate. 
Might I from Fortune's bountcous hand receive 
Each boon, each bleſſing in her pow'r to give, 
Genius and ſcience, morals and good ſenſe, 
Unenvy'd honours, wit, and eloquence ; 
A num'rous offspring to the world well known 
Both for paternal virtues, and their own ; 
Ev'n at this mighty price Id not be bound 
To tread the ſame dull circle round and round; 
The ſoul requires enjoyments more ſublime, 
By ſpace unbounded, undeftroy'd by time. 
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Gop then thro' all creation gives, we find, 
Sufficient marks of an indulgent mind, | 
Excepting in ourſelves ; ourlelves of all 
His works the chief on this terreſtrial ball, 
His own bright image, who alone unbleſt 


Feel ills perpetual, happy all the reſt, 


Ev'n from this dark confinement with delight 

Purſue the joys of this fallacious life ; 

Theſe all the hopes this much-lov'd world can 

And following Reaſon's much entangled clue, 
muſt decay. 

Theſe in mankind new faculties create, 

With all the wonders of a world unkgown. 

In diſtances of things, their ſhapes, and ſize, | 

Clegg d _ unfledg d ſhe 22res her wings to wy 


But 
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With ſuch injuſtice, ſuch partiality. 
Yet true it is, ſucvey we life around, 
Whole hoſts of ills on ev'ry fide are found; 
Who wound not here and there by chance a foe, 
But at the ſpecies meditate the blow. 
What millions periſh by each other's hands 
In War's fierce rage ! or by the dread commands 
Of tyrants languiſh out their lives in chains, 
Or loſe them in variety of pains ! 
What numbers pinch'd by want and hunger die, 
In ſpite of Nature's liberatity ! | 
( Thoſe, ftill more num'rous, I to name diſdain, 
By lewdnels and intemperaace juſtly ſlain) 
What numbers guiltlefs of their own diſeaſe 
Are ſnatch'd by ſudden death, or waſte by flow 
| degrees | 
Where then is Virtue's well-deſerv'd reward? 
Let's pay to Virtue ev'ry due regard; 
That ſhe enables man, let us confeſs, : 
To bear thoſe evils which ſhe can it redreſs, 
Gives hope and conſcious peace, and can aſſuage 
Th' impetuous tempeſts both of luſt and rage; 
Yet ſhe 's a guard ſo far from being ſure, 
That oft her friends peculiar ills endure : 
Where vice prevails ſevereſt is their fate, 
Tyrants purſue them with a three-fold hate: 
How many ſtruggling in their country's cauſe, . 
And from their country meriting applauſe, 
Have fall'n by wretches foud to be enſlav d, 
And periſh'd by the hands themſelves had fſav'd! 
Soon as ſuperior worth appears in view, 
See knaves and fools united to purſue ! 
The man ſo form'd they all conſpire to blame, 
And envy's pois*nous tooth attacks his fame: 
Should he at length, ſo truly good and great, 
'Prevail, and rule with honeſt views the ſtate, 
Then muſt he toil for an ungrateful race, 
Submit to clamour, libels, and diſgrace, 
Threaten'd, oppos'd, defeated in his ends, 
By foes ſeditious, and aſpiring friends. 
Hear this, and tremble ! all who would be great, 


{ decree 


Let know aot what attends that dang'rous wretched | 


ſtate. 

Is private life from all theſe evils free? 
Vice of all kinds, rage, envy there we ſee, 
Deceit, that Friendſhip's maſk inſidious wears, 
Quarrels, and feuds, and law's entangling ſnares. 

But there are plcaſures ſtill in human life, 
Domeſtic caſe, a tender loving wife, | 
Children whoſe dawning ſmiles your heart engage, 
The grace and comfort of ſoft-ſtealing age : 
If happineſs exiſts, tis ſurely here; 

But are theſe joys exempt from care and fear? 
Need I the mileries of that ſtate declare, | 
Wen diff'rent paſſions draw the wedded pair? 

Or ſay how hard thoſe paiſions to diſcern, - 
Ere - die 's caſt, and tis too late to learn ? 
Who can inſure, that what is right, and good, 
Theſe children ſhall purſue ? or if they ſhould, 
Death comes when leaſt you fear fo black a day, 
And all your blooming hopes are ſnatch'd away. 


Lord Somers, + Duke of 
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But hold, preſumpruous | charge not Heav'n's | 


We ſay not that theſe ills from Virtue flow; 
Did her wiſe precepts rule the world, we know 
The golden ages would again begin z 
But 'tis our lot in this to ſuffer, and to fin. 

Obſerving this, ſome ſages have decreed, 
That all things from two cauſes muſt proceed; 
Two principles with equal pow'r endu'd, 

This wholly evil, that ſupremely good. 


— 


1 


| From this ariſe the miſeries we endure, 


Whilſt that adminiſters a friendly cure; 
Hence life is chequer'd ſtill with bliſs and woe, 
Hence tares with golden crops promiſcuous grows 
And pois nous ſerpents make their dread repoſe ' 
Beneath the covert of the fragrant roſe, 
Can ſuch a ſyſtem ſatisfy the mind? 
Are both theſe Gods in equal pow'r conjein'd, 
Or one ſuperior ? Equal it you ſay, 
Chaos returns, ſince neither will obey: 
Is one ſuperior ? good or ill muſt reign, 
Eternal joy or everlaſting pain: 
Whiche er is conquer d muſt entirely yield, 
And the victorious God enjoy the field: 
Hence with theſe fictions of the Magi's brain! 
Hence cuzy Nile, with all her monſtrous train 
Or comes the Stoic nearer to the right? 
He holds, that whatſoever yields delight, 
Wealth, fame, exteruals all, are uſeleſs things; 
Himſelf half-ſtarving happier far than kings. 
Tis fine indeed to be ſo wondrous wile ! 
By the ſame reaſoning too he pain denies z 
Roaſt him, gr flay him, break him on the wheel, 
Retract he will not, tho' he can 't but feel: 
Pain 's not an ill, he utters with a groan z 
| What then? An inconvenience tis, he 'H own : 
What vigour, health, and beauty? are theſe good2 
No; they may be accepted, not purſued: | 
Abſurd to ſquabble thus about a name, {| ſame. 
| Quibbling with diff rent words that mean the 
{ Stoic, were you not fram'd of fleſh and blood, 
{| You might be bleſt without external good; 
| But know, be ſeif-ſufficient as you can, | 
You are not ſpirit quite, but frail and mortal man. 
Bur ſince theſe | ney ſo abſurdly wiſe, 
| Vainly pretend enjoyments to deſpiſe, 
| Becauſe externals, and in Fortunes pow'r, 
Now mine, now thine, the bleſſings of an hour; 
Why value, then, that ſtrength of mind they boaſt, 
As often varying, and as quickly loſt ? 
| A head-ach hurts it, or a rainy day, | 
And a flow fever wipes it quite away. [hand 
See one whoſe councils, one + whole conqu'ring 
Once ſav'd Britannia's almoſt ſinking land, 
| Examples of the mind's extenſive pow'r ; 
Examples too how quickly fades that flow'r. 
Him let meadd, whom late we ſaw excel 
t In each politer kind of writing well z 
Whether he ſtrove our follies to expole 
In eaſy verſe, or droll and hum'rous proſe 
Tew years, alas ! compel his throne to quit 
Chis mighty monarch o'er the realms of wit : 
dee ſelf-turviving he 's an idiot grown! 
A melancholy proof our parts are not our own. 


t Dean Swiſt, 
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Thy tenets, Stoic, yet we may forgive, 
If in a future ſtare we ceaſe to live. 
For here the virtuous ſuffer much, tis plain; 
If pain is evil, this muſt God arraign ; 
And on this principle confeſs we muſt, 
Pain can no evil be, or God muſt be unjuſt. 
Blind man ! whoſe reaſon ſuch ſtrait bounds 
confine, 
That ere it touches Truth's extremeſt line, | 
It ſtops amaz'd, and quits the great deſign. 
Own you not, Stoic, God is juſt and true ? 
Dare to ; ſecure this path purſue : 
Till ſoon conduct vou far beyond the tomb, 
To future juſtice, and a life to come. 
- This path, you ſay, is hid in endleſs night; 
"Tis felf-conceit x as obſtructs your fight ; 
You ſtop ere half your defiin'd courſe is run, 
And triumph when the conqueſt is not won: 
By this the Sophiſts were of old miſled; \ bred ! 
Ser what a monſtrous race from one miſtake is 
Hear then my argument :—Confeſs we muſt, 
A God there is, ſupremely wiſe and juſt : 
If fo, however things affect our fight, 
As fings our bard, whatever 7s, is right. 
But is it right, what here ſo oft appears, | 
That Vice ſhould triumph, Virtue fink in tears ? 
The inference then that cloſes this debate, 
Is, that there muſt exiſt a future ſtate. 
The wiſe, extending their enquiries wide, 
See how both ſtates are by connection ty'd; 
Fools view but part, and not the whole ſurvey, 
So crowd exiftence all into a day. 
Hence are they led to hope, but hope in vain, 
That Juftice never will reſume her reign ; 
On this vain hope adulterers, thieves rely, 
And to this altar vile aſſaſſins fly. 
But rules not God by general 8 divine? 
Man's vice or virtue change not the deſign:- 
What laws are theſe ? Inftrutt us if you can ;— 
There 's one defign'd for brutes, and one for man: 
Another guides inactive matter's courſe, 
Attracting, and attracted by its force: 
Hence mutual gravity ſubſiſts between 
Far diſtant worlds, and ties the vaſt machine. 
The laws of life, why need I call to mind, 
d by birds and beaſts of ev'ry kind; 
By all the fandy deſert's ſavage brood, 
And all the num'rous offspring of the flood ? 
Of theſe, none uncontroul d and lawleſs rove, 
to ſome deftin'd end ſpontaneous move; 
Led by that inſtinct Heav n itſelf inſpires, 
Or ſo much reaſon as their ſtate requires: 
Sce all with {kill acquire their daily food, 
All uſe thoſe arms, which nature has beſtow'd; 
Produce their tender progeny, and fced 
With care parental, whilft that care they nced ; 
In theſe lov'd offices completely bleſt, | 
No hopes beyond them, nor vain fears moleſt. 
Man o'er a wider field extends his views; 
God thro' the wonders of his works purſues ; 
Exploring thence his-attributes, and laws, 
- Adores, — imitates th Eternal Cauſe; 


For ſure in nothing we approach fo nigh 
The great — of Divinity, 
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Its mighty orb embraces firſt his friends, 


: 


The progeny of Vice, thy fabric 


{But to the meaneſt animal deſcends. 
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As in benevolence : the patriot's ſoul 
Knows not ſelf-centred for itſelf to roll, 
But warms, enlightens, animates the whole : 


} 
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His country next, then man ; nor here itends, 


Wiſe Nature has this ſocial law confirm'd 
By forming man fo helplefs, and unarm'd ; 
His want of others“ aid, and pow'r of ſpecch 
IJ implore that aid, this leſſon daily teach: 
Mankind with other animals compare, 
Single, how weak and impotent they are ! 
But view them in their complicated ſtate, 
Their pow'rs how wondrous, and their ſtrength 
how great, 


When ſocial virtue individuals joins, 


And in one ſolid maſs, like gravity, combines ! 
This then 's the firſt great law by Nature giv'n, 
Stamp'd on our fouls, and ratify'd by Heav'n ; 
All from utility this law approve, 
As ev'ry private bliſs muſt ſpring from ſocial love. 
Why deviate then ſo many from this law? 
See paſſions, cuſtom, vice and folly draw 
Survey the rolling globe from Eaft to Weſt, 
How few, alas! how very few are bleſt! 
Beneath the frozen Poles, and burning Line, 


| What poverty and indolence combine 


To cloud with Error's miſts the human mind! 
No trace of man, Þut in the form we find. 

And are we free from error and diftrefs, | bleſs ? 
Whom Heav'n with clearer light has pleas'd to 
Whom true Religion leads ? (for ſhe but leads 
By ſoft perſuaſion, not by force proceeds ; ) 
Behold how we avoid this radiant fun, | 
This proffer'd guide how obſtinately ſhun, | 
And after Sophiſtry's vain ſyſtems run! 

For theſe as for eſſentials we engage | 

In wars and maſſacres with holy rage 
Brothers by brothers' impious hands are ſlain, 
Miſtaken Zeal, how ſavage is thy reign ! 

Unpunith'd vices here 10 much abound, 

All right and wrong, all order they confound; 
Theſe are the giants who the gods defy, 
And mountains heap on mountains to the ſky : | 
Sees this th' Almighty Judge, or ſeeing ſpares, 
And deems the crimes of Man beneath his cares? 
He ſees; and will at laſt rewards beſtow, 
And puniſhments, not leſs aſſur d for being flow. 

Nor doubt I, tho” this ſtate confus'd appears, 
That ev'n in this God ſometimes interferes : 
Sometimes, left man ſhould quite his pow'r diſown, 
He makes that pow'r to trembling nations known : 
But rarely this; not for each vulgar end, 

As Superſtition's idle tales pretend, 

Who thinks all foes to God who are her own, 
Directs his thunder, and uſurps his throne. 
Nor know I not how much a conſcious mind 


{ Avails to puniſh, or reward mankind ; 
Evin in this life thou, impious wretch, muſt feel 
The Fury's ſcourges, and th' infernal wheel 


From man's tribunal tho” thou hop'ſt to run, 
Thyſelf thou canft not, nor thy conſcience ſhim : 
What muſt thou ſuffer when each dire diſcaſe, 
ſeize | 
Conſumption, 
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Conſumption, fever, and the racking pain 

Of ſpaſms, and gout, and ſtone, a frightful train 

When life new tortures can alone ſupply, 

Life thy ſole hope thou lt hate, yet dread to die. 
Should ſuch a wretch to num'rous years arrive, 

It can be little worth his while to live: 

No honours, no regards his age attend, 

Companions fly; he ne'er could have a friend: 

His flatterers leave him, and with wild affright 

He looks within, and ſhudders at the ſight: 

When threat'ning Death uplifts his pointed dart, 

With what impatience he applies to art. 

Life to proloyg amidſt diſeaſe and pains! 

Why this, if after it no ſenſe remains? 

Why ſhould he chooſe theſe miſeries to endure, 

If Death could grant an everlaſting cure? 
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Nor fear that he who fits ſo looſe to life, 


And ſcorning wealth, contented to be mean, 
Shrink from the duties of this buſtling ſcene z 
Or, when his country's ſafety —— —— aid, 
Avoid the fight, il Fate and afraid: | 
Who ſcorns life moſt muſt ſurely be moſt brave, 
And he who pow'r contemns, be leaſt a flave : 
Virtue will lead him to Ambition's ends, 


Who thus purſues a poſthumous reward; 
His foul, you cry, 1s uncorrupt and great, 
Who, quite uninfluenc'd by a future ſtate, 
Embraces Virtue trom a nobler ſenſe 

Of her abſtracted, native excellence, 


"Tis plain there's ſomething whiſpers in his ear, | From the ſelf-conſcious joy her eſſence bri 


(Tho! fain he 'd hide it) he has much to fear. 
See the reverſe + how happy thoſe we find, 
Who know by merit to engage-mankind ! 
Prais'd by each tongue, by ev'ry heart belov'd, 
For virtues practis d, and for arts improv'd; 
Their eaſy aſpects ſhine with ſmile ſerene, 
And all is peace and happineſs within : 
Their ſleep is ne'er diſturb'd by fears or ſtrife, 
Nor luſt, nor wine, impair the ſprings of life. 
Him fortune cannot fink, nor much elate, 
Whoſe views extend beygnd this mortal ſtate ; 
By age when ſummon'd to refign his breath, 
Calm, and ſerene, he fees approaching death, 
As the ſafe port, the peaceful filent ſhore, 
Where he may reſt, life's tedious voyage o'er : 
He, and he only, is of death afraid, 
Whom his own conſcience has a coward made ; 
Whilſt he who Virtue's radiant courſe has run, 
Deſcends like a ſerenely- ſetting ſun, 


The beauty, fitneſs, harmony of things. 

t may be ſo: yet he deſerves applauſe, | 

Who follows where inſtructive Nature draws ; 

Aims at rewards by her indulgence giv'n, 

And ſoars triumphant on her wings to heav'n. 
Say what this venal virtuous man purſues ; 

No mean rewards, no mercenary views; 

| Not wealth uſurious, or a num'rous train, 

Not fame by fraud acquir'd, or title vain ! 

He follows but where Nature points the road, 

Riſing in virtue's ſchool, till he aſcends to God. 
But we, th” inglorious common herd of Man, 

Sail without compaſs, toil without a plan; 

In Fortune's varying ſtorms for ever toſt, 

Shadows purſue, that in purſuit are loſt; 

Mere infants all till life's extremeſt day, 

Scrambling for toys, then toſſing them away. 

| Who reſts of Immortality aſſur d 

Is ſafe, whatever ills are here endur'd : 


His thoughts triumphant Heav'n alone employs, | He hopes not vainly in a world like this, 


And hope anticipates his future joys. 
So good, fo bleſt th' illuſtrious ® Hough we find, 


, Whoſe image dwells with pleaſure on my mind, 


The Mitre's glory, Freedom's conſtant friend, 
In times which atk'd a champion to defend; 
Who after ncar an hundred virtuous vears, 
His ſenſes perfect, free from pains and fears, 
Replete with life, with honours, and with age, 
Like an applauded actor left the ſtage; 
Or like ſome victor in th' Olympic games, 
Who, having run his courſe, the crown of Glory 
claims. | 

From this juſt contraſt plainly it appears, 
How conſcience can inſpire both hopes and fears : 
But whence proceed theſe hopes, or whence this 

| dread, 

If nothing really can affect the dead 
See all things join to promiſe, and preſage 
The ſure arrival of a future age 0 
Whate'er their lot is here, the good and wiſe 
Nor doat on life, nor peeviſhly deſpiſe. 
An honeſt man, when Fortune's ſtorms begin, 
Has confolation always ſure within; 
And if ſhe ſends a more propitious gale, 
He 's pleas'd, but not — it may fail. 


To meet with pure vninterrupted bliſs; 

For good and ill, in this imperfect ſtate, 

Are ever mix'd by the decrees of fate. 

With Wiſdom's richeſt harveſt Folly grows, 
And baleful hemlock mingles with the roſe ; 
All things are blended, changeable, and vain, 
No hope, no wiſh we perfectly obtain; 

God may perhaps (might human Reaſon's line 
Pretend to fathom infinite deſign ) 
Have thus ordain'd things, that the reſtleſs mind 
No happineſs complete on earth may find; 

| And, by this friendly chaſtiſement made wile, 
To heav'n her ſafeſt beſt retreat may riſe. 

Come then, ſince now in ſafety we have paſs'd 
Thro' Error's rocks, and ſee the port at laſt ; 
Let us review and recollect the whole. 

Thus ſtands wy argument.——The thinking ſoul 
Cannot terreſtrial or material be, 

But claims by Nature Immortality; 

God, who created it, can make it end, 

We queſtion not, but cannot apprehend 

He will; becauſe it is by him endued 

With ſtrong ideas of all perfect Good; 

With wondrous pow'rs to know and calculate 


: Things deo remote from this our earthly ſtate; 
* Biſhop of Worceſter, 


Should too much ſhun its labours, and its ftrife ; 


And prompt him to defend his country and his 
But ſtill his merit you cannot regard, ¶ friends. 


Win 
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With ſure preſages of a life to come; 

All falſe and uſeleſs, if beyond the tomb 

Our beings ceaſe : we therefore can 't believe 

God either acts in vain, or can deceive. | 
If ev'ry rule of equity demands, 

That Viceand Virtue from the Almighty's hands 

Should due rewards and puniſhments receive, 

And this by no means happens whilſt we live ; 

It follows. that a time mult ſurely come, 

When each ſhall meet their well-adjuſted doom: 

Then ſhall this ſcene, which now to human fight 

Seems ſo unworthy Wiſdom infinite, 


END OF THE 


EXTRACTS, Book I. 
A ſyſtem of conſummate ſkill appear, 
And ev'ry cloud diſpers d, be beautiful and clear. 
Doubt we of this? What folid proof remains, 
That o'er the world a wiſe Diſpoſer reigns 2 
Whilſt all Creation ſpeaks a pow'r divine, 

Is it deficient in the main deſign ? 

85 ſo : the day ſhall come, (pretend not now 


Preſumptuous to enquire or when, or how, 


But) after death ſhall ccme th' impor tant day, 
When God to all his juſtice ſhall diſplay ; 

Each action with impartial eyes regard, 
And in a juſt proportion puniſh and reward. 
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AND PATHETIG: 


$ 1. The Traveller, or, a Proſpect of Society. 
Inſeribed to the Rev. Mr. H. Goldſmith. 


By Dr. GoLnSMITH. 


R EMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, flow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand'ring Po; 

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 

Againſt the houſcleſs ſtranger ſhuts the door: 

Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, 

A weary waſte expanding to the ſkies : 

. Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſee, 

My beart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thes: 

Still to my brother turns, with ceafeleſs pain, 

And drags, at each remove, a length'ning chain. 

Eternal bleſſings crown my earlieſt friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend; 
Bleſs'd be that ſpot where cheerful gueſts retire, 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire; 
Bleſs'd that abode where want and pain repair, 
And ev'ry ſtranger finds a _ chair : 

Blefs'd be thoſe feaſts, with ſimple plenty crown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around f 

Laugh at the jeſts or 3 that never fail, 

Or gh with pity at ſome mournful tale; 

Or preſs the baſhful —_—_ to his food, 

And learn the luxury of doing good ! 

But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, 
My prime of life in wand'ring ſpent, and care: 
Impell'd, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue _ 
Some fleeting good that mocks me with the view; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and ſkies,. 
Allures from far, yet as I follow flies; 

My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, 

And find no ſpot of all the world my own. 
Eten now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, 

I fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend ; | 

And plac'd on high, above the ſtorm's career, 

Look dewnward where an hundred realms appear; 


Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains, extending wide, 
The pomp of kings, the Thepherds humbler pride. 
When thus Creation's charms around combine, 
Amidſt the ſtore, ſhould thankleſs pride repine? 
Say, ſhould the philoſophic mind diſdain 
That good which makes each humbler boſom vain ? 
Let ſchool-taught pride diſſemble all it can, 
Theſe little things are great to little man; 
And wiſer he, whoſe ſympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. [crown'd; 
Ye glitt'ring towns, with wealth and ſplendour 
Ye fields, where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round; + 
Ye lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale ; 
Ye bending ſwains, that dreſs the flow'ry vale; 
For me your tributary ftores combine: 
Creatron's heir ! the world, the world is mine ! 
As ſome lone miſer, viſiting his ſtore, 
Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it o'er; 
Hoards after hoards his riſing raptures fill, 
Yer ſtill he fighs, for hoards are wanting (till : 
Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions riſe, [plics; 
Pleas'd with each good that Heaven to man ſup- 
Yet oft a ſigh prevails, and forrows fall, 
To fee the hoard of human bliſs ſo ſmall ; 
And oft I wiſh, amidſt the ſcene, to find 
Some ſpot to real happineſs conſigu'd, 
Where my worn ſoul, each wand'ring hope at reſt, 
May gather bliſs to ſee my fellows leſt 
But where to find that happieſt ſpot below, 
Who can dire&, when all pretend to know ? 
The ſhudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happieſt ſpot his own; 
Extols the treaſures of his ſtormy ſeas, 
And his long nights of revelry and caſe: 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 8 
Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine; 
Baſks in the glare; or ſtems the tepid wave, 
And thanks 2 gods for all the good they 8 
| u 
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Such is the patriot's boaſt, where'er we roam : 
His firſt, beſt country, ever is at home. 

And yet, perhaps, it countries we compare, 
And eſtimate the bleſſings which they ſhare, 
Though patriots flatter, ſtill ſhall wiſdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind ; 

As different good, by art or nature given, 

To different nations, makes their bleſſings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliſs at labour's earneſt call; 
With food as well the peaſaat is ſupplied 

On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy fide ; 

And tho' the rocky-creſted ſummits frown, 
Theſe rocks by cuſtom turn to beds of down. 
From art more various are the bleffings ſent ; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet theſe each other's pow'r fo ſtrong conteſt, 
That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt. fails; 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment 
And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence ev'ry ſtate, to one lov'd bleſſing prone, 
Canfarms and models life to that alone. . 
Each to the fav rite happineſs attends, 
And fpurns the plan that aims at other ends; 
Till carried to exceſs in each domain, 

This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes, 
And trace them through the proſpeR as it lies: 
Here for a while, my proper cares reſign'd, 
Here let me fit, in 4 for mankind; 

Like yon neglected ſhrub at random caſt, 
That ſhades the ficep, and fighs at ev'ry blaſt. 

Far to the right, where Apennine aſcends, 
Bright as the ſummer, Italy extends ; | 
Irs uplands ſloping deck the mountain's ſide, 


— Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 
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The canvas glow'd beyond e'en Nature warm: 
The pregnant quarry reem'd with human form; 
Till, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, 
Commerce on other ſhores diſplay d her fail ; 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a flave ; 
And late the nation found, with fruitleſs ſkill, 
[ts former ſtrength was but plethoric ill. 

Yer ſtill the loſs of wealth is here ſupplied 

By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride ; 
From theſe the feeble heart and long-fall'n mind 
An caſy compenſation ſeem to find. 

Here may be ſeen, in bloodlefs pomp array'd, 
The paſteboard triumph, and the cavalcade ; 
Proceffions form'd for piety and love, 

A miſtreſs or a ſaint in ev'ry grove. 

By ſports like theſe are all their cares beguil'd, 
The ſports of children ſatisfy the child: _ 
Each nobler aim, repreſs'd by long controul, 
Now finks at laſt, or fecbly mans the foul ; 


| While low delights, ſucceeding faſt behind, 


In happier meannefs occupy the mind: 

As in thoſe domes where Cæſars once bore ſway, 
Defac'd by time, and tott'ring in decay, 

There in the ruin, heedleſs of the dead, 

The ſnelter- ſecking peaſant builds his ſned; 


Exults, and owns his cottage with a ſmile. 

My ſoul, turn from them turn we to ſurvey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race diſplay; 
Where the bleak Swiſs their ſtormy manſion ticad, 
And force a churliſh ſoil for ſcanty bread : 

No product here the barren hills afford 

But man and ſteel, the foldier and his ſword. 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter ling'ring chills the lap of May ; 


4 


While oft ſome temple's mould'ring tops between | No zephyr fondly ſues the mountain's breaſt, 


With venerable grandeur mark the icene. 
Could Nature's bounty ſatisfy the breaſt, 

The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſt. 

Whatever fruits in different climes are found, 


-| But mcteors glare, and ſtormy glooins inveſt. 
Vet ſtill een here Content can ſpread a charm, 
Redreſs the clime, and all its rage diſarm. 

Tho poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſt tba ſmall, 


That proudly riſe, or humbly court the ground; | He fees his little lot the lot of all; 


Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 
Whoſe bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year; 
Whatever ſweets ſalute the northern ſky 

With vernal lives, that bloſſom but to die: 
Theſe here diſporting, own the kindred fon, 
Nor aſk luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 


While ſea-born galcs their gelid wings expand, 


To winnow fragrance round the ſmiling land. 
But ſmall the bliſs that ſenſe alone beftows, 

And ſenſual bliſs is all the nation knows. 

In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 


Nan ſeers the ay growth that dwindles here. 
r 


Contraſte d faults 
Though poor, luxurious; though ſubmitſive, vain 


Sees no contiguous palace rear its head, 

To ſhame the meannefs of his humble ſhed ; 
No coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquet deal, 
To make him loath his vegetable meal; 

But calm, and bred in 1gnorance and toil, 
Each wiſh contracting, wo him to the ſoil. 
Cheerful at morn he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 


EBreathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 


With patient angle. trolls the finny deep, 

Or drives his-vent'rous plough-ſhare to the ſteep 3 
Or ſecks the den where 3 mark the way, 
And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. | 


ough all his manners reign : At night returning, ev'ry labour _ 
He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed; 


1 hough grave, yet irifling ; zealous, yet untrue; | Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round ſurveys 


And e en in nce planning ſins ane w. 
All evils 4 42 che mind, 
That opulence departed leaves behind; 
For wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the date, 
When commerce proudly flouriſh d through the 
At her command the palace learn d to riſe, [ Rate : 


His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze z 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 
Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board : 


| And, wondering man could want the larger pile, 


And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither Jed, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 
Thus ev'ry. good his native wilds impart 


Again the long-fall'n column ſought the {kies : 


4 


6 the patriot paſſion on his heart; 


And 


ad 
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And cen thoſe hills that round his manſion riſe, 


Euhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 
Dear is that ſhed to which his ſoul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms ; 
And as a child, when ſcaring ſounds moleſt, 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the morher's breaſt; 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren ſtates aſſign'd: 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 
Yet let them only ſhare the praiſes due; 

If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few: 
For ev'ry want that ſtimulates the breaſt 
Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreſt. 
Whence from ſuch lands each pleaſing ſcience flies, 
That firſt excites defire, and then fupplies ; 
Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 
To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy ; 
Unknown thoſe po rs that raiſe the ſoul to flame, 
Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but a mould'ring fire, 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong deſire; 
Unfit for raptures; or, if raptures cheer 

On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 

In wild exceſs the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 

Till buried in debauch the bliſs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarſely flow ; 
Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low : 
For, as refinement ſtops, from fire to fon, 
Unelter'd, unimprov'd, the manners run; 

And love's and friendſhip's finely - pointed dart 
Falls blunted from each indurated heart. 
me ſterner virtues o'er the mountain's breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cow'ring on the neſt ; 

But all the gentler morals, ſuch as play [ way; 
Thro' life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the 
Theſe, far diſpers'd, on timorous pinions fly, 
To ſport and futter in a kinder ſky. * 

To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn—and France diſplays her bright domain. 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſe, 
Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can 
How often have I led thy ſportive choir, [ pleaſe, 
With tuneleſs pipe, beſide the murm'ring Loire 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 
And, freſhen'd from the wave, the zephyr flew ; 
And haply, tho! my barſh touch falt'ring ll, 
But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's {kill, 
Yet would the village praiſe my wondrous pow'r, 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour 
Alike all ages : dames of ancient days 
Have led their children thro' the mirthful maze; 
Aud the gay grandſire, kill'd in geſtic lore, 

Has friſk'd beneath the burden of threeſcore. 

So bleſt a life theſe thoughtleſs realms diſplay, 
Thus idly buſy rolls their world away : | 
Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the focial temper here. 
Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 
Or een imaginary worth obtains, 

cre paſſes current; paid from hand to hand, 

t mike in ſplendid traffic round the land: 
rom courts to camps, to cottages, it ſtrays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praiſe; 


| 


: 


| For praiſe too dearly loy'd, or warmly ſou 


| 
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They pleaſe, are pleas'd; they give to get eſteem 5 
Till, ſeeming bleſt, they grow to what they ſcents -. 

But while this ſoftet art their bliſs ſupplies, - 

It gives their follies alſo room to riſe ; : 
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Enfeebles all internal ſtrength of thought 2 


And the weak ſoul, within itſelf unbleſt, 

Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaſt. 

Hence oftentation here, with tawdry art, - 
Pants for the vulgar praiſe which fools impart : 
Here vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, : 

And trims her robes of frize with copper-lacez 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boaſt one ſplendid banquet once a year; 
The mind ſtill turns where ſhifring faſhion draws, 
Nor weighs the ſolid worth of ſelt-applauſe, 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Emboſom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land; 
And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, 

Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 

Onward methinks, and diligently flow, __ 
The firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow; 
Spreads its long arms amidſt the wat'ry roar, | 
Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhore z 
While the pent ocean, riſing o'er the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world beneath him ſmile z _ 
The ſlow canal, the yellow-bloffom'd vale, 

The willow-tufred bank, the gliding fail, 

The crowded mart, the-cultivated plain, 

A new creation reſcued from his reign, . 
Thus, while around the e ſoit 
Impels the native to repeated toil, . 

Induſtrious habits in each boſom reign, 

And induftry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 
With all thoſe ills ſuperfluous treaſure brings, 
Are here diſplay'd. Their much-lov'd wealth im- 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; fparts 
But, view them cloſer, craft and fraud appear; 
E'en liberty itſelf is barter'd here ! | 

At gold's ſuperior charms all. freedom flies; 
The needy {ell it, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of ſlaves, 

Here wretches ſeek diſhonourable graves, 

And, calmly bent, to ſervitude conform, 

Dull as their lakes that ſlumber in the ſtorm. 

Heavens! how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold; 

War in each breaſt, and freedom on each brow : 
How much unlike the ſons of Britain now! 

Fir'd at the ſound, my Genius ſpreads her wing; 
And flies where Britain courts the weſtern fpringz 
Where lawns extend that ſcorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ſtreams than fam'd Hydaſpes glide : 
There al around the gentleſt breezes ſtray, 
There gentle muſic melts on ev'ry ſpray 3 | 
Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin d; 
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Extremes are only in the maſter's mind! * 


Stern o'er each boſom Reaſon holds her ſtate, , 
With daring aims irregularly great: 
Pride in their port, detiance in their eye, 


* * lords of human- kind paſs by; 1 
; | 


| 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 


_ While e en the pealant boaſts theſe rights. to ſcan, 


Still gather firepgrh, and force unwilling awe. 
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hs on high deſigns, a thoughtful band, | 
y forms unfaſhion d freſh from nature's hand; 
Fierce in their native hardineſs of foul, 

True to imagin d right, above controul; 


And learns to venerate himſelf as man. here, 
Thine, Freedom, thine the bleſſings pictur'd 
Thine are thoſe charms, that dazzle and endcar ; 
1 00 bleſt indeed were fuch without alloy, 
But foſter d e en by Freedom ills annoy. 
Thar independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps mau from man, and breaks the ſocial tie; 
The telt-dependent lordlings ſtand alone; 
All claims that bind and ſwecten life unknown; 
Here. by the bonds of Nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 
Ferments ariſe, impriſon d factions roar, 
Repreſs d ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore ; 
Till, orer-wreught, the general ſyſtem feels 
Its mations ſtop, or phrenſy fire the wheels. 
Nor this the worſt. As Nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to ſway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 


Hence all obedicnce bows to theſe alone, 

And talent finks, and merit weeps unknown ; 

Till ime may come, when, ſtripp'd of all her 
charms, 

The land of icholars, and the nurſe of arms, 
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Till, half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
L fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 
Yes, brother, curſe with me that balcful hour, 
When ſirſt ambitic 4 ſtruck at regal pow'r ; 
And thus, polluting honour in its ſource, 
Gave wealth to tway the mind with double force; 
Have we not ſeen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore; 


| Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 


Like flaring tapers bright'ning as they waſte ; 
Seen Opnlence, her grandeur to maintain, 

Lead ftera Nepopulation in her train, 

And over fields, where ſcatrer'd hamlets roſe, 

In barren, ſolitary pomp repoſe ? 2 

Have we not ſeen, at Pleaſure's lordly call, 
The ſmiling long-frequented village fall? 
Beheld the duteous fon, the fire decay'd, 

The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main ; 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring ſound ? 

E'en now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays 
Thro' tavgled foreſts, and thro' dang'rous ways; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous alia; 
Fhere, while above the giddy tempeſt flics, * 
And all around diſtreſsful yells ariſe, 

The penhve exile, bending with his woe, 


Where noble ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toi d, and poets wrote for fame, 
Ore fink of level avarice ſhall lic 7 
And ſchelars, ſoldiers, kings, unhonour'd die. 
Let think not thus, when Freedom's ills I ſtate, 
mean to flatter kings, or court the great: 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my foul alpire, 


Far from my boſom drive the low defire ! 


And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ficc! ; 
gen tranſitory flower, alike unttone 

y 8 Contempt, or Favours foſt' ring fun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clune cndure, 
J only would reprefs them to ſecure : 
For juſt experience tells, in ev ry ſoil, 


That thoſe who think muſt govern thoſe who toil; 


And all that Freedom's higheſt aims can reach, 
1s but to lay proportion'd loads on cach. 
Hence, ſhould one order diſproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight muſt ruin all below. : 
O, then, how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think jt freedom when a part aſpires ' 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to rife in arms, 
Except when faſt- approaching danger warms : 


t when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 


Comratiing regal pow'r to firetch their own ; 

When I bciold a factious band agree 

To call it freedom when themſelves are free; 
Fach wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw, 


Laws grind the puor, and rich men rule the law; 


To ſtop too fearful, and too faint to go, | 
Cafts a long look where England's glories ſhine, 
And bids his boſom ſympathize with mine. 
Lain, very vaia, my weary ſearch to find 
Thar bliſs which only centres in the mind 
Why have I firay d from p.eaſure and repoſe, 
To ſeck a good each government beſtows ? 

In ev Ty government, though terrors reign, 
Though ryrant kings or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
How mall, of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure! 
Still to ourſelves in ev'ry place conſign'd, 

Our own felicity we make or find: 

] : ith ſecret courſe, whieh no loud ſtorms annoy, 
z11ides the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy. 

The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, | 
Luke's iron crown, and Damicns” bed of ſtcel, 
To men remote from pow'r but rarely known, 
Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 


$ 2. The Deſerted Village. GOLDSMITH. 


QWEET Auburn! levelieſt village of the plain, 
"un health and plenty cheer d the labouring 
wain z - 
Where ſmiling ſpring its earlieſt viſit paid, 
And parting ſummer's ling'ring blooms delay d; 
Dear lovely bow'rs of innocence and eaſc, 
Seats of my youth, when ev'ry ſport could pleaſe, 
How, often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 


The wealth of climes, where . ſavage nations | Where humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene ! 
ram, | Ho often have Þ-paus'd on ev'ry charm, 

Pillag'd from flaves, to purchaſe ſlaves at home; The ſhelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 

Fear, pity, juſtice, indignation ſtart, | 

Tear off reſerve, and bare my ſwelling heart; 

1 2 | 


The never-failing brook, the buſy mill, 


| The decent chuich that topp d the weib ng : 
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The hawthorn buſh, with ſeats beneath the ade, 
For talking age and whiſp'ring lovers made 

How often have I bleſs'd the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play ; 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree ; 

While many a paſtime circled in the ſhade, 

The young contending as the old ſurvey'd 

And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground, 

And ſleits of art and feats of ſtrength went round. 

And ſtill, as each repeated pleaſure tir'd, 
, SycEceding ports. the nurthfub hand inſpir'd; 

The gate dit mai ſought «Lag 

By holding out to yre'ta ochkr don; 

he ſwain, miſtruſtleſs of his ſmutted face, 
While ſecret laughter titter d round the place; 
The baſhful virgin's ſide-long looks of love, 
The matron's glance that would thoſe looks re- 

prove ö [ theſe, 

Theſe were tlhiy charms, ſweet village! ſports like 


With ſuerct ſuccetlion, taught c'en toil to pleaſe; 


Theſe round thy bow'rs their cheerful influence 
ſhed, cs (are fled, 
Theſe were, thy charms, —but all theſe charms 

Sweet ſmiling village, lovelieſt of the lawn, 
Thy ſports are fled, and allthycharms withdrawn; 
Amidſt'thy bow'rs the tyrant's hand is ſcen, 
And deſolation faddens all thy green: 

One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage ſtints thy filing plain; 
No more thy glaſſy brook reflects the day, 
But, chok'd with fedges, works its weedy way ; 
Along thy glades, a ſolitary gueſt, wy 
The hollow-ſbunding bittern guards its neſt ; 
Amidſt thy deſert walks the Japwing flies, 
And tires their echoes with unvaried cries. 
Sunk-are thy bow'rs in ſhapeleſs ruin all, 
And the long graſs o'ertpps the mould'ring wall; 
And trembling, ſhrinking from the ſpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 

Ill fares the land, to haſt'ning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay: 
Princes and Lords may flouriſh, or may fade; 

A breath can make them, as a breath has made: 
But a bold peaſantry, their country's pride, 
When once deſtroy d, can never be ſupplied. 

A time there was, cre England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man; 
For him light labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore ; 
Juſt gave what life requir d, but gave no more: 
His beſt companions, innocence and health; 
And his beſt riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times — alter d: trade's unfeeling train 
Pſurp the land, and diſpoſſeſs the ſwain; 

Along the lawn, where ſcatter d harvlets roſe, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumb'rous pomp repoſe ; 
And ev'ry want to luxury allied, | 
And ev'ry pang that folly pays to pride. 

Thoſe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thoſe calm defires that aſł d bur little roam, 
Thoſe healthful ſports that grac dthe peace fulſcene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green 
Theſe, far departing, ſeck a kinder ſhore, 
Aud rural micth and manners are no more. 
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To * the brook with mantling 
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Sweet Auburn! parent of the bliſsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's pow*r. 
Here, as I take my ſolitary rounds, - 
Amidſt thy tangling walks, and ruin d grounds ; 
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view | 
here once the cottage ſtood, the hawthorn grewz 
Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 
Swells at my breaſt, and turns the paſt to pain. 

In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 
In all my gricfs—and God has given my ſhare— 
L ſtill had hopes, my lateſt hours to crown, _ 
Amidſt theſe humble bow'rs to lay me down x 3 
To huſband out life's taper at the cloſe, ©. 
And keep the flame from waſting by repoſe : 

[ ſtill had hopes, for pride N 557 us ſtill, 
Amidſt the ſwains to ſhew my book- learn d {ki 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I ſaw; 

And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns purſue, 
Pants to the place from whence at firſt he flew, 
[ ſtill had hopes, my long vexations paſt, _ 
Here to return—and die at home at laſt. 

O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreat from care, that never muſt be mine ! 
How bleſt is he, who crowns, in ſhades like theſe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eaſe 1 85 
Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 
And, ſince tis hard to n to ffy! 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang' rous deep; 
No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty ſtate, —© 
To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend 


|Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
While reſignation gently ſlopes the way; 


And, all his proſpects bright'ning to the laſt, 
His heaven commences ere the world be paſt ! 
Sweet 1 found, when oft, at evening's 
cloſe, a 0 
Up yonder hill the village murmur roſe ; 
There as I paſs d, with carelefs ſteps and flow, 
The mingliag notes came foften'd from below 
The ſwain, reſponſive as the milk-maid ſung, 
The ſober herd that low'd to meet their young, 
The noiſy geeſe that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children juſt let loofe from ſchool, 
The watch-dag's voice that bay'd the whilp'ring 
wind, | £4 
And the loud laugh, that ſpoke the vacant mind; 
Theſe all in ſweet confuſion ſought the ſhade, 
And fill'd each pauſe the nightingale had made. 
But now rhe ſounds of population fail, 
No cheerful murmur dultuate in the gale, 
No buſy ſteps the graſs-grown footway tread, 
But all the bloomy. fluſh of life is fled: 
All but yan widow d, ſolitary thing, 
That fechly bends beſide the plaſhy ſpring; 
She, wretched matron! forc'd in age, for bread, 
0 ſpread, 
10 pick her wint'ry faggot from theahorn, 
To tcek her nightly ſhed, and weep | 
She only. left, of all the harmleſs train, Ke 
Lhe fad hiſtoxian of the penſive plain. 
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Nearyondercopſe,where once the garden ſmil'd, 
And il 
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where many a garden flow'r grows wild, 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place difcloſe, 
The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. 
A man he was to all the country dear, 
And paſſing rich with forty pound: a year; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 
Nor e er had chang d, ner with'd to chavge, his 
Unſkilful he to fawn, or ſeek for pow'r, [ place; 
By doctrines fathion d to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 
More bent to raiſe the wretched than to riſe. 
His houſe was known to all the vagrant train 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain. 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 
Whole beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt ; 
The rvin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ; 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to fiay, 
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of forrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields were 
_— 8 f glow, 
Pleas'd with his guefts, the good man learn'd to 
And quite forget their vices in their woe; 
Careleſs their merits or their faults to ſcan, 
be pry gave ere charity began. | 
Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean d to Virtue's tide ; 
But, in his duty prompt at ev ry call, | 
He watch'd and wept, he pray d and felt for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 
To tempt her new- fledg' d offspring to the ſkies ; 
He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beſide the bed, where parting life was laid. 


XTRACTS, 
A man ſevere he was, and ſtern to view ; 

I knew him well, and every truant knew. 

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's diſaſters in his morning face; 

Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; f 
Full well the buſy whiſper circling round 
Convey'd the diſmal tidings when he frown'd: 
Yet he was kind; or, if ſevere in-anght, 

The love he bore to learning was in fault; 


The village all dechar'd how much he knew; 


"Twas certain he could wrne and cypher too; 

Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 

And ev'n the ſtory ran that he could gauge; 

In arguing too the parſon own'd his ſkill, 

For, ev n though vanquifh'd, he could argue ſtill; 

While words of learned length, and thund'ring 
ſound, | 

Amaz'd the gazing ruſtics rang'd around; 


And ſtill they gaz d, and ſtill the wonder grew, | 
That one fmall head could carry all he knew, 


But paſt is all his fame : the very ſpor 


| Where many a time he triumph'd is forgot. 


Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the ſign- poſt caught the paſting eye, 
Low hes that houſe where nut-brown draughts 

inſpir'd, ; | 
Where grey-beard mirth and ſmiling toil retir'd, 
Where village ftateſmen talk'd with looks pro- 
found, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
imagination fondly ſtoops to trace . 
The parlour ſplendours of that feſtive. place; 


| The whine-waſh'd wall, the nicely ſanded floor, 


The varniſh'd clock that click d behind t 


dor; | 


And forrow, guilt, and pain by turns diſmay'd, 
The rev'rend champion ſtood. At his controp! 
Deſpair and anguiſh fled the firuggling foul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raife, 
And his laſt falt ring accents whiſper'd praiſe, | 
At church, with meck and unaſſected grace, 
His looks adoru'd the venerable place | 
Truth from his lips prevail d with double ſway ; 
And fools, who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray. 
The fervice paſt, around the pious man, 
Wich ready zeal, each honeſt ruftic ran; 
Een children follow'd with endearing wile, 
And pur tis gowo, to ſhare the good man's 
"I mile. 
is ready ſmile a parent's warmth expreſs'd, 
ie welfare picas d him, and their care: 
: diſtreſs'd; . 
To them his heart, his love, his grief were given, 
Bur II his ſerious thoughts had reſt in heuven. 
As ſome tall cliff that Iifty its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, midway leaves thc 
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Eterusl ſunſhine ſcttles on its head. 


form, 
Tho round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſpread, 


The cheſt contriv'd a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a cheſt of draw'rs by day; 

| The pictures plac'd for ornament and wt 

| The twelve good rules, the royal game of gooſe; 

| The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 

| With aſpen boughs, and flow'rs, and fennel gay 
While broken tea-cups, wiſely kept for flow, 

'Rang'd o'er the chimney, oliften'd in a row, 

Van tranſitory ſplendour ! could not all 


Reprieve the tott'ring manſion from its fall? 
Obſcure it finks, nor ſhall it more impart 


An hour's importance to the poor maft's heart, 
Tllither no more the pea unt ſhall repair 
To ſweet oblivion of his daily care; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 
No more the woodman's ballad fhall prevail; 
No more the ſmith his duſky brow ſhall clear, 
Relax his pond'rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoſt himſelf np longer ſhall be found 
Careful ro ſee the mantling bliſs go round; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preſt, 
Shall kifs the cup to pals it to the reſt. 
Yes let the rich deride, the proud diſdain, 
Theſe ſimple bleſſings of the lowly train: 


| 


Rehde yon Riraggling fence that ſxirts the way, To me more dear, cougenial to my heart, 
With bloſſom furze pany —_—_— 
There, in his noiſy manſion ſxill'd to rule, 
The village maſter tauglu his little ſchool ; 


One native charm, than all the gloſs of art: 


he ſoul adopts, and owns their firſt-born ſway; 
| Lightly 


8 joys, where nature has its play, 
ö 
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And while he ſmks, without one arm to fave, - 
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| 1 dome where pleaſure holds her midnight 


Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvied, unmoleſted, uncenfin'd: 

But the long pomp, the midnight maſquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 


In theſe, ere triflers half their with obtain, 


The toiling fleaſure fickens into pain; 
And, ev'n while faſhion's brighteſt arts decoy, 
The heart diſtruſting afks, if this be joy? 

Ye friends to truth, ye ſtateſmen who ſurvey 
The rich man's joys increaſe, the poor's decay, 
Tis yours to judge how wide the limits ſtand 


Between a ſplendid and a happy land. 


Proud fwells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And ſhouting folly hails: them from her ſhore ; 
Hoards, ev'n beyond the miſer's wiſh, abound, 
And rich men flock from all rhe world around ; 
Yet count our gains: this wealth is but a name 
That leaves our uſeful product till the ſame. 
Not ſo the loſs : the man of wealth and pride 
Takes vp a ſpace that many poor ſupplied ; 


pace for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 


Space for his horſes, equipage, and hounds; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in filken ſloth 

Has robb'd the neighb'ring fields of half their 
owth; 

His ſeat, where ſolitary ſports are ſeen, 

Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green; 

Around the world cach needful product flies, 

For all the luxur ies the world ſupplies. 

While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all, 


In barren ſplendour feebly waits the fall. 


As ſome fair female, unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights ev'ry borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupplies: 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes; 
But when thoſe charms are paſti for charms aretrail), 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 


213 


reign, | 
Here, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train 
Tumudtuous grandeur crowds the blazing ſquare, 
The rattling chariots claſh, the torches glare. 
Sure ſcenes like theſe no troubles e er annoy ! 
Sure theſe denote one univerſal joy! (eyes 
Arc theſe thy ſerious thoughts ? Ah, turn thine 
Where the poor houſeleſs ſhiv'ring female lics. 
She, once, perhaps, in village plenty bleſt, 
Has wept at tales of innocence diſtreſt; 
Her modeſt looks the cottage might adorn, 
Sweet as the primroſe peeps beneath the thorn z 


No loſt to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 


Near her betrayer's door ſhe lays her head, 
And * with cold, and ſhrinking from the 
ow'r, f 

With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 
When idly firſt, ambitious of the town, | 
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown.. 

Dothine, ſweet Auburn, thine, the lovelieſt train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 
Ev'n now, perbaps, by cold and hunger lied, 
At proud men's doors they aſk a little bread ! 

h, no! to diftant climes, a dreary ſcene, 


| Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
| Through torrid tracts with fainting ſteps they ge, 


Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 

Far diff rent there from all that charm'd before, 

The various terrors of that horrid ſhore; 

T1 hole blazing ſuns that dart a downward ray, 

And fiercely ſhed intolerable day ; 

Thoſe matted woods where birds forget to ſing, 

But filept bats in drowſy cluſters cling: 

Thoſe pois'nous. fields with rank luxuriance 
crown'd, | 


Where the dark ſcorpion gathers death around; 


She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, | Where at each ſtep the ſtranger fears to wake 


In all rhe glaring impotence of dreſs. 


The rattling terrors of the vengeful ſnake ; 


Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, { Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey; 


In nature's fimpleſt charms at firſt array d; 

But, verging to decline, its {plendours riſe, 

Its viſtas ſtrike, its palaces ſurpriſe. 

While, ſcourg'd by . from the ſmiling land, 

The mournful peaſant leads his humble band; 

The country blooms—a garden and a grave! 
Where then, ah where, ſhall poverty reſide, 

To 'fcape the preſſure of contiguous pride? 

If, to ſome common's fenceleſs limits ſtray'd, 

He drives his flock to pick the ſcanty blade, 

Thoſe fenceleſs fields the ſons of wealth divide, 

And ev*n the bare-worn common is denied. 
If to the city ſped—what waits him there ? 

To ſee profuſion that he muſt not fhare ; 

To ſee ten thouſand baneful arts combin d 

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 

To lee each joy the ſons of pleaſure know 

Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe. 

Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 

There the pale artiſt plics the ſickly trade; | 

Here, 2 the proud their long- drawn pomps 

diſplay, | 
There che black gibbet gl.oms beſide the way. 


And ſavage men, more murd'rous ſtill than they: 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies. 
Far diff rent theſe from er Ty former ſcene, 
The cooling brook, the grafly-veſted green, 


| The breezy covert of the warbling gfove, 


That only ſhelter'd thefts of harmleſs love. 

| Good Heaven! what ſorrows gloom'd that part- 
ing day, | 

That call'd them. from their native walks away ; 

When the poor exiles, ev'ry pleaſure paſt, ¶ laſt, 


| Hung round the bow'rs, and fondly look'd their 
| And took a long farewel, and wiſh'd in vain 


For ſeats like theſe beyond the weſtern main 
And ſhudd'ring till to face the diſtant deep, 
Return'd and wept, and ſtill return'd to weep! 


| | The good old fire the firſt prepar'd to go 


To new-found worlds, and wept for others? woe; 
But for himſelf, in conſcious virtue brave, 


{ He only wifh'd for worlds beyond the grave. 


His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The . companion of his hapleſs years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
| And left a lover's for lier father's args, 

F 3:  - Fuh. 
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With louder plaints the mother ſpoke her woes, 
And bleſs'd the cot where every pleaſure roſe; 
And kiſs'd her thoughtleſs babes with many a tear, 
And claſp'd them cloſe, in ſorrow doubly dear; 
Whilf her fond huſband ſtrove to lend relief 
In all the filent manlineſs of grief. | 
O, luxury! thou curſt by Heaven's decree, 
How ill exchang'd are things like theſe for thee! 
How do thy potions, with inſidious joy, 

Diffuſe their pleaſures only to deſtroy ! 
Kingdoms, by thee to ſickly greatneis grown, 

Boaſt of a florid vigour not their own. | 

At ev'ry draught more large and large they grow, 

A bloated maſs of rank unwieldy woe; | 

Till ſapp'd their ſtreugth, and ev ry part unſound, 

wn, down they fink, and ſpread a ruin round. 
Even now the devaſtation is begun, 

And half the bus neſs of deſtruction done; 

Ev'n now, methinks, as pond'ring here I ſtand, 

J fee the rural virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon anch'ring veſſel ſpreads the fail, 

That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 

Downward they move, a melancholy band, 

Paſs from the thore, and darken all the ſtrand. 

Contented toil, and hoſpitable care, 

And kind connubial tenderneſs, are there; 

And piety with wiſhes plac'd above, 

And ficady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, ſweet poetry, thou lovelieſt maid, 

Still firſt to fly where Tafua joys invade; 

Unfit in theſe degen rate times of ſhame 

To catch the heart, or ſtrike for honeſt fame; 

Dear charming nymph, neglected and decried, 

My ſhame in crowes, my Vlitary ride 

Thau ſource of all my bliſs and all my woe, 


That found'ſt me poor at firſt, and keep'ſt me ſo; 


Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou ſource of ev'ry virtue, fare thee well! 
Farewel ! and, oh ! where er thy voice be tried, 
On Torrio's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide, 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 

Or winter s the polar world in ſnow, 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 

Redreſs the rigours of th' inclement clime; 

Aid ſlighted truth with thy perſuaſive ſtrain, 
Teach erring man to ſpurn the rage of gain; 
Teach him thar ſtates, of native 13 poſſeſt, 
Though very poor, may ſtill be very bleſt; n 
That trade's proud empire haſtes to ſwift decay, 
As ocean ſweeps the labour d mole away; 
While ſelf- dependent pow'r can time defy, 


As rocks reſiſt the billows and the ſky. 


” . 


23. Edwin and Angelina. A Bataa. 

by | GOLDSMITH. 

26 N, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
* And guide my lonely way 

To where yon taper cheers the vale 

* With hoſpitable ray : 
Far here forlorn and loſt I tread, 

* With fainting ſteps and ſlow; 
Where wilds, immeaſurably ſpread, 

* Seem length'ning as I go.” 


Book II. 
« Forbear, my ſon,” the Hermit cries, b 
To tempt the dang'rous gloom; 


For yonder phantom only flies 
To lure thee to thy doom. 


Here to the houſeleſs child of want 

My door is open ſtill; 

© And, tho' my portion is but ſcant, 
I give it A. mares 545 To 

Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
* Whate'er my cell beſtows; 

* My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
My blefling and reds. 


© No flocks that range the valley free 
* To ſlaughter I condemn; 

* Tanght by that Pow'r that pities me, 
I learn to pity them: | 

* But from the mountain's graſſy ſide 
A puiltle(s feaſt I bring; 

A ſcrip with herbs and fruit ſupplied, 
And water from the ſpring. 


© Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego z 
All carth-born cares are wrong: 
Man wants but little here below, 
© Nor wants that little long.” 


Soft as the dew from heaven deſcends 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 
The lonely manſion lay; 

A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
Aud ſtrangers led aſtray. 


No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 

The wicket, op'ning with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. ; 


And now, when buſy crowds retire 
To take their ev'ning reſt, 

The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his penſive gueſt 

And ſpread his vegetable fiore, 
And gaily prefs'd and ſmil'd ; 

And, ſkill 'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 

Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries, 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 
The crackling faggot flies, 


But nothing could a charm impart 
| To ſooth the ſtranger's woe; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


His riſing cares the Hermit ſpied, 
With anſw'ring care oppreſt : 

And whence, unhappy youth, he,cried, 
The forrows of x breaſt ? 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
* Reluctant doſt thou rove ? 
Or grieve fur friendſhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love? | 
| | « Alas! 


as! 
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Alas! the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling, and decay; | | 

And thoſe who prize the paltry things 
More trifling till than they. : 


And what is Friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to ſleep; 

© A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
Aud leaves the wretch to weep ? 


And love is ſtill an emptier found, 
The modern fair-one's jeſt; 
On carth unſeen, or only found 
© To warm the turtle's neſt. - 


For ſhame ! fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, 
And ſpurn the ſex?!” he ſaid; 

But, while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray d. 


Surpris'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
Swift mantling to the view, 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, as tranſient too, 
The baſhful look, the rifing breaſt, 

Alternate ſpread alarms 
The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 
A maid in all her charms, 
And, ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
« A wretch forlorn,” ſhe cried, 
Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
Where Heaven and you reſid:: ! 


But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
* Wham love has taught to tray; 
Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 


Companion of her way. 


My father liy'd beſide the Tyne, 
A wealthy lord was he; 
And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
He had but only me. 


To win me frem his tender arms 
«* Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And felt, or feign'd, a flame. 
Each hour a mercenary crowd 
With richeſt protfers ſtrave; 
Among the reſt young Edwin bow d, 
But never talk d of love. ä 
In humble, ſumpleſt habit clad, 
No wealth or pow'r had he; 
Wiſdom and worth were all he had 
© But theſe were all to me. | 


The bloſſom op'ning.to the day, 
« 'F he dews of heaven refir'd, 
Cotild nought af purity diſplay 
Jo emulate his mind. 
The dew, the bloſſoms af the tree, 
© With charms inconſtant ſhingg 
Their charms were his; but, woe to me | 
_ © Their conſtancy was mine. 
«For ſtill I tried each fickle art, 
* Importunate and vain 


And while his paſſion ronch'd my hearts 


TY 1 triumph'd in his pain: 


« Till, 1 dejected with my ſcorn, 
He left me to my pride; 


And fought a ſolitude forlurn 


© In ſecret, where he died. 


But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault! 


And well my life ſhall pay; 
Ie {eek the ſolitude he fought, 
And ſtretch mne where he lay ! 


And there forlorn, deſpairing, hid, 
Ie lay me down and dic; 

« *T was fo for me that Edwin did, 
And ſo for him will 1” 


Forbid it, Heaven !' the Hermit cried, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt : 0 
The wond'ring fair- one turn'd to chide 
'T was Edwin's ſelf that preſs d. 
Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
My charmer, turn to fee 
Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
© Reſtor'd to love and thee ! < 
Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And ev'ry care reſign : 
And ſhall we never, never part, 
My life—my all that's mine? 
No, never from this hour to part; 
We 'll live and love fo true, 


4. The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart 
« Shall 


break thy Edwin's too! 
: —————— — u-— - _— ; 85 
84. 4 Paſtoral. In Four Parts. PoE. 
To Sir William Trumbal. 
PasTORAL I. SPRING, 
FIRST in theſe fields I try the ſylvan ſtrains, 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Windfor's bliſsful plains, 
Fair Thames, flow gently from thy ſacred {piing, 
While on thy banks Sicilian Mutes fingz _ * 
Let vernal airs through trembling ofiers play, 
And Albion's cliffs reſound the rural oy | 
You that, too wile for pride, too good for pow r. 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, Fa. 
And, carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 
To all the world illuſtriouſly are loſt ! 152 
O let my Muſe her ſlender reed inſpire, 


Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre ; 


So when the nightingale to reſt removes, 

The thruſh may chant to the forſaken groves 3 

But, charm'd to filence, liſtevs while ſhe fings, 

And alt th aerial audience clap their wings. 
Soon as the flocks ſhook off the nightly dews, 

Two Sv ains, whom love kept waketul, and the 

Muſe, | 

Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleccy care, 

Freth as the morn, and as the ſeatan fair: 

The dawn now bluſhing on the mountain's hide, 

Thus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strephon thus replied 4 


* DAPHNIS. 4 a 
Hear how the birds, on every bloamy ſpray,” 
With joyous muſic wake the dawning day! 
Why fit we mute when early linnets ſing, 
When warbling Philomel ſalutes the ſprang ? 


of | Why 


þ 
i 
| 
; 
i 
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Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield; 
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Why fit we ſad when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 
And laviſh Nature paints the purple year? 
STREPHON, | 
Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 
While yon flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 
Here the bright crocus and blue violet glow ; 
17 weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. 
It ſtake you lamb that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys. 
DAPHNIS. 
And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 
And ſwelling clufters bend the curling vines: 
Four figures rifing from the work appear, 
The various ſeaſons of the rolling year ; 
And what is that, which binds the radiant ſky, 
Where twelve fair ſigns in beauteous order lie? 
© DAMON. 


Then fing by turns, by turns the Muſes fing, | 
The Thiftle ſprings, to which the Lily yields: 


Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground; 
Begin, the vales ſhall ev ry note rebound. 
STREPHON. | 
Inſpire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praiſe, 
With Waller's ftrains, or Granville's moving lays! 
A milk-white Bull ſhall at your altars ftand, 
That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing ſand. 
"JF: paris. 955 
O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes: 
No lambs or ſheep for victims I Il impart; 
Thy victim, Love, ſhall be the ſhepherd's heart. 
:  STREPHON. 
Me e Delia beckons from the plain ; 
Then, hid in ſhades, eludes her eager ſwain; 
ut feigns a laugh, to ſee me ſearch around, 
by that laugh the willing fair is found. 
8 | par Ts. 
The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the green; 
She runs, but h ſhe does not run unſeen; 
While a kind glance at her purſuer flies 
How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 
1 <TREPHON. 
O'er golden ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 


Feed here, my lambs, I Il ſcek no diſtant field. 
2 DAPHNIS. | 

Celeftial Venus haunts Idalia's groves ; 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves; 

If Windfor-thades delight the matchleſs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windſor- ſnade. 
NE. © STREPHYON. - 

All nature mourns, the ſkies relent in ſhow'rs, 
Haſs may. the birds, and clos'd the drooping 
{ 4” ere . 
If Delia ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, 

The ſkies to brighten, and the birds to ſing. 
DAPHNIS, 

All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The ſun's mild luſtre warms the vital air; 

If — {miles, new glories gild the ſhore, 
5: 4+ 


| 


Book I 


S TREPHON\, 

In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always; abſent from her ſight, 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 
| DAPHNIS, 

Sylvia 's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 

More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day ; 

E'en ſpring diſpleaſes when ſhe ſhines not here; 


year. f 
© $TREPHON, 

Say, Daphnis, ſay, in what glad foil appears 
A wondrous Tree that ſacred Monarchs bears : 
Tell me but this, and I Il diſclaim the prize, 
And give the-conqueſt to thy Sylvia's eyes. 

| DAPHNIS. 
Nay, tell me firſt, in what more happy fields 


And then a nobler prize I will reſign; 
For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine. 
| DAMON. 

Ceaſe to contend ; for, Daphnis, I decree 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee : 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe Nymphs in every grace excel; 
Bleſt Nymphs, whoſe Swainz thoſe graces ſing to 


well! a 


A ſoft retreat from ſudden vernal ſhow'rs ; 

The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 
While op'ning blooms diffuſe theirſweets around. 
For, ſee! the gath'ring flocks to ſhelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhow'rs deſcend. 


PasToRAL II. SUMMER. 
Acidreſſed to Dr. GarTH. 


A Shepherd's boy (he ſecks no better name) 

Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, 
Where dancing ſun-beams on the waters play'd, 
And verdant alders form'd a quiv'ring ſhade. 
Soft as he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 
The flocks around a dumb compathon ſhow, 
The Naiads wept in ev'ry wat'ry bow'r, 
And Jove conſented in a filent ſhow 'r. 

Accept, O Garth, the Muſe's early lays, 

That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; 
Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure, 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure. 


Defence from Phoebus', not from Cupid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf 1 fing TY 
The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay— 
Why art thou prouder and more hard than they? 
The bleating — with my complaints agree; 
They parch d with heat, and I inflam'd by thee. 
The ſultry SFivs burns the thirſty plains, 
While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 

Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 
While gun Alexis pines in hopeleſs love? 
In thoſe fair fieids where ſacred Iſis glides, 


vyanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 
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ag elſe where Cam his winding vales divides ? 


— 
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But, bleſt with her, tis ſpring throughout the 


Now rife, and haſte to yonder woodbine bow'rs, | 


Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ftreams, + 
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As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 

Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the wat'ry glaſs; 

Burt fince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 

I ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 

Once I was ſkill'd in ev'ry herb that grew, 

And ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew ; 

Ah, wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 

To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart ! 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſhear : 

But nigh yon mountain let me tune my lays, 

Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 

That flute 1s mine which Colin's tuneful breath 

Inſpir'd when living, and bequeath'd in, death : 

He faid—Alexis, take this pipe, the fame 

That taught the groves my Roſalinda's name: 

But now the reeds ſhall hang on yonder tree, 

For ever ſilent, ſince deſpis d by thee. 


Oh were I made by ſome transforming pow'r 


The captive bird that fangs within thy bow'r ! 
Then might my voice thy liſt 'ning ears employ, 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives enjoy. 

And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng, 


Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſong : 


The Nymphs, forſaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, 
Their early fruit and milk-white turtles bring: 
Each am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beſtow'd again. 
Far you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, 
And in one garland all their beauties join: 


Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone, 


In whom all beauties are compris'd in one. 
See what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear! 


Deſcending gods have found Ely ſium here. 


In woods bright Venus with Adonis ſtray d, 
And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt-ſhade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the filent hours, 


When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly 


bow'rs ; 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, 
And crown'd with corn their thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmleſs grove no lurking viper hides, 


But in my breaſt the ſerpent Lore abides. 


Here bees from bloſſoms ſip the roſy dew, 

But your Alexis knows no ſweets but you. 

Oh 8 to viſit our forſaken ſeats, 

The moſſy fountains, and the green retreats ! 

Where'er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the glade, 

Trees, where you fit, ſhall crowd into a ſhade : 

Where'er you tread, the bluſhing flow'rs ſhall 

N 5 

And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. 

Oh! how [I long with you to paſs my days, 

Invoke the Muſes, and reſound your praife ! 

Your praiſe the birds ſhall chant in ev'ry grove, 

And winds ſhall waft it to the pow'rs above. 

But would you fing, and rival Orpheus ſtrain, 

The wond'ring foreſts ſoon ſhould dance-again, 

The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 

And headlong ſtreams hang liſt 'ning in their fall! 
But ſec, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day heat, 

The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat; 

To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove; 

Ye gods! and is there no relief for Love! 


| 


SCRIPTIVE, &c. 217 
But ſoon the ſan with milder rays deſcends 


To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 
On me Love's fiercer flames for ever prey; 
By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 


PasToRAL IT, AUTUMN. 


Addreſſed to Mr. Wycherley. 


BENEATH the ſhade a ſpreading beech dif. 
| Hylas and Ægon ſung their rural lays; [plays 
This mourn'd a faithleſs, that an abſent Lovez 
And Delia's name and Doris' flFd the grove. 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your ſacred ſuccour bring; 
Hylas and gon's rural lays I fing. | 
Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus' wit in- 
The art of Terence, and Menander's fire; ¶ ſpire, 
Whoſe ſenſe inftrufts us, and whoſe humour 
charms, | [warms ! 
Whoſe judgment ſways us, and whoſe ſpirit 
Oh, {k1ill'd in nature] ſee the hearts of ſwains, 
Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender pains. 
Now ſetting Phoebus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ſtreak d with 25 light, 
When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan 
| Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains 


! groan. | 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away ! 
To Delia's ear the tender notes convey. 
As ſome fad Turtle his loſt love deplores, 
And with deepmurmurs fills the ſounding ſhoresz 
| Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mourn, 


Alike unheard, unpitied, and forlorn. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along ! 
For her, the feather'd choirs neglect their ſong ; 
For her, the limes their pleaſing ſhades deny ; 
For her, the lilies hang their heads and die. 

Ye flow'rs that droop, forſaken by the ſpring 3 
Ye birds that, left by ſummer, ceaſe to ſing; 
Ye trees that fade when autumn heats re 

Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away? 
Curs'd be the fields that cauſe my Delia's ſtayz- - 
Fade ev'ry bloſſom, wither ev'ry tree, 

Die ev'ry flow'r, and periſh all but ſhe! 

W hat have I faid ? where'er my Delia flies, 
| Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow'rs ariſe ; . 
| Let op'ning roſes knotted oaks adorn, 

And liquid amber drop from ev'ry thorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along! 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev ning ſong, 

The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur ere I ceaſe to love. 

Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 

Not balmy cep to lab'rers faint with pain, 

{ Not ſhow'rs to larks, or ſunſhine to the bee, 


Are half fo charming as thy fight to me. 


. Go, gentle gales, and bear m ighs away ! 
Come, Delia, come; ah, why this ong delay? 
Thro' rocks and caves the name of Delia ſounds: 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 
Ye pow'rs, what pleaſing phrenſy ſooths _ 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? [mind , 
She comes, my Delia comes ! Now ceaſe, my lay; 
| And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away — | 


; 
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Next. Egon ſung, while Windſor groves admir'd; 
Rehearſe, ye Moſes, what rae nr? uy inſpir'd. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mourntul ſtrain 
Of perjur d Doris, dying I complain: 
Here where the mountains, leſs'ning as they riſc, 
Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the ſkies; 
While lab' ring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 
In their looſe traces from the field retreat; 
While curling ſmokes from village-tops are ſcen, 
And the fleet ſhades glide o'er the duſky green. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my nf lay! 
Beneath yon poplar oft we paſs d the day: 
Oft on the rind I carv'd her am'rous vows, 
While ſhe with garlands hung the bending boughs. 
The garlands fade, the vows are worn away; 
So dies her love, and fo my s decay. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful train! 
Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 
Wow golden fruits on loaded branches thine, 
And grateful cluſters ſwell with floods of wine; 
Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow grove ; 
Juſt gods! ſhall all things yield returns but love? 
Reſoumd, ye hills, ie my mournful lay 
The ſhepherds cry, © Thy flocks are left a prey. 
Ah! what avails it me the flocks to keep, 
Who loſt my heart while I preſerv'd my ſheep ? 
Pan came, and aſk'd what magic caus'd my ſmart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? 
What eyes but hers, alas! have pow'r to move: 
And is there magic but what dwells in love ? 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful rains! 
I'll fly from ſhepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plains. 
From ſhepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forſake mankind, and all the world—but Love 
I know thee, Love! on foreign mountains bred, 
Wolves gave thee ſuck, and ſavage tigers fed: 
Thou wert from Ztna's burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born 
* Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Farewell, ye woods ! adicu, the light of day 
One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains : 
No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains 
Thus ſung the ſhepherds till th approach of night, 
The ſkies yet bluſhing with departing light; 
When falling des with ſpangles deck d the glade, 
And the low fun had lengthen d ev'ry ſhade, 


PasToRAL IV. WINTER. 
To the Memory of Mrs. Tempeſt, 


5 FS . 4s. 

THYRSIS, the muſic of that murm'ring ſpring 
Ts not ſo mournful as the ſtrains you ſing; f 
Nor rivers winding thro' the valcs below 
So ſweerly warble, or fo ſmoxthly flow. 
Now ſleeping fiocks on their ſoft flecces he, 
The moon, ſercne in glory, mounts the iky, + 
While filent birds forget their tuncful lays, 
Oh ſing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praiſe ! 


THY ASI. 4 


Bchold the groves that thine with filver froſt, 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loſt. 


Here ſhall I try the fweet Alexis' tram, 
Thar call d the liſt ning Dryads to the plain! ö 


| 


Book II. 
Thames heard the numbers, as he flow'd along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 


LYCIDAS. 
So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 
And ſwell the future harveſt of the field. 
Begin ; this charge the dying Daphne gave, - 
And ſaid, Ye ſhepherds, ſing around my grave” 
Sing, while beſide the ſhaded tomb I mourn, 
And with freſh bays her rural ſhrine adorn. 


| THYRSIS. COOL 
Ye gentle Muſes, leave your cryſtal fpring, 

Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs garlands bring; 

Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 


And break your bows as when Adonis died; 


And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown, 
Inſeribe a verſe on this relenting ſtone : 

Let nature change, let heaven and earth deplore! 
Fair Daphne s dead, and love is now no more 

Tis done, and nature's various charms decay, 
See gloomy clouds obſcure the cheerful day 
Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear 
Their faded — ſcatter'd 44 te — 8 8 
See where on earth the flow'ry glories lie, 
With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
Ah, what avail the beauties nature wore ? 

Fair Daphne 's dead, and beauty is no more ! 

For her the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 
The thirſty heifers ſhun the gliding flood 
The filver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan 
In notes more fad than when they ſing their own; 
In hollow caves ſweet Echo filent hes, 

Silent, or only to her name replies; 
Her name wh pleaſure once ſhe taught the ſhore ; 
Now Daphne 's dead, and pleaſure is no more 

No grateful dews deſcend from ev*ning ſkics, 

Nor morning odours from the flow'rs arile ; 

No rich perfumes refreſh the fruitful field, 

Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, filent ſince her death, 
Lament the ceagng of a ſweeter breath; 

Th' induſtrious bees neglett their golden ſtore ; 
Fair Daphne 's dead, and ſweetneſs is no more | 

No more the mounting larks, while Daphne ſings, 
Shall, lining in mid air, ſuſpend their wings; 
No more the birds ſhall imitate her lays, 

Or, huſh'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprays : 
No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear, 
A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear; 

But tell the recds, and tell the vocal thore, 

Fair Daptine 's dead, and muſic is no more! 

Her fate is whilper'd by the gentle breeze, 
And told in fighs to all the trembling trecs; 
The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and wood, 
Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood ; 

The filver flood, fo lately calm, appears 
Swell ' d with new paſſion, ando'erflows with tears. 
| The winds, and trees, and floods, her death deplore, 
hne, our grief, our glory, now no more 
t fee ! where Daptine wond'ring mounts on 
Above the clouds, above the ſtarry ſky ! [high. 
Eternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 


| 


Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green! 
There, 
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There, while you reſt in amaranthine bow'rs, 


Or from thoſe meads ſelect unfading flow' rs, 
Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 
Daphne, our goddeſs, and our grief no more 


LYCIDAS. = 
How all things liſten while thy Muſe complains! 
Such filence waits on Philomela's trains 
In ſome ſtill ev'ning, when the whiſp'ring breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. | 
To thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 
If teeming ewes increaſe my fleecy breed. [ give, 
While plants their ſhade, or flow'rs their odours! 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praiſe ſhall live! 


i THYRSIS. a 

But ſce, Orion ſneds unwholeſome dews; 
Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and nature feels decay; 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time obey, 
Adieu, yevales, ye mountains, ſtreams, and groves; 
Adieu, ye ſhepherds' rural lays and loves ; 
Adicu, my flocks; farewel, ye ſylvan crew ; 


"Y 


Daphne, ftarewel ; and all the world adieu! 


$ 5. Windfor-Forefl, Popx. 
To the Rt. Hon. George Lord Lanſdown. 


T* foreſts, Windſor! and thy green retreats, 
At once the Monarch's and the Muſes ſeats, 
Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids ! 
Unlock your fprings, and open all your ſhades. 
Granville commands ; your aid, O Muſes, bring ! 
What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to ing ? 
The groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now ſo long, 
Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong : 
Theſe, were my breaſt inſpir'd with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſecm to ſtrive again 
Not, chaos ·- like, together cruſh'd and bruis d, 
But, as the world, harmoniouſly confus'd: 
Where order in variety we ſee, 
And where, tho' all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day; 
As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 


Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs. . 
There, interſpers'd in lawns and op'ning glades, 


Thin trees ariſe that ſhun cach other's ſhades : 


Here, in full light rhe ruſſet plains extend; 


There, wrapt in clouds, thc blueiſh hills aſcend. 
Ev'n the wild heath diſplays her purple dyes, 
And *midft the deſert fruitful fields ariſe, 

That, crown'd with tufted trees and fringing corn, 
Like verdant iſles, the ſable waſte adorn. 

Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 

The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 

While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, 
And * commanded which thoſe trees adorn. 


Not proud Olympus yields a nobler ſight, 


Tho gods aflembled grace his tow ring height, 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 


Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe gods appear. 


| Pantipg with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds 


See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona erown'd; 
Here bluſhing Flora paints th' enamell'd ground; 


| Here Ceres“ gifts in waving proſpect ſtand, 


And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand; 

Rich Induſtry fits ſmiling on the plains, 

And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reighs. 
Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 

A dreary deſert, and a gloomy waſte; 

To favage beaſts and ſavage laws a prey; = 

And kings more furious and ſevere than they: 


Who claim'd the ſkies, diſpeopled air and floods, 


The loncly lords of empty wilds and woods: 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves 
(For wiſer brutes were backward to be flaves). 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey d, 
And ev'n the elements a tyrant ſway' d? 


| In vain kind ſeaſons ſwell'd the teeming grain, 
| Soft ſhow'rs diſtill'd, and ſuns grew warm in vain; 


The ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, 
And famiſh'd dies amidit his ripen'd fields. 
What wonder then, a beaſt or ſubject ſlain 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotic reign ? 

Both doom'd alike for ſportive tyrants bled; 
But while the ſubject ſtarv d, the beaſt was fed. 
Proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began; 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man: 


Our haughty Norman boaſts rhat barb'rous name, 
And makes his trembling flaves the royal ge. : 
wains, 


The fields are raviſh'd from th' induſtrious 

From men their cities, and from gods their fanes: 
The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover d o'er; 
The hollow winds thro' naked temples roar ; 
Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd ; 
O'er heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately hind; 

The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires ; 

And ſavage howlings fill the ſacred quires. ' 
Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curſt, 

Th' oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt; 
Stretch d o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 
And ſerv'd alike his vaſſals and his God. 
Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 


| Bur fee, the man who ſpacious regions gave 


A waſte for beaſts, himfelf denied a grave! 
Stretch'd on the lawn his ſecond hope ſurvey, 
At once the chaſer, and at once the prey: 
Lo! Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 
Bleeds in the foreſt like a wounded hart. 
Succegding monarchs heard the ſubje&'s cries, 
Nor ſaw difpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe, 
Thengath'ring flocks on unknown mountains fed; 
O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread; 
The foreſts wonder'd at th' unuſual grain, 
And ſecret tranſport touch'd the conſcious ſwain. 
Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears | 
Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years. 
Yevig'rous ſwains ! while youth ferments your 
And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprigutly flood, | blood, 
Now range the hills, the gameful woods beſet, 
Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. 
When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, 
And in the new- ſhorn field the partridge feeds, 
Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, 


But 


L - 
" 5 " 
we — — — — So a po» 
——ÿj — — A- —ͤů— Etæ⁊— 


— > 5 ow — — — — — 
12 eee For 


C 
. 
. 
} 
' 
7 
. 
« 
. 
t 
| 
} 
: 
: 
if 
1 
' 
: 
+ 
1 
* 
j 
T- 
: 
. 
| 
. 


Om, om 6 en OR 
— —— — — 


E 


WS | ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


But when the tainted gales the game betray, 
Couch d cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 
Secure they truſt th' unfaithful field beſet, 
Til hov'ring o'er em ſweeps the ſwelling net. 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare) 
When Albion ſends her cager ſons to war, 
Some thoughtleſs town, with caſe and plenty bleſt, 
Near, and more.near, the cloſing lines inveſt ; 
Sudden. they ſeize th! amaz'd, defenceleſs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flics. 

. ae? go the brake the whirring pheaſant 
And — BM on triumphant wings : 
Short is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground, 
Ah! what avail his gloſſy, varying dyes, 

His purple creſt and ſcarlet -circled eyes, 

The vivid green his fhining plumes unfold, 
His 9 wings, and breaſt that flames with 


Book II. 


1 Whoſe care, like hers, protects the ſylvan reign; 


The earth's fair light, and Empreſs of the main. 
Here too, tis ſung, of old Diana ſtray d, 
And Cynthus' top forſook for Windfor-ſhade 
Here was ſhe feen o'er awy waſtes to rove, 
Seck the clear ſpring, or havnt the pathleſs grove; 


Here arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn, 


Her buſkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, 


| Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nam'd 


(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caſt, 


The Muſe ſhall ang, and what ſhe fivgs ſhall laſt): 


4 Scarce could the Goddeſs from her nymph be 


known, | 
But by the creſcent, and the golden zone. 
She ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care; 


A belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair; 


A pointed quiver on her ſhoulder founds, 
And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds. 
Ir chanc'd, as, eager of the chace, the maid 


Nor yet, when moiſt Arfturus clouds the ſky, } Beyond the foreſt's verdant limits ſtray'd, 


The woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 


Pan ſaw and lov'd ; and, burning with deſire, 


To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, | Purſued her flight; her flight increas'd his fire. 


And trace the mazes of the circling hare 
(Beaſts, urg d by us, their fellow beaſts purſue, 
And learn of man each other to undo): 

With flaught'ring guns th unwearied fowler roves, 
When froſts have whiten'd all the naked groves; 


Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o erſhade, 


And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye ; 
Straight a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen ſky: 
Off, as in airy rings they ſkim the heath, 

The clam'rous lapwings feel the leaden death; 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 
They fall, and leave their little lives iu air. 


Not half ſo ſwift the trembling doves can fly, 
When the fierce cagle cleaves the liquid ſky; 
Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 
When thro' the clouds he drives the trembling 
daoves; | 
As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, 
Or as the God more furious urg'd the chace. 
Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the nymph appears; 
Now cloſe behind his founding fteps the hears ; 
And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 


| His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun ; 
And now his morter breath, with futitry air, 


Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 


In genial ſpring, beneath the quiv ring ſhade, | In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, 


© Where cooling vapours breathe along tae mcad, 
The patient fither takes his filent ſtand, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand: 
With looks unmov'd he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
And eyes the dancing cork and bending recd. 
Our plenteous ſtreams a various race ſupply : 
The bright- eyed perch, with fins of Ty tian dye; 
The filver cel, in ſhining volumes roll'd; 
The yellew carp, in ſcales bedropt with gold; 
Swift trouts, diverfified with crimſon ſtains ; 
And pikes, the tyrants of the wat'ry plains. 
Now Cancer glows with Phorbus' fiery car; 
The youth ruſh eager to the ſylvan war, 
Swarm o'er the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 


nt. 


Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. 
Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray'd, nor pray d ia 


Vail — 


„Ah Cynthia! ah—tho' baniſh'd from thy train, 


Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, 
« My native ſhades—there weep, and murmur 


She ſaid, and melting as in tears ſhe lay, ( there. 


In a foft ſilver ſtream diffolv'd away. 

The ſilver ſtream her virgin coldyeſs keeps, 
For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps; 
Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 


And bathes the foreſt where ſhe 75 before, | 
8 


In her chaſte current oft the Goddeſs laves, 
And with celeſtial tears augments the waves. 


Rouſe the fleet hart, and cheer the opening hound. | Oft in her glaſs the mufing ſhepherd ſpies 


Th impatient courſer pants in every vein, 

And pawing ſeems to beat the diſtant plain: 
Hills, vales, and floods appear alieady ccoſs' d, 
And ere he ſtarts a thouſand ſteps are loſt. | 
See the bold youth rain up the threat ning ſteep, 
Ruſh thro' the thickets, down the valley ſweep, 
Hang o'er their courſers heads with ezger ſpeed, 
And earth rojls back beneath the flying ſtecd. 
Let old Arcadia boaſt her ample plain, 

Thi immortal huntreſs, aud her virgin-train; 
Nor envy, Windſor ! ſince thy thades have ſcen 
Hs briglu a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen : 


The headlong mountains and the downward ſkies, 
The wat'ry land{kip of the pendent woods, 
And abſent trees that tremble in the floods; 


In the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 


And floating foreſts paint the waves with green; 
Throꝰ the fair ſcene roll ſlow the ling'ring ſtreams, 
| Then foaming pour along, and Tuſh into the 

Thames. 928 

Thou, too, great father of the Britiſk floods! 

With joyful pride ſurvey ſt our lofty woods; 
Where tow'ring oaks their rowing honours car, 
oy future navics on thy Cares appear: 


q 
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Not Neptune's ſelf from all her ſtreams receives Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retrests, 
A wealthier tribute than to thine he gives. And call the Muſes to their ancient ſeats z— _ 
No ſeas {6 rich, fo gay no banks * I Io paint anew the flow'sy ſylvan ſcenes 
No lake ſo gentle, and no ſpring fo clear; To crown the forcſts with immortal greens, 

Nor Po fo {wells the fabling Poet's lays, | Make Windſor hills in lofty nunbers riſe, 

While led along the ſkies his current ſtrays, And lift her turrets ncarer to the ſkies ; - 

As thine, which viſits Windfor's fam'd abodes, 'To fing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 


To grace the manſion of our earthly Gods: And add new luftre to her ſilver ſtar. 
Nor at his ſtars above a luſtre ſhew i Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 
| Like the bright beauties on thy banks below z | Surrey, the Granville of a former age: 
| Whore Jove, ſubdued by mortal pathon till, Marchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance : 
Happy the man whom this bright Court ap- In the fame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 
roves, To the ſame notes, of love, and ſufr defire : 


His ſov reign favours, and his country loves: | Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
Happy, next him, who to theſe thades retires, Then fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muſe} Oh would thou fing what heroes Windſor 


inſpires; | bore, 
Whom — joys of home · felt quict pleaſe, | What kings ũrſt breath d upon her winding ſhore ; 
Saccefive ſtudy, exerciſe, and eaſe. _ 1 Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 
He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, | In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains ; 
And of their fragrant phyſic ſpoils the fields; With Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 
With chemic arts exalts the min'ral pow'rs, Stretch his long trramphs down thro' ev ry age; 
And draws the aromatic ſouls of flow'rs: Draw monarchs chain'd, and Crethi's glorious field, 
Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; | The hlies blazing on the regal ſhield m te 
O'er figur'd worlds now travels with his eye; | Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
Of ancient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, And leave inanimate the naked wall, L 
| Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages oer: Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 
Or, wand'ring thoughtful in the flent wood, | And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear.” * 
Attends the duties of the wiſe and good, Let ſofter ſtrains ill-fated Henry mourn, 
T' obſerve a mean, be to himfelf a friend, And palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 
| To follow nature, and regard his end; Here o'er the Martyr King the marble weeps, - 
Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eyes, | And, faſt beſide him, once-fear'd Edward N 
Bids his free foul expatiate in the ſkies, Whom not th' extended Albion could contain, 
Amid her kindred ſtars familiar roam, From old Belerium to the northern main, : 
Survey the region, and confeſs her home The grave unites; where e'en the great find reſt, 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir' d; | And blended lie th oppreſfor and th” oppreſt t 
Thus Atticus, and Trumbal thus, retir'd. Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known. 
Ye ſacred Nine ! that all my ſoul poſſeſs (Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the ſtone). 
ö Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, Oh fact accurs'd } what tears has Albion ſhed? 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd ſcenes, | Heavens ! what new wounds! and how eher old 
r The bow'ry_mazes, and ſurroonding greens ; have bled! - 
. To Thames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, | She faw her fons with purple deaths expire, 


5 Or where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's Hill Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling fire, 
(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, | A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, ö; 
While laſts the mountain, or while Thames ſhall | Inglorious triumphs, and diſhoneſt ſcars. 
I {ecm thro' conſecrated walks to rove, { flow). | At length great Anna ſaid Let diſcord ceaſe!” 


I hear ſoft muſic die along the grove: - She ſaid, the world 'obey'd, and all was peace! 
Led by the ſound, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, | In that ble moment from his bed 
By godlike poets venerable made: ' Old father Thames advanc'd his rey rend head; 


Here his firſt lays majeſtig Denham ſung; His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 
There the laſt, numbers flow's from Cowley's| His ſhining horns. diffus d a golden gleam: 


tongue. ee, | Grav'd on his urn appear'd the moon, that guides 

, O early loſt ! what tears the river ſhed, His ſwelling waters and te tides 3 | 
When the ſad pomp along his banks were led | | The figur'd ſtreams in waves of filver roll'd,. 

His drooping ſwans on ev ry note expire, And on their banks Auguſta roſe in gold; 


And on his willows hung each Muſe's lyre. Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ſtood, 
Since fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their heavenly voice, | Who ſwell with tributary urns his flood; 
1 No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice z Firft, the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 


Who now ſhall charm the ſhades where Cowley| The winding Iſis, and the fruitful Thames - . 


firung - : | The Kennet ſwift, for falver eels renown'd 5 - | 
His living harp, and lofty Denham ſungg | The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd ;. 
q But bark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings ! | Cole, whoſe clear fireams his flow ry illands lave z 


* 


Axe theſe reviv d? or is it Granville fings ? Ws chalky Wey, chat rolls a milky. wave: 
Hh 4. | 
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The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appears ; 
The gulphy Lee his ſedgy treſſes rears ; 
And fullen Mole, that hides his diving flood; 
And ſilent Darept, ftain'd with Daniſh blood, 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclia'd, 
His ſca-green mantle waving with the wind, 
The God appear'd : he turn d his azure eyes 
Where Windſor domes and pompous turrets riſe ! 
Then bow ed and ſpoke ; the winds forget to roar, 
And the huſh'd waves glide foftly to the ſhore. 
Hail, facred Peace! hail, long expected days, 
That Thames's glory to the ſtars ſhall raiſe ! 
Tho' Tyber's ſtreams immortal Rome behold, 
Tho' foaming Hermus ſwells with rides of gold, 
From Heaven itſelf tho ſeven-fold Nilus flows, 
And harveſts on a hundred realms beſtows ; 
"Theſe now no more ſhall be the Muſes? themes, 
Loſt in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 
Let Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine, 
And groves of lances glitter m the Rhine; 
Let barb'rous Ganges arm a ſervile train; 
Be mine the bleſſings of a peaceful reign ! 
No more my ſons ſhall dye with Britiſh blood 
Red Iber's ſands, or Ifter's foaming flood: 
Safe on my ſhore cach unmoleſted ſwain 
Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 
The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace 
war or blood but in the ſylran chace; 
trumpet ſleep while cheerful horns are blown, 
And arms employed on birds and beafts alone, 
Behold! th' aicending villas on my fide 
Project long ſhadows o'er the cryſtal tide. 
Behold ! Auguſta's glitt' ring ſpires increaſe, 
And temples rife, the bcauteous works of peace. 


I ſee, I fee, where two fair cities bend 
- Their ample bow, a new Whitchall aſcend ! 


There mighty nations ſhall enquire their doom, 

The world's great oracle in times to come; 

There kings hall ſue, and ſuppliant ſtates be ſeen 

Once more to bend before a Britiſh queen. 

Thy trees, fair Windſor now ſhall lcave their 
woods, - 


And half thy foreſts ruſh into my floods, 


Bear Britain's thunder, and her croſs diſplay, 
To the bright regions of the riſing day: | 
Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen pole; 
Or vader fouthern ſkies exalt their fails, 

Led by new fiars, and borne by {pic gales : 

For me the balm ſhall bleed, the amber flow, 
The coral redden, and the ruby glow : 

The ly ſhell its lucid globe infold. 

And Phevus warm the rip'ning ore to gold. 


The time ſhall come hen, free as ſeas or wind, 


Unbovunded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind ; 
W hole nations enter with cach ſwelling tide, 
And ſeas but join the regions they divide; 
Earth's diſtant ends our ſhall behold, 
And the new world launch 
Then ſhips of untouth form ſhall ſtein the ride, 
And feather'd pevple crowd my wecaithy fide ; 


h to ſeck the old. 
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And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 

Our ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange ature ! 

Oh ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace! from ſhore to 
ſhore, | 2 

Till Conqueſt ceaſe, and Slavery be no more; 


Till the freed Indians in their native groves 


Reap their own fruits, and woo their ſable loves ; 
Peru once more a race of kings behold, 

And other Mexicos be root'd with gold. 
Exil'd by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 

In brazen bonds ſhall barb'rous Diſcord dwell ; 
Gigantic Pride, pate Terror, gloomy Care, 
And mad Ambition ſhall attend her there; 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires; . 
There hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall feel, 
And Perſecution mourn her broken wheel ; 
There Faction rear, Rebellion bite her chain, 
And gaſping furies thirſt for blood in vain. 


Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days : 


And bring the ſcenes of op'ning fate to light: 
My humble Muſe, in unambitious ſtrains, 
Paints the green foreſts and the flow'ry plains, 
Where Peace deſcending bids her olives fpring, 


And ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing. 


Ev'n I more ſweetly paſs my careleſs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent ſhade with empty praiſe ; 
Enough for me, that to the liſt'ning {wains 

| Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan ſtrains. 


$ 6. Two Chornſes ta the Tragedy of Brutus *. 
Por. 
CHORUS OF ATHENIANS. 
STROPHE 1. | 
YE ſhades, where ſacred truth is ſought ; 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught, 
Where heaven viſions Plato fir'd, 
And Epicurus lay infpir'd! . 
In vain your guiltleſs laurels ſtood 
Unſpotted long with human blood, 


| 


And ſteel now glitters in the Muſes' ſhades. 


ANTISTROFPHE 1. 
Oh heaven-bora ſiſters ! ſource of art! 
Who charm the ſenſe, or mend the heart; 
Who lead fair Virtue's train along, 
Moral Truth, and myſtic Song! 
| To what new clime, what diftant ſky, 
| Forſaken, friendleſs, ſhall ye fly? 
Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore ? 


Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more ? 


STROPHE 11, 


When Athens finks by fates unjuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn her duſt; 


Perhaps ev'n Britain's urmoſt ſhore 


Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtrangers gore; 


Es pap from Shakeſpeare by qt 7 of at whoſe defire theſe two Choruſes were com- 
pole, to ſupply as many wanting in his play, They were ſet many years afterwards by the ſamous Bonon- 
at Buck ingham- houſe. ; FM * | N Fes 


See 


Eini, and 


Here ceaſe thy flight, nor with unhallow'd lays 
The thoughts of Gods let Granville's verſe recite, 


| War, horrid war, your thoughtleſs walks invades, 
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See Arts her ſavage ſons controul, | 
And Athens riſing near the pole! 
Till fome new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
And civil madneſs tears them from the land. 


ANTISTROPHE 11. 
Ye Gods ! what juſtice rules the ball ? 
Freedom and Arts together fall ; 
Fools grant whatc'er ambition craves ; 
And men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. 
Oh curs'd effects of civil hate, 
In ev'ry age, in ev'ry ſtate ! 
Still when the luſt of tyrant pow'r ſucceeds, 
Some Athens petiſhes, forne Tully bleeds. 


CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 


. SEMICHORUS, 
Ok, Tyrant Love ! haſt thou poſſeſs d 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breaſt ? 
" Wiſdom and Wir in vain reclaim, 
And Arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame. 
Lore, ſoft intruder, enters here; 
But ent'ring learns to be ſincere. 
Marcus, with bluſhes, owns he loves; 
And Brutus tenderly reptoves. | 
Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame defire, 
Which Nature has impreſs'd? 
Why, Nature, doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
he mild and gen'rous breaſt ? 
a CHORUS, 
Love's purer flames the Gods approve ; 
The Gods and Brutus bend to tove; . 
Brutus for abſent Portia ſighs, 


And ſterner Caſſius melts at Junia's eyes. 


What is looſe love ? a tranſient guſt, 
Spent in a ſudden ſtorm of luſt, 
A vapour fed from wild deſire, 
A wand ring, ſelf-conſuming fire. 
But Hymen's kinder flames unite, 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 
Productive as the Sun. | 
SEMICHORUS, 
Oh, ſource of ev'ry ſocial tie, 
United wiſh, and mutual joy 
What various joys on one attend, | 
As fon, as father, brother, huſband, friend! 
Whether his hoary fire he ſpies, 3 
While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe; 
Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye, 
Or views his Fnilin progeny ; 
What tender — * take their turns, 
What home: felt raptures move ! 
His heart now melts, vow leaps, now burns, 
With rev'rence, hope, and love. 


CHORUS. 
Hence guilty joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmiſes ; 
Hence falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes, 
Dangers, doubts, delays, ſurpriſes; 
Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not ſhine Þ 
Pureſt love's unwaſting treaſure, : 


This was a very early ptoductioa of eur Author, waitten at about bu elye years old. 
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Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure, 
Days of eaſe and nights of pleaſure; 
Sacred Hymen ! theſe are thine. 


& 7. Ode on Solitude 2. PoE. 


FAPPY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound; 


| Content to breathe his native air, 


In his own ground. 


Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
Whole flocks ſupply him with attire; 
W hoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fire. 
Bleſt, who can unconcern dly find 
Hours, days, and years ſlide ſoft away z 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
| Quiet by day : | 
Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and caſe 
Together mix d; ſweet recreation ! 
And innocence which moſt does pleaſe 
With meditation. 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die ; 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
Tell where I lie. 


$8. The Dying Cbriflian 10 his Soul, Porn. 

| | ODS. 5: | 

VIT AL ſpark of heavenly flame! 
Qu f 


uit, oh quit, this mortal frame 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying : 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe th Arif, 
And let me languiſh into life! 
Hark! they whiſper; angels ſay, 
Siſter ſpirit, come away 
- What 1s this abſorbs me quite, 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my fight, 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 


The world recedes, it diſappears ! 

Heav'n opens on my eyes! my cars 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring 

Lend, lend your wings! I mount! Ifly! 

O Grave! where is thy Victory? | 
O Death! where is thy Sting? 


CCC ER 
——_—— 


$9. 4 Eſay on Criticiſm, Porr. 


| 


[TS hard to ſay, if greater want of {kill 


Appear in writing, or in judging, ill ; 
But, of - pw leſs . thi I | 
Ta tire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe. 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this; 
Ten cenſure. wrang for one who writes amiſs. 
A fool might once himſelf alone expaſe; 
Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 


'Tis with our judgments as our watches; none 


Go juſt alike, yet cach believes his own, 


In 
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* Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 


In Poets as true Genius is but rare, 
True Taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's ſhare; _ 
Both muſt alike from Heaven derive their light, 
Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write. 
Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 
And cenſure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, tis true; 
But are not Crit ics to their judgment too 

Vet, if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 
Moſt have the ſecds of judgment in their mind: 
Nature affords at leaſt a glimm'ring light; 
The lines, tho“ touch'd but faintly, are drawn 


right. c 

But as — ſketch, if juſtly trac'd, 

Is by ill colouring but the more diſgrac'd ; 

So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac d. 

Some are bewilder d in the maze of ſchools, 

And ſome made coxcombs Nature meant but fools. 

In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 

And then turn Critics in their own defence: 

Each burns alike, who can or cannot write, 

Or with a Rival's or an Eunuch's ſpite. 

All fools have ſtill an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing fide. 

If Mzvius ſcribble in Apollo's ſpite, 

There are who judge ſtill worſe than he can write. 
Some have ar firft for Wits, then Poets paſs'd, 

Turn'd Critics next, and prov'd plain Fools atlaſt. 

Some neither can for Wits nor Critics paſs ; 

As heavy mules are neither horſe nor aſs. 

Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, num'rous in our iſle, 

As half-form'd inſects on the banks of Nile; 


Their tion's ſo equivocal : 
To tell 'em would a hundred tongues require ; 
Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire. 
But you, who ſeek to give and merit fame, 
And juſtly bear a Critic's noble name, , 
Be ſure yourſelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, tafte, and learning go; 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet, 
And mark that point where ſenſe and dulneſs meet. 
Nature to all things fix d the limits tr, 
And wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wit: 
As on the land while here the occan gains, 
In other parts it leaves wide ſandy plains ; 
Thus in the foul while memory prevails, 
"The ſolid pow'r of underſtanding fails; 
Where beams of warm imagination play, 
The memory's ſoft figures metr away. 
One ſcience only will one genius fit ; 
So vaſt is art, 2 narrow human wit: 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 
But oft in thoſe confin'd to fingle parts. 
Like Kings, we loſe the conqueſts gain d before, 
By vain ambition ſtill to make them more: 
Each might his ſervile province well command, 
Would all bur ſtoup to what they underſtand. 
Firſt follow Nature, and your judgment frame 
By her juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame : 
VUnerring Nature, ſtill divinely bright, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
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| Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides; 


Works without ſhow, and without pomp preſides: 


In ſome fair body thus th' informing ſou 
With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 


| Each motion guides, and ev'ry nerve ſuſtains; 


Itſelf unſeen, but in th' effects remains. 
Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profuſe, 
Want as much more, to turn it to its uſe; 

For wit and judgment often are at ſtrife, 

Tho' meant each other's aid, like man and wiſe. 
'Tis more to guide, than ſpur the Muſe's feed ; 
Reftrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed : 

The winged courſer, like a gen'rous horſe, 
Shews moſt true mettle when youcheck his courſe, 
Thoſe rules of old diſcover'd, not devis'd, 
Are Nature ſtill, but Nature methodiz'd. 


Nature, like monarchy, is but reſtrain'd 


By the ſame laws which firſt herſelf ordain' d. 
Hear how learn'd Greece her uſcful rules in- 
| dites, | 

When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights: 
High on Parnaſfſus' top her ſons ſhe ſhew'd, 
And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod; 
Held from afar, aloft, th' immortal prize, 

And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to riſe. 

Juſt precepts thus from great examples given, 
She drew from them what they deriv'd from 
heaven. | 

The gen'rous Critic fann'd the Poet's fire, 

And taught the world with reaſon to admire. 
Then Criticiſm the Muſe's hand-maid prov'd, 


To dreſs her charms, and make her more belov'd : 


But following wits from that intention ſtray d; 
Who could not win the miſtreſs, woo'd the maid ; 
Againſt the Poets their own arms they turn d., 


Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they 


So modern 'Pothecaries, taught the art [learu'd, 
By Doctors bills to play the Doctor's part, 

Bold in the practice of miſtaken rules, 

Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey; 
Nor time nor moths e'er fpoil'd ſo much as they i 
Some drily plain, without invention's aid, 
Write dull receipts how poets may be made. 


- {Theſe leave the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay ; 
And thoſe explain the meaning quite away. 


You then whoſe judgment the right courſe 
would ſteer, . 


0 Know well each. Ancient's proper character: 


His fable, ſubje&, ſcope in cry page; 

Religion, country, genius of his age: 

Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 

{ Cavil you may, but neyer criticize. 

Be Homer's works. your ſtudy and delight; 

Read them by day, and meditate by night: 

| Thence form your judgment, thence your max- 
ims bring, | 

And trace the Muſes upward to their ſpring. 

Still with itſelf compar'd his text peruſe; 


Or let your comment be the Mantuan Muſe. 


When firſt young Maro in his boundleſs mind 


One clear, unchangd, and univerſal light, . [A work t outlaſt immortal Rome defign'd, 
Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart; 


Perhaps he ſeem'd above the Critic's law, 
| And bur from Nature's fountains ſcoru d to draw: 


At once the ſoyrery and end, and teſt of Art. 


But 


© 
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But when t' examine ev'ry part he came, 
Nature and Homer were, he found, the ſame. 
Convinc'd, atnaz'd, he checks the bold deſign ; 
And rules as ſtrict his labour'd work confine, j 
As if the Stagyrite o'erlook'd each line. 
Learn hence for ancient rules a juſt eſteem 
To copy nature is to copy them. 

Some beauries yet no precepts can declare; 
For there 's a happineſs as well as care: 
Muſic reſembles Poetry; in each 
Are nameleſs graces which no methods teach, 5 
And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 
If, where the rules not far enough extend 
(Since rules were made but to promote their end), 
Some lucky Licence anſwer to the full 
Th' intent propos'd, that Licence is a rule. 
Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 
May boldly deviate from the common track. 
Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 
And riſe to faults true Critics dare not mend; 
From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 
And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art; 


SCRIPTIVE, &c. 
| (That on weak wings, from far, purſues your 


flights; _ 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes), 
To teach vain Wits a ſcience little. Known; 
T admire ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their own ! 
Of all the cauſes which conſpire to blind 


Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, 


What the weak head with ſtrongeſt bias rules, 
Is Pride, the never-failing vice of fools. 
Whatever Nature has in worth denied, 

She gives in large recruits of needful Pride; 

For as in bodies, thus in ſouls we find [ wind: 
What wants in blood and fpirits, ſwell'd with 
Pride, where Wit fails, ſteps in to our defence, 
And fills up. all the mighty void of ſenſe. 

If once right reaſon drives that cloud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs day. 


Make uſe of ev'ry friend—and ev'ry foe. 
A little learning is a dang'rovs thing; 
Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian ſpring : 
There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 


Which, without paſſing through the judgment, And drinking largely ſobers us again. 


The heart, and all its end at once attains, [gains 
In proſpects thus, ſome objects pleaſe our eyes 
Which out of nature's common order riſe, j 
The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. 

But tho' the Ancients thus their rules invade, 


Fir'd at firſt tight with what the Muſe imparts, 
In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor ſee the lengths behind; 
But, more advanc'd, behold with ftrange ſurpriſe 


As Kings diſpenſe with laws themſclves have made, | New diſtant ſcenes of endleſs ſcience riſe! 


Moderns, beware ! or, if you muſt offend 
Againſt the precept, ne'er tranſgreſs its end; 
Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need ; 
And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead, 
The Critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, 
Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 


So plcas'd at firſt the tow'ring Alps we BY; 
Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the ſky; 
TH' eternal ſnows appear already paſt, 

And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt 2 
But, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey 

The growing labours of the lengthen'd way 


I know there are, to whoſe preſumpruous | Th. increaſing proſpect tires our wand'ring eyes, 


thoughts 

Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem faults. 
Some figures monſtrous and mil-ſhap'd appear, 
Conſider'd fingly, or beheld:tco near; 
Which, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 
Due diſtance reconciles to form and grace. 
A prudent chief not always muſt diſplay 
His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array 
But with th' occaſion and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay ſeem ſometimes to fly, 
Thoſe oft are ſtratagems which errors ſeem z - 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

Still green with bays each ancient altar ſtands, 
Above the reach of ſacrilegious hands; 
Secure from Flames, from Envy's fiercer rage, 
Deſtructive War, and all-invotving Age. 
dee from cach elime the learn'd their incenſe bring! 
Hear, in all tongues conſenting Paans ring! 
In praiſe ſo juſt let ev'ry voice be join'd, 
And fill the gen'ral chorus of mankind. 
Hail, Bards triumphant ! horn in happier days; 
Immortal heirs ef univerſal praiſe! 
Whoſe honours with $ ere of ages grow, 
As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 
Nations unborn your mighty names ſhall ſound, 
And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found 
0 may fome ſpark of your celeſtial fire 
The laſt, the meanefi, of your ſons inſpire 


. 
— — 


Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps ariſe! 

A Ferie judge will read each work of Wit 
With the ſame ſpirit that its author writ; 
Survey the whole, nor ſeck flight faults to find, 
W here nature moves, and rapture warmsthe mind; 
Nor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, 

The gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wit. 

Bur in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, 

Correctly cold, and regularly low; 

That, ſhunning faults, one quiet tenor keep; 

We cannot blame indeed but we may ſleep. 

In Wit, as Nature, what affects our hearts 

Is not th' exactneſs of peculiar parts; 

'Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 

| But the joint force and full reſult of all. 

Thus when we view ſome well-proportion'd dome, 

{ The world's juſt wonder, andev'n thine, O Rome 
No ſingle parts unequally ſurpriſe ; 

| All comes united to th admiring eyes: 

No monſtrous height, or breadth, or length ap- 

ear; 

The 3 at once is bold and regular. 

W hoever thinks a faultleſs piece to ſee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er ſhall be. 
In ev'ry work regard the writer's end, 
Since none can compaſs more than they intend z 
And if the means be juſt, the conduct true, 
Applauſe, in ſpite of trivial faults, is due. 

S 
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Truſt not yourſelf; but, your defects to know, 
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As men of breeding, ſometimes men of wit, | 
T* avcid great errors, muſt the leſs commit ; 
Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays, 

For not to know forme trifles is a Pit 
Moſt Critics, fond of ſome ſubſervient art, 
Still make the Whole pond upon a Part : 
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They talk of principles, but notions prize ; 
And al to one lor folly ſacrifice. 
Once on a time, La Mancha's Knight, they ſay, 

A certain Bard encount ring on the way, 
Diſcours d in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 
As &er could Dennis, of the Grecian ſtage; 
Concluding all were deſp'rate ſots and fools 
Who duſt depart from Ariftotle's rules. 

Our Author, happy in a judge fo nice, 
Produc'd bis play, and begg'd the Knight's advice; 
Made him obſerve the ſubject and the plot, 
The manders, paſſions, unities ; what not ? 

All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
Were but a Combat in the liſts left out. 

% What ! leave the Combat out? exclaims the 

Knight 3 

Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagyrite. 

« Not fo, by heaven!“ he anſwers in a rage; 
Knights, ſquires, and ſteeds, muſt enter on the 

«6 », 


So vaſt a throng the ſtage can ne'er contain. 
«Then build a new, or act it in a plain.“ 

Thus Critics of leſs judgment than caprice, 
Curious, not knowing; not exact, but nice, 
Form ſhort ideas ; and offend in arts 
(As moſt in manners)-by a love to parts. 

Some to Conceit alone their taſte confine, 
And glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry line; 
Pleas'd with a work where nothing 's juſt or fit; 
One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets, like painters, thus, unſkill'd to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, 
And hide with ornaments their want of art. 
True wit is Nature to advantage drefs'd ; 
"What oft was thought, but ne er ſo well expreſs d; 
Something, whoſe truth convinc'd at ſight we find, 

That gives us back the image of our mind. 

As ſhades more fweetly recommend the light, 

So medeſt plainneſs ſets off ſprightly wit. 
For works may have more wit than does em good, 

As bodies periſh thro" excels of blood. 
Others for language all their care expreſs, 

And value bocks, as women men, for dreſs: 
Their praiſe is ſtill— T he Style is excellent; 
The Senſe they humbly take upon content. 
Words are like leaves; and, where they moſt 

4 abound, | | 
Much fruit of ſenſe beneath is rarely found. 
_ Falſe eloquence, like the priſmatic glaſs, 

Its gaudy colours ſpreads on ev'ry place ; 

The face of Nature we no more ſurvey; 

All glares alike, without diſtinction gay: 

But true Exprefſion, like th' unchanging Sun, ) 
Clears and improves whate'er it ſhines upon; 

It gilds all objects, but it alters none. 

Expreſſion is the dreſs of thought, and ſtill 


„ 
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A vile conceit, in pompous words expreſt, 

Is lite a clown in regal purple dreſt: 

For diff rent ſtyles with diff rene ſubjects ſort, 
As fev'ral garbs with country, town, and court. 
Sorne, by old words, to fame have made pretence; 


1 Ancients in phraſe, mere moderns in their ſenfe ; 


Such labour'd nothings, in fo ſtrange a ſtyle, 
Amate th' unlearn'd, and make the 33 ſmile. 
Unlucky as Fungoſo in the play, 

Theſe ſparks, with awkward vanity, diſplay 
What the fine gentleman wore yeſterday ; 

And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, 

As apes our grandfires, in their doublets dreſt. 
In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold ; 
Alike fantaſtic, if too new or old. | 
Be not the firſt by whom the new are tried, 
Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. 

But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong ; 
And ſmooth or rough with them is right or wrong: 
In the bright Muſe tho' thouſand charms conſpire, 
Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire ; 
Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, 
Not mend their minds; as ſome to church repair | 
Not for the doctrine, but the muſic there, 
Theſe equal ſyllables alone require, 

Tho' oft the ear the open vowels tire; 

While expletives their feeble aid do join. 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line: 
While they ring round the ſame unvaried chimes, 
With ſure returns of ſtill expected rhymes ; 
Where'er you find“ the cooling weſtern breezc,” 
In the next line, “ it whiſpers thro” the trees: 


The reader's threaten'd (not in vain) with*ſleep.” 
Then, at the laſt and only couplet fraught 
With ſome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 
Ancedleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, [along. 
That, like a wounded ſnake, drags its flow length 
Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and 
know 
What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flow; 
And praile the cafy vigour of a line 
Where Denham's firength and Waller's ſweetneſs 
join. | | 
True eate in writing comes from art, not chance; 
As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance, 
Tis not enough no harſhneſs gives offence, 
The ſound muſt ſeem an echo to the ſenſe : 
Soft is the ſtrata when zephyr gently blows, 
And che ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows: 
But when loud {urges laſh the founding ſhore, 
The hoarſe, rough verſe ſhould like the torrent 
PO: 
When Ajax ftrives fomerock's vaſtweighttothrow, 
The line too labours, and the words move flow; 
Not fo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 


Flies o'er th' unbending corn, and ſkims along the 


main, 
Hear how Timotheus' varied lays ſurpriſe, 
And bid alternate paſſions fall and riſe ! 
While, at each change, the ſon of Libyan Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love: 
Now his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 
Now ſighs ſteal out, and tears begin to flow: 


Appears more decent as more ſuitable; 
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Perſians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 


And the world's victor ſtood ſubdued by ſound 


The pow'r of muſie all our hearts allow; 


And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 

Avoid extremes, and ſhun the fault of ſuch 
Who ſtill are pleas'd too little or too much. 

t ev'ry trifle ſcorn to take offence; 
That always ſhews great pride, or little ſenſe : 
Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, 
Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt. 
Yet let not cach gay turn thy rapture move; 
For fools admire, but men of ſenſe approve : 
As things ſeem large which we thro” miſts deſcry; 
Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. 

Some foreign writers, ſome our own, deſpiſe ; 


The ancients only, or the moderns, prize. 


Thus wit, like faith, by each man is applied 
To one ſmall ſect, and all are damn'd beſide. 
Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 
And force that ſun bur on a part to ſhine, 

W hich not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 


But ripens ſpirits in cold northern climes ; 


Which from the firſt has ſhone on ages paſt, 

Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt; 

Tho: each may feel increaſes and decays, 

And ſee now clearer and now darker days. 

Regard not then 1f wit be old or new, : 

But blame the falſe, and value ſtill the true. 
Some-_ne'er advance a judgment of their own, 

But catch the ſpreading notion of the town; 

They reaſon and conclude by precedent, 

And own ſtale nonſenſe which they ne'er invent. 

Some judge of avthors' names, not works; and then 

Nor praiſe nor blame the writings, but the men. 

Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he 

That in proud dulnefs joins with quality: 

A conſtant critic at the great man's board, 

To fetch and carry nonſenſe for my lord: 


What woeful ſtuff this madrigal would be, 


la ſome ſtar e' d hack ney. ſonnetteer, or me ! 

Bur let a locd once own the happy lines, 

How the wit brightens ! how the ſtyle refines ! 

Before his ſacred name flies ev'ry fault, 

And each exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 
The vulgar thus thro' imitation err; | 

As oft the lcarn'd by being ſingular : 

So much they ſcorn the crowd, that if the throng 

By chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong : 

So ſchitmarics the plain believers quit, I 

And are but damn'd for having too much wit. 

Some praiſe at morning what they blame at night; 

But always think the laſt opinion right. 

A Muſe by theſe is like a miſtreſs us d; 

This hour ſhe. 's idoliz'd, the next abus'd; 

While their weak heads, like towns unfortified, 

'Twixt ſenſe and nonſenſe daily change their fide. 

Aſk them the cauſe ; they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay; 

And ſtill to-morrow 's wiſer than to-day. 

We think our fathers fools, ſo wiſe we grow; 

Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us fo. 

Once ſchool-divines this zealous iſle o'erfpread ; 

Who knew moſt ſentences was deepeſt read : 

Faith, Goſpel, all ſeem'd made to be diſputed, 

And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted: 
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| Scotiſts and Thomiſts now in peace remain 


Amidſt their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 

If faith itſelf has diff rent dreſſes worn, 

What wonder modes in wit ſhould take their turn! 
Oft, leaving what is natural ard fit, 

The current folly proves the ready wit; 


And authors think the reputation ſafe, 


Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 
Some valuing thoſe of their own fide or mind, 

Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind 1 

Fondly we think we honour merit then, 

When we but praiſe ourſelves in other men, 


Parties 4n wit attend on thoſe of ſtate, 
And public faction doubles private hate. 
Pride, malice, folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 
In various ſhapes of parſons, critics, beaux: 
Bur ſenſe ſurviv'd when merry jeſts were paſt, 
For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. 
Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Milbourns muſt ariſe : 
Nay, ſhould great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would ſtart up from the dead. 
Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue ; 
But, like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true: 
For envied wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 
Th” oppoting body's groſſneſs, not its own. 
When brit that ſun too pow'rful beams diſplays, 
It draws up vapours which obſcure its rays 
But ev'n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 
Be thou the firſt true merit to befriend ; 
His praife is loſt who ſtays till all commend. 
Short is the date, alas! of modern rhymes, 
And 't1s but juſt to let them live betimes. 
No longer now that golden age appears, 
When patriarch writs furviv'd a thouſand years: 
Now length of fame (our ſecond life) is loſt, 
And bare threeſcore is all e'en that can boaſt; 
Our ſons their fathers' failing language ſee, 
And ſuch as Chaucer is ſhall Dryden be. 
So when the faithful pencil hag defign'd 
Some bright 1dea of the maſter's mind, 
Where a new world leaps out at his command, 
And ready Nature waits upon his hand ; 
When the ripe colours ſoften and unite, 
And fweerly melt into juſt ſhade and light; 
When mellowing years their full perfection give, 
And each bold figure juſt begins to live; 
The treach'rous colours the fair art betray, 
And all the bright creation fades away ! 
Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings. 
[n youth alone its empty praiſe we boaſt z 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt: 
Like ſome fair flow'r the early ſpring ſupplies, 
That gaily blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 
What is this wit, which muſt our cares employ ? 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy: 
Then moſt our trouble ſtill when moſt adwir'd, 
And ſtill the more we give, the more requir'd z 
Whoſe fame with pains we guard, but loſe with 
Sure ſome to yex, but never all to pleaſe: Ceaſe, 
Fis what the vicious fear, the virthous ſhun ; 
Zy fools tis hated, and by Knaves undone ! 
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If wit fo much from ign'rance undergo, 
Ah let not learning too commence its foe ! 
Of old, thoſe met rewards who could excel, 


And ſuch were prais d who but endeavour'd well: 


Tho' triumphs were to gen'rals only due, 
Crowns were referv'd to grace the ſoldiers too. 
Now, they who reach Parnaſſus' lofty crown 
Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down; 
Aud white ſelf-love each jeatous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the ſport of fools : 

Bur ſtill the worſt with moT regret commend, 
For each ill author is as bad a friend. 

Fo what baſe ends, and by what abject ways, 
Are mortals urg d through ſacred luſt of praiſe 
Ah! ne er fo dire a thirſt of glory boaſt, 

Nor in the critic let tie man be loft. 

Good- nature and good ſenſe muſt ever join: 
To ert᷑ is haman; to forgive, divine. 

But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain, 
Not yet purꝑ d off, of ſpleen and four diſdain, 
Diſcharge that rage cm more provoking crini es, 
Nor fear a dearth in theſe ftagitious times. 

No pardon vile obſcenity ſhould Gnd, 

Tho" wit and art conſpire to move your mind; 
But dulueſs with ooſeenity muſt prove 

As ſhameful ſure as impotence in tore. 

In the fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and cafe, 


Sprung the rank weed, and thriv's with large 


mncreaſe : | 
When love was all an eaſy monarch's care; 
Seldom at council, never in a war, = 
Filts rul'd the ſtate, and ſtateſinen farces writ; 


Nay, wits had penſions, and young lords had wit: 


The fair ſat panting at a courtier's play, 

And not a maſk went unimprov'd away: 

The modeſt fan was lifted up no more ; 

And virgins ſmil'd at what they bluſh d before. 
The following licenſe of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain; 
Then unbelicving prieſts reform'd the nation, 
And taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation; 


Where Heaven's free fubjefts might their rights 


: diſpute, 
Left God himfelf ſhould ſecm too abſolute :; 
Pulpits their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 
And vice admir'd to find a flatt'rer there ! 
Encouraz'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the ſkies, 


And the preſs groan'd with licens'd blaſphemies. 
Theſe monfeers, critics ! with your darts engage, 


Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage 

Vet ſhun their fault, who, ſcandalouſly nice, 

Will needs miſtake an author into vice: 

All ſeems infected that ti infected ſpy, 

As all looks vellow to the jaundic'd cyc. 
Learn then what mora!s critics ouglit to ſhew, 

For tis but half a judge's taſk to know. 

Fis not enough, taſte, idgment, learning, join 
In all you fpcak, let truth and candour ſhine : 

That not alone what to your ſenſe is due 

All may allow, but ſeek your friendſhip too. 


Be filent alveys when you doubt your ſenſe; 
And ſpeak, tho“ ſure, with ſeemiyg diffidence: 


Some poſitive, perſiſting fops we know, 


Who, if one wieng, will needs de always fo; 
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But you with pleaſure own your errors paſt, 
And make each day a critique on the laſt. 

Tis not enough your counſel ſtil} be true; 
Blunt truths more miſchief than nice falſehoods do: 
Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things unknown propos d as things forgot. 
Without good- bree ding, truth is difapprov'd ; 
That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov'd. 

Be niggards of advice on no pretence ; 

For the workt avarice is that of ſenſe. 

With mean complacence ne'er betray your truſt, 
Nor be fo civil as tu prove unjuſt. ; 


} Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe ; 


Thoſe beſt can bear reproof who merit praiſe. 

' I werewell mightcritics ſtillthis freedom take; 

Zut Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 

And ſtares tremendous, with a threat ning eye, 

Like ſome herce tyrant in old tapeſtry. 

Fear moſt to tax an honourable fool, 

Whoſe right mis, uncenſur'd, to be dull; 

Such, without wit, are poets when they pleaſe, 

As without learning they can take degrees. 

Leave dang 'rous truths to unſucceſsful ſatires, 

And flattery to fulſome dedicators, F more 

Whom, when they praiſe, the world believes ne 

Than when they promiſe to give ſcribbling o'er, 

"Tis deſt ſometimes your cenſure co reſtrain, 

Aud charitably let the dull be vain: 

Your ſilence there is better than your ſpite; 

For who can rail fo long as they can write ? 

Still humming on, their drowſy courſe they keep, 

And laſh'd fo long, like tops, are laſh'd aſlcep. 

Falſe ſteps but help them to renew the race; 

As, after tumbling, jades wilt mend their pace. 

What crowds of theſe, impenitently bold, 

In ſouuds and jingling ſy llables grown old, 

Still run on poets in a raging vein, 

Evin to the dregs and fqueczings of the brain; 

Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenfe, 

And erhyme with all the rage of impotence ! 
Such ſhameleſs bards we have; and yet tis true, 

There are as mad abandon'd critics too. 

The book ful blockhead, ignorantlv read, 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 

With his own tongue ſtill edifies his cars, 

And always liſt'ning to himſelf appears. 

All books he reads, and all he reads aſſails, 

From Dryden's Fables down to Durfey's Tales: 

With him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy; 

Jarth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 

Yame a new Play, and he 's the Pat's friend, 

Yay ſhew'd his faults ; but when would Pocts mend 

No place fo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr'd, 

Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's church 

yard : 

Yay, fly to altars; there they'll talk you dead; 

for Fools ruth in where Angels fear to tread. * 

MNitruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, 

t ſtill looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes; ö 

Zut rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, 

And never ſhock d, and never turn'd aſide, 

Zurſts out, reſiſtleſs, with a thund'ring ride. 


Still plcas d to teach, aud yet not proud to know? 


zut where 's the man who counſel can beſtow, 


Uabiaſs'd 
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Unbiaſs'd or by favour or by ſpite; 
Nor dully prepoſſeſs' d, nor blindly right; 
ITho' learn'd well- bred, and tho' well-bred ſincere, 
Modeſtly bold, and humanly ſevere; 
Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhew, 
And gladly praiſe the merit of a foe ? 
Bleſt with a taſte exact, yet unconſin'd; 
A knowledge both of buoks and human kind ; 
Gen'rous converſe ; a foul exempt from pride 
, And love to praiſe, with reaſon on his fide ? 
Such once were Critics; ſuch the happy few 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew. 
The mighty Stagyrite fi: | left the thore, 
7 Spread all his fails, and durſt the deeps explore; 
He fteer'd ſecurely, and difcover'd far, 
| Led by the light of the Mæonian Star. 
Poets, a race long unconhn'd and free, 
Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty. 
Receiv'd his laws, and ſtood convinced; 'twas fit, 
; Who conquer'd Nature ſhould preſide o'er Wit. 
Horace ſtill charms with graccful negligence, 
And without method talks us into ſenſe; 


re Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
ne The trueſt notions in the eaſieſt way. 
r. He who, ſupreme in judgment as in wit, 


Might bol4ly cenſure, as he boldly writ; 

Yer judg'd with cootnefs, tho? he ſung with fire; 
His Precepts teach but what his Works inſpire. 
Our Critics take a contrary extreme; 


ep, They judge with fury, but they write with phlegm; 
p Nor ſuſfers Horace more in wrong tranſlations 

By wits, than critics in as wrong quotations. + 
ce. See Dionyſius Homer's thoughts refine, 


Aud call new beauties forth from ev'ry line! 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleaſe; 
The ſcholar's learning, with the courtier's caſe. 
5 In grave Quintilian's copious work we find 
icy The juſteſt rules and cleareſt method join'd : 
Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 
rue, All rang'd in order, and diſpos'd with grage; 
But leſs to pleaſe the eye than arm the hadd | 
still fit for uſe, and ready at command. 
Thee, bold Longinus ! all*rtie Nine inſpire, 
And bleſs their Critic with a Poet's firc. 
An ardent Judge, who, zealous in his truſt, 
: With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt: 
es: WM Whoſe own example ſtreugthens all his laws; 
bay; And is himſelf that great Sublime he draws. 
Thus long ſucceeding Critics juſtly reign'd, 
d, Licenſe repreſs' d, and uſeful laws ordain'd. 
end? Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 
And Arts ſtill follow'd where her Eagles flew : 
arch ron the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their | 
doom ; 


ad » And the ſame age ſaw Learning fall, and Rome. 
ad. With Tyranny then Superſtition join'd ; 

', ds that the body, this enflav'd the mind: 

5 Much was belicv'd, but little underſtood; 

| And to be dull was conſtrued to be good: 

| a ſecond deluge Learuing thus o'errun, 

H nd-the Monks finith'd what the Goths begun. 
cſtow, W At length Eraſmus, that great injur'd name, 
oy, tie glory of the Prieithood, and the ſhame ! 


| 
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Stemm'd the wild torrent of a barb'rous age, 
And drove thoſe holy Vandals off the ſtage. 
But fee ! each Mule, in Leo's golden days, 


{ Rome's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
Shakes off the duſt, and rears his rev'rend head, 
Then Sculpture and her fiſter-arts revive ; 
Stones lcap'd to form, and rocks began to live 
With ſweeter notes each riſing Temple rung; 

A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung. 

Immortal Vida! on whoſe honour'd brow 

Ine Poet's bays and Critic's ivy grow, 
Cremona now ſhall ever boaſt thy name; 

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 

But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chas'd, 
Their ancient bounds the baniſh'd Muſes paſs'd; 
Thence Arts o'er all the northern world advance, 
But Critic-learning flouriſh'd moſt in France: 
The rules a nation, born to ſerve, obeys; 

And Boilcau ſtill in right of Horace ſways. 

But we, brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis d, 
And kept unconquer'd and uncivilie*d; 

Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 

We ſtil] defied the Romans, as of old. : 
Yet ſome there were, among the ſounder few 
Of thoſe who leſs preſum'd, and better knew, 
Who durſt ailert the juſter ancient cauſe, 

And here reſtor'd Wit's fundamental laws; 
Such was the Muſe whoſe rules and practice tell, 
{+ Nature's chief Maſter- piece is writing well.“ 
Such was Roſcommon, not more learn d than gocd, 
With manners gen'rous as his noble blood; 

To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
And ev' ry author's merit, but his own. 

Such late was Walſh, the Mule's judge and friend, . 
Who juſtly knew to blame or to commend z 

To failings mild, but zealous for deſert ; 

The cleareſt head, and the ſincereſt heart. 

This humble praife, lamented ſhade! receive, 
This praiſe at leaſt a grateful Muſe may give. 
The Mute whoſe early voice you taught to ſing, 
Preſcrib'Fher heights, andprun'd her tender wing, 
(Her guide now loſt) no more attempts to rite, 
But in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries: view 
Content, if hence th' unlearn'd their wants may 
The learu'd reflect on what before they knew 
Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame; 

Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afraid to blame: 
Averle alike to flatter, or offend; 

Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 


— n.. 
$ 10. The Rape of the Lock, Porz. 


Nolueram, Belinda, mos vialare capillos; 

rats hoc precibus me tribuiſſe tuis. | 
Sed juvat, hy pre K N MART» 
CANTO IL 


WHAT dire offence from am'rous cauſes 
| ſprings, 

What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things, 
üng-— This verſe to CaRYL, Muſe l Que, 


This even Belinda may vuuchſalg to view : 


Q_3 Slishe 


Starts from her trance, and trims her wither'd bays. 
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Slight is the ſubject, but not ſo the praiſe, 

If She inſpire, and He approve my lays. 

Say what ſtrange motive, Goddeſsl could compe! 

A well-bred Lord c' aſſault a gentle Belle 2 
O fay what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor'd, 
Could make a gentle Belle reject a Lord? 

In taſks fo bold can little men engage? 

And in ſoft boſoms dwells ſuch mighty rage ? 

Sol thro' white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray, 

And op'd thoſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the day: 
Now lap-dogs gave themſelves the roufing ſhake ; 
And ſleepleſs lovers, juſt at twelve, awake: 
Thrice rung the bell, the ſlipper knock'd the 

und, 

And the preſs d watch return'd a filver ſound, 
Belinda ſtill her downy pillow preſs'd, | | 
Her guardian Sylph prolong'd the balmy reſt— 
"Twas He had ſummon'd to her ſilent bed 
The morning-dream that hover'd o'er her head— 


A youth more glittring than a birth-night beau, 
That even in ſlumber caus'd her cheek to glow, 


Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, 

And thus in whiſpers ſaid, or ſeem'd to lay : 
Faireſt of mortals, thou diſtinguiſh'd care 

Of thouſand bright inhabitants of air! 

If e er one viſion touch thy infant thought, 

Of all the Nurſe and all the Prieſt have taught; 

Of airy elves by moonlight ſhadows ſcen, 

The Liver token, and the circled green, 


Or virgins viſited by Angel-pow'rs, [flow'rs'! 
With golden crowns, and wreaths of heavenly 


Hear and believe ! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conceai'd, 
To maids alone and children are reveat'd : 
What tho no credit doubting wits may give? 
The fair and innocent ſhall ſtill believe. 

Know then, unnumber'd ſpirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower ky : 

'Theſe, tho* unſeen, are ever on the wing, 
Hang o'er the box, and hover round the ring. 
Think what an equipage thou haſt in air, 
And view with ſcorn two pages and a chair, 
As now your own; our beings were of old, 


And once inclos'd in woman's beauteous mould; 


Thence, by a ſoft tranſition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to theſe of air. 


Think not, when woman's tranſient breath is fled, 


That all her vanities at once are dead; 
Succeeding vaniries ſhe ſtill regards, 


And, tho' ſhe plays no more, o erlooks the cards. 


Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 
And love of ombre, after death furvive ; 
For when the fair in all their pride expire, 
To their firſt elements their ſouls retire: 
The ſprites of fiery termagants in flame 
Mount up, and take a ſalamander's name. 
Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 
And ſip, with nymphs, their clemental tea. 


The graver prude ſinks downward to a gnome, 


In ſearch of miſchief ſtill on earth to roam. 
The light coquettes in ſylphs aloft repair, 
Aud ſport and flutter in the fields of air, 


Know further yet—whoever fair and chaſte 


Rejects mankind, is by ſome ſylph embrac'd : 


For ſpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eaſe 
Aſſume what ſexes and what ſhapes they pleaſe. 
What guards the purity of melting maids : 


| In courtly balls and midnight maſquerades, 


Safe from the treach'rous friend, the daring ſpark, 
The glance by day, the whiſper in the dark, 
When kind occaſion prompts their warm deſires, 
When muſic ſoftens, and when dancing fires 3 
Tis but their ſylph, the wiſe celeſtials know, 
Tho' honour is the word with men below. | face, 
Some nymphs there are, too conſcions of their 
For life predeſtinꝰd to the gaomes* embrace. 
Theſe ſwell their proſpects and exalt their pride, 
When offers are diſdain'd, and love denied: 
Then gay idcas crowd the vacant brain, [train, 
While peers, and dukes, and all their ſweeping 
And garters, ftars, and coronets appear, 

And in ſoft ſounds & your grace“ ſalutes their ear. 
'Tis theſe that early taint the female ſoul, 
Inſtruct the eye of young coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant-cheeks a bidden bluſh to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a beau. 


Oft, when the world imagine women ſtray, 


The ſylphs thro” myſtic mazes guide their way 
Thro' all the giddy circle they purſue, 

And old impertinence expel by new. 

What tender maid but muſt a victim fall 

To one man's treat, but for another's ball? 
When Florio ſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, 
if gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand? 
With varying vanities, from ev'ry part, 

They if the moving toy- ſhop of their heart; 
Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-Kknots ſword- 
knots ſtrive, 

Beaux baniſh beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 


This erring mortals levity may call; 


Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 
Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim; 

A watchful ſprite, and Ariel is my name. 

Late as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 

In the clear mirror of thy ruling ſtar 

L ſaw, alas! ſome dread event impend, 

Ere to the main this morning ſun deſcend ; 

But beaven reveals not what, or how, or where: 

| Warn'd by thy Sylph, oh pious maid, beware ! 

This to diſcloſe is all thy guardian can: 

Beware of all, but moſt beware of man! [ long, 
He ſaid ; when Shock, who thought ſhe ſlept too 

Leap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue. 

Jwas then, Belinda, if report ſay true, 

Thy eyes firſt open'd on a billet-doux; 


But all the viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. 

And now, unveil'd, the toilet ſtands diſplay'd; 
Each filver vaſe in myſtic order laid. 
Firſt, rob'd in white, the nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the coſmetic pow'rs ; 
A heavenly image in the glaſs appears ; 
To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears ; 
Tir interior prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 


Trembling, begins the ſacred rites of pride. 


Unnumber 4 


Book I. 


Wounds, charms, and ardours, were no ſooner read, 
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Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here |] Then proſtrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
The various off rings of the world appear; Soon to obtain, and long poſleis the prize. 
From each ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, The pow'rs gave car, and granted half his pray rz 
. And decks the goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil, | The reſt, the winds diſpers'd in empty air. 
This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box: | The ſun-beams trembling on the floating tides; 
, The tortoiſe here and elephant unite, While melting muſic ſteals upon the ſky, 


Transform'dto combs, the ſpeckled and the white: | And foften'd ſounds along the waters die; 


, Here files of pins extend their ſhining rows, Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play; 1 
Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. Belinda ſmil'd, and all the world was gay. | 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts oppreſt, [ 
, The fair each moment riſes in her charms, Th' impending woe ſat heavy on his breaſt. | 
r Repairs her ſmites, awakens ev'ry grace, He ſummons ttraight bis denizens of air; | 
| And calls forth all-the wonders of her face: | The lacid ſquadrons round the fails repair: | 
'y Sees by degrees a purer bluſh ariſe, | Soft o'er the ſhrouds atrial whiſpers breathe, _ | 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. That ſcem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. | 
„ The buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care; | Some to the ſun their inſect-wings unfold, | 
8 Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair; Waft on the breeze, or ſink in clouds of gold; 
Some fold the ſleeve, whilſt others plait the gown; | Tranſparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 1 
r. And Betty 's prais'd for labours not her own. | Their fluid bodies half diſſolv'd in light. | 
Looſe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
N Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew, | 
KOT with more glories, in th' ethereal plain, | Dipp'd in the richeſt tincture of the ſkies, 
The ſun firſt riſes o'er the purpled main, Where light diſports in ever-mingling dyes 
Than, iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams While ev'ry beam new tranſient colours flings, 
. Launch'd on the boſom of the ſilver Thames. | Colours that change whene'er they wave their 
Fair nymphs, and well-dreft youths, around her | Amid the circle on the gilded maſt, wings. 
But ex'ry eye was fixt on her alone. [ ſhone ; | Superior by the head, was Ariel plac d; 
On her white breaſt a ſparkling croſs ſke wore, | His purple pinions op'ning to the ſun, 
| Which Jews might Kiſs, and Infidels adore. He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun : 
d, Her lively looks a ſprightly mind diſcloſe, Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear: 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfixt as thoſe : | Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and dzmons, hear! 
Favours to none, to all ſhe imiles extends; Ye know the ſpheres and various taſks afſign'd 
|; Oft ſhe rejects, but never once offends. Zy laws eternal to th' atrial kind. 
d- Bright as the ſun her eyes the gazers ſtrike, Some in the fields of pureſt æther play, 
And, like the ſun, they ſhine on all alike. And baſk and whiten in the blaze of day: 
e. Vet graceful eaſe, and ſweetneſs void of pride, | Some guide the courſe of wand' ring orbs on high, 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide: | Or roll the planets through the boundleſs ſky: 
If to her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 3ome, leſs icfin'd, beneath, the moon's pale light, 
Look on her face, and you Il forget them all. | Purſue the ſtars that ſhoot athwart the night, 
This Nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, | Or ſuck the miſts in groſſer air below, 
Nouriſh'd two Locks, which graceful hung behind | Or dip their pinions in the painted bo-, 
In equal curls, and well conſpir'd to deck Ir brew fierce tempeſts on the wint'ry main, 
With ſhining ringlets the ſmooth iv'ry neck, Or o'er the glebe diſtil the kindly rain: 
Love in theſe labyrinths his ſlaves detains, Others on earth o'er human race preſide, 
re + And mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains. Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 
! With hairy ſpringes we the birds betray; Of theſe the chief the care of nations own, 
Slight lines of hair ſurpriſe the ſinny prey; And guard with arms divine the Britiſh throne, 
ng, Fair treſſes man's imperial race enſnare, Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 
ow And beauty draws us with a fingle hair. Not a leſs pleaſing, tho' lefs glorious care; 
Noe. Th'advent'rous Baron the bright locks admir'd; | To ſave the powder from too rude a gale, 
He faw, he wiſh'd, and to the prize afpir'd. Nor let th' impriſon'd eſſences exhale z 
Refolv'd to win, he meditates the way, Lo draw freſh colours from the vernal flow'rs ; 
ead, By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; To fteal from rainbows, ere they drop in ſhow'rs, | 
For, when ſucceſs a Lover's toil attends, A brighter waſh ; to curl their waving hairs, 
y'd; Few ak if fraud or force attain'd his ends. Afliſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs; 
For this, ere Phœbus roſe, he had implor'd | Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beſtow, 
* Propitious Heaven, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd ; Lo change a flounce, or add a furbelow. ? 
But chiefly Love—to Love-an altar built This day black omens threat the brighteſt fair 
Of twelve vaſt French romances, neatly gilt. That e'er deſerv'd a watchful ſpirit's care; 
5 There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves; | Some dire diſaſter, or by force, or ſlight; . _ 
| And all the trophies of his former loves : But whart, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. 
; With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's law, 
er And breathes three am'rous ſighs to 80 the fire: | Ir ſome frail China jar receive a flaw z 
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Or ſtain her honour, or her new brocade ; 
Forget her pray'rs, ur miſs a maſquerade; 
Or loft her heart, or necklace, at a ball; [ fall. 
Or whether Heaven has doom d that Shock muſt 
Haſte then, ye ſpirits to your charge repair ; 
The flutr'ripg fan be Zephyretta's care; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign; 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 
Do thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her fav'rite Lock; 
Ariel himſelf ſhall be the guard of Shock. 
To fifty choſen Sylphs, of ſpecial note, 
We truſt th important charge, the Petticoat: 
Oft have we known that ſeven-fold fence to fail, 
Tho ſtiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale; 
Form a ftrong line abour the filver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference arcund. 
Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 
His poſt neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
Shall feel ſharp vengeance ſoon o'ertake his fins, 
Be ftopp'd in vials, or transfix'd with pins; 
Or plung'd in lakes of bitter waſhes lie, 
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye: 
Gums and pomatums ſhall his flight reftrain, 
While clogg'd he beats his filken wings in vain; 
Or alum ſtyptics with contracting power 
Shrink his thin eſſcuce like a ſhrivell'd flow'r : 
Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch fhall fecl 
The giddy motion of the whirling mill; 
In fumes of burning chocolate ſhall glow, 
And tremble at the fea that froths below 
He fpoke ; the ſpirits from the fails deſcend ; 
Some, orb in orb, around che nymph extend; 
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Belinda now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 
Burns to encounter two advent'rons knights 

At ombre fingly to decide their doom; 

And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come. 
Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number of the ſacred nine. 
Soon as ſhe ſpreads her hand, th' aerial guard 
Deſcend, and fit on each important card: 

Ficſt Ariel perch'd upon a matadore, 

Then each according to the rank they bore z 


For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 


Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place, 
Behold, four kings in majeſty rever'd, 


With hoary whiſkers and a forky beard ; 


And four fair queens whoſe hands ſuſtain a flow'r, 
Th' expreſſive emblem of their ſofter pow'r; 
Four knaves in garbs ſuecinct, a truſty band, 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; 
And party-colour'd troops, a ſhining train, 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 

The ſkilful nymph reviews her force with care: 
Let Spades be trumps ! the ſaid, and trumps they 

were. 

Now move to war her ſable matadores, 
In ſhow like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors. 
Spadillio firſt, unconquerable lord ! 
Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the board. 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 


And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 


Him Baſto follow'd, but his fate more hard 
Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years, 


Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 

Some hang upon the pendants of her ear; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the bicth of Fate. 


CANTO III. 


(Los E by thoſe meads, for ever crown'd with 
flowers, i 
here Thames withpride ſurveys his riſing towers, 

There ſtands a ſtructure of majeſtic frame, 
Wläch from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its 
name. 

Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft the fall foredonm 
Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 
Hert thou, great Anna! whom three realms obey, 
Poſt ſometimes counſel take, and fomertimes tea. 

Hither the herocs and the nymphs reſort, 
To taſte awhile the pleaſures of a court; 
In various talk th' inſtructive hours they paſs'd, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt; 
One ſpeaks the glory cf the Britiſh Queen, 
And one deſcribes a charming Indian ſcreen; 
A third interprets mctions, looks, and eycs; 
At ev'ry werd a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, ſupply each pauſe of chat; 
With ſinging, lavghing, ogling, aud all twat. 
Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 

The fun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray; 

The hungry judges ſoon the ſentence fign, 

And wretches hang, that jurymen may dine; 

_ The merchant from th' Exchange icruris in peace, 


And the long labours of the toilet ceaſe, 


The hoary Majeſty of Spades appears, 

Puts forth one manly leg, to ſight reveal'd, 

The reſt his many-colour'd robe conceal'd. 

The rebel Knave, whe dares his prince engage, 

; Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage. | 

| en mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o'er» 

threw, h p 

And mow'd down armies in the fights of Loo 

Sad chance of war ! now deſtitute of aid, 

Falls undiftinguiſh'd by the victor Spade! 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 

Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 

His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 


4 


| Th' imperial confort of the crown of Spades. 


The Club's black tyrant firſt her victim dicd, 

Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride; 

What boots the regal circle on his head ; | 

His giant limbs, in ſtate unwieldy ſpread ; 

That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 

And, of all monarchs, only graſps the globe ? 
The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace 

Th'embroider'd King who ſhews but half his face, 

And his refulgent Queen, with pow'rs combin'd, 

Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find. | 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diſorder ſeen, 

With throngs promiſcuous ſtrow the level greens 

Thus when diſpers'd a routed army runs, 

Of Aſia's troops, and Afric's fable ſons, 

With like confuſion diff ' rent nations fly, 

Of various habit, and of various dye; 

; The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall 

h n heaps on heaps z' one fate 0'erwhelms them all. 


The 
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The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 


And wins (oh ſhameful chance!) the Queen of 


Hearts. | 
At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forſook; 
A livid paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look; 
She ſees, end trembles at th' approaching ill, 
Juſt in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 
And now (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd ſtate) 
On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate. 
An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth : the King, unſeen, 


Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive 


Queen : Fl 

He ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the proſtrate Ace. 
The Nymph exulting fills with ſhouts the ſky ; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply, 

O thoughtleſs mortals ! ever blind to fate, 
Too ſoon dejected, and too foon elate, 
Sudden theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 
And curs'd for ever this victorious day. | crown'd, 

For, lo! the board with cups and ſpoons is 
The berries crackle, and the mill rurns round : 
On ſhining altars of Japan they raiſe 7 
The filver lamp; the fiery ſpirits blaze : 
From ſilver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, 
While China's earth receives the ſmoking tide : 
At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt. 
Straight hover round the Fair her airy band: 
dome, as ſhe ſipp'd, the fuming liquor fann'd ; 
Some o'er her lap their careful plumes diſplay d, 
Trembling, and conſcious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wile, 
And fee thro' all things with his half-ſhut eyes) 


Sent up in yapours to the Baron's brain 


New ftratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 
Ah ceaſc, raſh youth! deſiſt ere *ris too late, 
Fear the juſt Gods, and think of Scylla's fate! 
Chang'd to a bird, and ſent ro flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Niſus' injur'd hair! 
But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, 
How ſoon they find fit inſtruments of ill! 
Juſt then Clariſſa drew, with: tempting grace, 
A two-edg'd weapon from her ſhining caſe: 
So Ladics, in romance, aſſiſt their Knight, 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 
Me takes the gift with rev'rence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers' ends; 
This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, 
As o'er the fragrant ſteam ſhe bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thouſand ſprites repair, 
A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twicch'd the diamond in her ear; 
Thrice ſhe look d back, and thrice the foedrewnear. 
Juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel ſought 
The cloſe receſſes of the Virgin's thought :; 
As on the noſegay in her breaſt reclin'd, 
He watch'd th' ideas rifing in her mind, 

udden he view'd, in ſpite of ail her art, 
An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. 
Amaz'd, confus' d, he found his pow'r expir'd ; 
Refign'd to fate, and with a hgh retir'd. 
* The Peer now ſpreads the glitt'ring forfex wide, 


4 


4 


| 


7 inc loſe the Lock; now joins it to divide, | * hand in ura; her boſom with lampoons. 


Ev'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd,. 

A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos d; 

Fate urg'd the ſheers, and cut the Sylphintwaing 
But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again: 

The meeting points the ſacred hair diſſever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 

Then fla(k'd the living lightning from her eyes, 
And ſcreams of horror rend th' affrighted ſkies. 
Not louder ſhrieks to pitying heaven are caſt 
When huſbands or when lapdogs breathe their, 

laſt ; 
Or when rich China veſſels, fallen from high, 
In glitt'ring duſt and painted fragments he! 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
The Victor cried ; the glorious prize is mine! 
While fiſh in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, 

Or in a coach and fix the Britiſh Fair, 

As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 

Or the ſmall pillow grace a Lady's bed; 

While viſits ſhall be paid on ſolemn days, 

When num'rous wax-lights in bright order blaze 
While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, 
So long my honour, name, and praiſe ſhall live! 
What Time would ſpare, from Steel receives its 


And monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate! [ date, 


Steel could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 

And ſtrike to duſt th' imperial tow'rs of Troy; 
Stcel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wonder, then, fair Nymph ! thy hairs ſhould” 
The conqu'ring force of unreſiſted ſteel > {feel 


CANTO IV. 


BU Tanxious cares the penſive nymphoppreſs'd, 
And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her Kan SO 
Not youthful kings in battle ſeiz'd alive, 

Not ſcornful virgins who their charms ſurvive 
Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliſs, 

Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kiſs, 


Lot tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 


Not Cynthia when her mantua s pinn'd awry, 
E'er felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 
As thou, ſad Virgin! for thy raviſh'd Hair. 

For that ſad moment, when the Sylphs with - 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, {drew, 
Umbriel, a duſky, melancholy ſprite, V 
As ever ſullied the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 

—_— to ſearch the gloomy cave of Spleen. 
wift on his ſooty pinions dies the Gnome, 

And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 

No cheerful breeze this ſullen region knows 6 

The dreaded Eaſt is all the wind that blows. 

Here, in a grotto ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 

And ſereen d in ſhades from day's deteſted glare, 

dhe ſighs for ever on her penſive bed, A 

Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne; alike ia place, 

But diff'ring far in figure and in face. 

Here ſtood II- nature, like an ancient maid, 

Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd; 
With ſtore of pray'rs for mornings, nights, and 
noons, 


* 


There 
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There Aﬀe&tation, with a fickly mien, 
Shews in her cheek the roſes of eighteen 
Prattis'd to lifp, and hang the head aſide, 
Faints into airs, and languiſhes with pride; 
On the rich quilt ſinks with becoming woe, 
Wrapt in a gown, for ſickneſs, and for ſhow. 
The fair ones feel ſuch maladics as theſe, 
When each new night-dreſfs gives a new diſcaſc. 
A conſtant vapour o'er the palace flies, 
Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe ; 
Dreadful as hermits' dreams in haunted ſhades, 
Or bright as viſions of expiring maids: 
Now glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, 
Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fres ; 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyſian ſcenes, 
And eryſtal domes, and ach in machines. 
VUnnumber d throngs on ev'ry fide are ſeen 
Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 
Here hving tea-pots ftand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and rhat the ſpout : 
A pipkin there, like Homer's tripod, walks; 
Here ſighs a jar, and there a gooſe-pye talks; 
Men prove with child, as pow'rful fancy works, 
And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe paſs'd the Gnome thro' this fantaſtic band, 
A branch of healing ſpleenwort in his hand: 
Ihen thus addreſs d the Pow'r :—Hail, wayward 
neen *! | 
Who rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of yapours, and of female wit, 
Who give th' hyſteric or poetic fir ; 
On various tempers act, by various ways, 
Make ſome take phyſic, others ſcribb)e plays; 
Who cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, 
And ſend the godly in a pet to pray. 
A Nympn there is, that all thy pow'r diſdains, 
And thoufands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But, oh! if e'er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
Or raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face, ; 
Like citron-waters matrons' checks inflame, 
Or change complexions at a loſing game; 
If e er with airy horns I plamed heads, 
Or rumpled petticoars, or rumbicd beds, 
Or caus d ſuſpicion when no ſoul was rude, 
Or diſcompos d the head-drefs of a prude, 
Or c er to coſtive lapdeg gave diſcaſe 
W nich not the tears of brighteſt eyes could eaſe; 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin: 
That fingle act gives half the world the ſpleen. 
The Goddeſs, with a difcontented air, 
Seems to reject him, tho the grants his pray'r. 
A wondrous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 
Like that where once Ulyſſes held the winds ; 
There ſhe collects the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, ſobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues. 
A vial next the fills with fainting fears, 
Soft ſorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
| The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 
Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts to 
day. 
Sunk is Thaleftris' arms the Nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound, 
Full o'er their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, 
Anc all the Furies iſſued at the vent. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Which with a ſigh ſhe rais'd, and thus 


* 
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Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 
And fierce Fhaleftris fans the riſing fire. 


O wretched maid ! the ſpread her hands, and cried, 
(While Hampton's echoes Wretched maid ! re- 


Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care [ plied) 


The bodkin, comb, and eflence to prepare? 
For this your Locks in paper durance bound, 
For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around ? 


For this with fillets ftrain'd your tender head, 


And bravely bore the double loads of lead ! 

Gods! ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hair, 

While the fops envy, and the ladies ftare ! 

Honour forbid ! at whoſe unrivall'd ſhrine 

Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all our ſex reſign. 

Methinks already I your tears ſurvey, 

Already hear the horrid things they ſay; 

Already ſee you a degraded toaſt, 

And all your honour in a whiſper loſt ! 

How fhall I, then, your helpleſs fame defend? 

"Twill then be infamy to ſeem your friend! 

And ſhall this prize, th' ineſtimable prize, 

Expos'd thro? cryſtal to the gazing eyes, 

And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze? 

Sooner ſhall graſs in Hyde- park Circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the found of Bow ; 

Sooner let earth, air, fea, to chaos fall; 

Men, monkeys, lapdogs, parrots, perith all ! 

_ She ſaid; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her beau demand the precious hairs 

(Sir Plume of amber ſnuff- box juſtly vain, 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane): 

With earneſt eyes, and round unthinking fice, 

He firſt the ſnuff-box open'd, then the caſe, 

And thus broke out“ My Lord, why, what the 
«devil! © [ * be civil! 

% Z—ds! damn the Lock fore Gad, you muſt 


Plague on 't ! tis paſt a jeſt—nay, prithee, pox! 


* Give her the hair! —he ſpoke, and rapp'd his 
box. 

Ir grieves me much (replied the Peer again) 
Who ſpeaks ſo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain; 
But by this Lock, this ſacred Lock, I ſwear 
(Which never more ſhall join its parted hair 
Which never more its honours ſhall renew, 
Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew), 
That while my noſtrils draw the vital air, 

This hand, which won it, ſhall for ever wear. 


He ſpoke, and ſpeaking in proud triumph ſpread 


The long-contended honours of her head. 
But Umbricl, hateful Gnome! forbears not ſo; 

He breaks the vial whence the ſorrows flow. 

Then, fee ! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, 

Her eyes half-languiſhing, half-drown'd in tears 

On her heav'd botom hung her drooping head, 

e ſaid ; 

For ever curs d be this deteſted day, 

Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my fav'rite curl away! 

Happy, ah ten times happy, had I been, 

If Hampton-Court theſe eyes had never ſeen ! 

Yet am not I the firſt miſtaken maid 

By love of courts to num'rous ills betray' d. 

Oh had I rather unadmir'd remain'd 

In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant northern land; 


Where 
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Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 
Where none learn Ombre, none e' er taſte buhea ! 
There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like roſes that in deſerts bloom and die. 
What mov'd my mind with youthful lords to roam? 
O had I ftay'd, and faid my ag Few: at home ! 
"Twas this the morning omens ſeem'd to tell: 
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-hox fell; 
The tott'ring China ſhook without a wind; 
Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was moſt unkind ! 
A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of Fate 
In myſtic viſions, now believ'd too late 
See the poor remnants of theſe flighted hairs ! 
My hands ſhall rend what ev'n thy rapine ſpares: 
Theſe, in two ſable ringlets taught to break, 
Once gave ne beauries to the ſnowy neck; 
The fiſter lock now fits uncouth, alone, 
And in its fellow's fate foreſees its own 
Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands, 
And tempts once more thy facrilegious hands, 
Oh hadſt thou, cruel ! been content to ſcize 
Hairs leſs in fight, or any hairs but thele ! 
CANTO V. 

SHE ſaid : the pitying audience melt in tears; 
But Fate and Jove had ſtepp'd the Baron's cars. 
In vain Thaleſtris with reproach aſſails; 

For who can move when Nur Belinda fails? 
Not half fo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 
While Anna begg'd, and Dido rag'd in vain. 
Then grave Clariſſa graceful wav d her fan; 


Silence enſucd, and thus the nymph began: 


Say, why are beauties prais'd and honour'd moſt, 
The wiſe man's paſſion, and the vain man's toaſt ? 
Why deck'd with all that land and fea afford, 
Why angelscall'd, and angel-like ador'd? | beaux, 
Why round our coaches crowd the white-glov'd 
Why bows the ſide- box from its inmoſt rows? 
How vain are all thele glories, all our pains, 
Unleſs good ſenſe preierve what beauty gains: 

That men may ſay, when we the front-box grace, 
Behold. the firſt in virtue as in face! 
Oh if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 
Charm'd the ſmall-pox, or chas'd old age away, 
Who would not ſcorn what houſewife's cares 
| produce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe ? 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a ſaint; 
Nor could it ſure be ſuch a fin to paint. 
But fince, alas! frail beauty muſt decay; 
Curl'd or uacurl'd, ſinee locks will turn to grey; 
Since painted, or not painted, all ſhall fade; 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man muſt die a maid ; 
What then remains, but well our pow'r to uſe, 
And keep good-humour ſtill, whate'er we loſe ? 
And truſt me, dear! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſcolding 
| fail. 

Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 
Charms ſtrike the ſight, but merit wins the ſoul. 
So ſpoke the dame, but no applauſe enſued; 
Belinda frown'd, Thaleſtris call d her Prude. 

To arms, to arms ! the fierce Virago cries, 
And ſwift as lightning to the combat flies. 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


I 


In three feal tings ; which, after melted down, 


| And burn in Cupid's flames but burn 
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All fide in parties, and begin th' attack: 
Faus clap, ſilks ruſtle, and tough whalebonescrack; ' 
Heroes? and heroines' ſhouts confus'dly riſe, 


And baſs and treble voices ſtrike the ſkies. 


No common weapons in their hands are found 
Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 
So when boid Homer makes the Gods engage, 
And heavenly breaſts with human paſſions rage, 
Gainſt Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms; 
Jove's thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 


| Blue Neptune ſtorms, the beHewing deeps reſound: 


Earth ſhakes her nodding tow'rs, the ground gives 
And the pale ghoſts ſtart at the flaſh of day! [ways 
Triumphant Umbriel on a ſconce's height. 
Clapp'd his glad wings, and fat to view the fight: 
Propt on their bodkin ſpears, the ſprites ſurvey 
The. growing combat, or aſſiſt the fray. 
While thro” the preſs enrag'd Thaleſtris flies, 
And ſcatters deaths around from both her eyes, 


| A beau and witling periſh'd in the throng; 


One died in metaphor, and one in ſong. 

« Ocruel nymph! a living death I bear,” 

Cried Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his chair. 

A mourntul glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt; 
«« Thoſe eyes are made fo killing! -was his laſt. 
Thus on Mxander's flow'ry margin lies 

Th' expiring Swan, and as he ſings he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariſſa down, 
Chloe ſtepp'd in, and kill'd him with a frown ; 
She ſmil'd to fee the doughty hero flain ; 

Burt, at her ſmile, the beau reviv'd again. 

Now Jove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, | 
Weighs the men's wits againſt the lady's hair; -= 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide | 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 

With more than uſual lightning in her eyes: 
Nor fear'd the chief th' unequal fight to try, 
Who ſought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly ſtrength endued, 
She with one finger and a thumb ſubdued ; 
juſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew, 
A charge of ſnuff the wily virgin threw 

The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atom juſt, 

The pungent grains of titillating duſt. 

Sudden with ſtarting tears each eye o'erflows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe. 

| Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cried, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide 
(The ſame, his ancient perſonage to deck, 
Her great-great-grandfire wore about his neck, 


|| 
| 
| 
| 


Form'd a vaſt buckie for his widow's gown :' 
Her infant grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 
The bells ſhe jingled, and the whiſtle blew ; 
Then in a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs, 
Which long ſhe were, and now Belinda wears). 
Boaſt not my fall, he cried, infulting foe! 
Thou by fome other ſhalt be laid as low : 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind 

All that L dread is leaving you behind! 

Rather than fo, ah let me till ſurvive, 
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Reſtore the Lock ! ſhe cries ; and all around 
Reſtore the Lock the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in fo loud a ſtrain 
Roar'd-for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But fee how oft ambitious aims are croſs'd, 

And chiefs contend till all the prize is loſt ! 
The Lock; obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev'ry place is ſought, but ſought in vain : 
With fuch a prize no mortal mult be bleſt, 

So Heaven decrees! with Heaven who can conteſt? 

Some thought it mounted to the Lunar ſphere, 
Since ali things loft on earth are treaſur d there. 
There heroes wits are kept in pond'rous vaſes, 
And beaux in ſnuff-boxes and tweezer-caſes, 
There broken vows and death- bed alms are found, 
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound; 
The courtier s promiſes, and ſick man's pray rs, 
The ſmiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a fica, 
Dried butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtry. 
gut cruſt the Muſe—fhe faw it upward riſe, 

Tho mark'd by none but quick poetic eyes: 

So Rome's great founder to the heavens with- 
To Proculus alone confeſt in view. [ drew, 
A ſudden ftar, it ſhot thro” liquid air, 

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 

Not Berenices Locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 

The heavens beſpangling with diſhevell'd light. 
The Sylphs behold it G as it flics, 

And pleas d purſue its progreſs thro' the ſkies. 

This the Beau- monde fhall from the Mall tar- 
And hail with muſic its propitious ray; [vey, 
This the bleſt Lover thall for Venus take, 
And ſend up vows from Rofamonda's lake. 
This Partridge ſoon ſhall view in cloudleſs ſkies, 
When next he looks thro' Galilzo's eycs; 
And hence th' egregious wizard ſhall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 

Then ceaſe, bright Nymph ! to mourn thy ra- 

viſh'd hair, 

Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere ! 
Not all the treſſes that fair head can boaſt, 
Shall draw-ſuch envy as the Lock you loft, 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 
When, after millions flain, yourſelf ſhall die; 
When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſet, as ſet they muſt, 
And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in d ut; 
This Lock the Moſe ſhall conſecrate to fame, 
And midſt the ftars inſcribe Belinda's name. 


12. Elegy ta the Memory of un Unfortunate Lady. 
, | I Pore. 


WH AT beek'ning ghoſt, along the moon- 
ght ſhade, | 

Invites my iteps, and points to yonder glade ? 

Tis ſhe ! but why that bleeding boſom gor d 

Why dimly gleams the viſionary ſword 2 

Oh crer beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 

Is it in heaven a crime to love roo well 2 

To bear too tender or too firm a heart, 

To act a Lover's or a Roman's part? 

Js there no bright reverſion in the ſky 

For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die | 
. © fe? | 


- 
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| Why bade ye elſe, ye pow'rs ! her ſoul aſpire 

Above the vulgar flight of low defire ? 

Ambition firſt iprung from your bleſt abodes, 

The glorious fault of angels and of gods! 

Thence to their images on earth it flows, 

And in the breaſts ot kings and heroes glows. 

Moſt ſouls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, 

Dull fullen pris'ners in the body's cage; 

Dim lights of hfe, that burn a length of years, 

Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres ; 

Like eaſtern kings, a lazy ſtate they keep, 

And, cloſe confin'd in their own palace, {leep. 
From theſe perhaps (ere Nature bade her dic) 


Fate ſnatch'd her early to the pitying ſky. 


As into air the purer ſpirits flow, 

And fep'rate from their kindred dregs below, 
So flew the foul to its congenial place, 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou mean deferter of thy brother's blood ! 
See on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Theſe cheeks, now fading at the blaſt of death; 
| Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 
And thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal Juſtice rules the ball, 

Thus ſhall your wives and thus your children fall: 
On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent hearſes ſhall beſiege your gates; 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtand; and, pointing, ſay 
(While the long fun'rals blackea all the way), 
Lo! theſe were they whoſe ſouls the Furies ftcel'd, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yicld, 
Thus unlamented paſs the proud away, 

The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 

So periſh all whoſe breaſt ne er learn'd to glow 
For others' good, or melt at others' woe. 
What can atone, oh ever-injur'd ſhade ! 

Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid ? 

No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic tear, 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoſt, orgrac'dthy mournful bier: 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were-clos'd, 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 

By foretgn hands thy humble grave adarn'd, 

By ſtrangers honour d, and by ſtrangers mourn'd ! 
W hat tho' no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 

To midnight dances, and the public ſhow ; 
What tho' no weeping loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh'd marble emulate thy face; 

What tho” no ſacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hailow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb; 
Yet ſhall thy grave with rifing flow'rs be dreſs'd, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaty 
There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, 
There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow; 
While angels with their filver wings o'erſhade 
The ground, now ſacred by thy reliques made. 

So peaceful] refts, without a ſtone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails the: not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot : | 
A heap of duſt alone remains of thee 


Tis all thou art, and all the prou l wal! be! 
5 Fees 


=» Sa nz ants 
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Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung | 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tune ful tongue. 


Ev'n he, whoſe foul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays; 
Then from his clofing eyes thy form ſhall part, 
And the laſt pany ſhall tear thee from his heart; 
Life's idle buſineſs at one gaſp be o er, 

The Muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more! 


& 105 Prologue to Mr. Addiſon's Tragedy 5 Cato. 
OPE. 


& Hg wake the ſoul by tender ſtrokes of art, 
To raiſe the genius, and io mend the heart; 
To make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold : 
For this the Tragic Muſe firſt trod the ſtage, 
Commanding tears to ſtream thro' ev ry age; 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 

And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our Author ſhuns by vulgar ſprings to move 
The hero's glory, or the virgin's love; 

In pitying love we but our weakneſs ſhew, 
And wild ambition well deſerves its woe. 
Here tears ſhall flow from a more gen'rous cauſe, 
Such tears as patriots ſhed for dying laws : 

He bids your breaſts with ancient ardour riſe, 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes. 
Virtue confeſt in human ſhape he draws, 

W hat Plato thought, and godiike Cato was : 
No common object to your fight diſplays, 

But what with pleaſure Heaven itſelf furveys— 
A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 
And greatly falling with a falling ſtate, - 
While Cato gives his little ſenate laws, 

What boſom beats not in his country's cauſe ? 
Who ſees him act, but envies cv'ry deed ? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed ? 
En when proud Cæſar, midſt triumphal cars, 
The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 

Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 

Shew d Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ſtate; 
As her dead father's rev rend image pals'd 

The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'ercaſt; 
The triumph ceas'd, tears guſh'd from ev'ry eye; 
The world's great victor paſs'd unheeded by; 
Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador'd, 

And honour'd Czfar's leſs than Cato's ſword. 

Britons, attend: be worth like this 2pprov'd ; 
And ſhew, you have the virtue to be mov'd. 
With honeſt ſcorn the firſt fam d Cato view d 
Rome learning arts from Greece whom ſhe ſubdued, 
Our ſcene precariouſly ſubſiſts too long 
On French tranſlation and Italian fong. 

Dare to have ſenſe yourſelves; aſſert tae ſtage ; 
Be juſtly warm'd with your own native rage: 
Such plays alone ſhould win a Britiſh car, 

As Cato's ſelf had not diſdain'd to hear. 


§ 13. Epilogue to Mr. Rowe's June Shore. PoE. 


PRO DIGI this | the frail one of our play 
From her own lex ſhould mercy find to-day ! 

You might have held the pretty head aſide, 

Peep'd in your fans, been ſerious thus, and cried, 
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The play may paſs—but that ſtrange creature, 
Shore, 

I can't—indeed now—T fo hate a whore _ 

Juſt as a blockhead rubs his thoughtleſs ſkull, 

And thanks his ſtars he was not born a fool, 

So from a ſiſter finner you ſhall hear, 

Hou ftrangely you expoſe yourſelf, my dear l“ 

But let me die, all raillery apart, 

Our ſex are ſtill forgiving at their heart; 

And, did not wicked cuſtom ſo contrive, 

We 'd be the beſt good-natur'd things alive. 
There are, tis true, who tell another tale, 

That virtuous ladies envy while they rail ; 

Such rage without betrays the fire within ; 

In ſome cloſe corner of the ſoul they ſin; 

Still hoarding up, moſt ſcandalouſly nice, 

Amidſt their virtues a reſerve of vice. 

The godly dame, who flethly failings damns, 

Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams. 

Would you enjoy ſoft nights and ſolid dinners, 

'Faith, gallants, board with ſaints, and bed with 
Well, if our author in the wife offends, ſ ſinners. 

He has a huſband that will make amends : 

He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving z 

And ſure ſuch kind good creatures may be living, 

In days of old they pardon'd breach of rows ; 


Stern Cato's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe: 


Plu—Plutarch—what 's his name that writes his 

Fells us that Cato dearly lov'd his wife: [life ? 

Yet if a friend a night or ſo ſhould need her, 

He 'd recommend her as a ſpecial breeder. 

To lend a wife, few here would ſcruple make; 

But, pray, which of you all would take her back? 

Tho' with the Stoic chief our ſtage may ring, 

i he Stoic huſband was the glorious thing. 

The man had courage, was a ſage, tis true, 

And lov'd his country—but whar 's that to you 3 

Thoſe ſtrange examples ne'er were made to fit ye z 

But the kind cuckold might inſtruct the city ; 

Phere many an honeſt man may copy Cato, 

Wo ne'cr ſaw naked ſword, or look'd in Plato. 
If, after all, you think it a diſgrace 

That Edward's Miſs thus perks it in your face ; 

To ſee a piece of failing fleſh and blood 

In all the reſt ſo impudently good 

Faith, let the modeſt matrons of the town 

Come here in crowds, and ſtare the ſtrumpet down. 


$ 14. The Temple of fame. Popg. 
I that ſoft ſeaſon, when deſcending ſhow'rs 
Call forth the greens, and wake the riſing 
flowers; | 
When op'ning buds ſalute the welcome day, 
And earth relenting feels the genial ray; 
As balmy fleep had charm'd my cares to reſt, 
Andi love itſelf was banifh'd from my breaft 
What time the morn myſterious vitons brings, 
\V hile purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings); 
A train of phantoms in wild order roſe ; 
And, join'd, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 
ſtood, methought, betwixt earth, ſeas, and 
The whole creation open to my eyes: Kies; 
In air ſelf-balanc'd hung the globe below, 


Where mountains rife, and circhng oceans flow: 


Here 
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There tow ry cities, and the foreſts green; 
Here failing ſhips delight the wand' ring eyes, 
| There trees and intermingled temples rife : 
Now a clear fun the ſhining ſcene diſplays, 
The tranſient landicape now in clouds decays. 
O'er the wide proſpect as I gaz d around, 
Sudden I heard a wild promiſcuous ſound, 
Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 
Or billows murm'ring on the hollow ſhore : 
Then, gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 
Whoſe tow'ring ſummit ambient clouds conceal'd. 
High on a rock of ice the ſtructure lay, 
Steep its aſcent, and ſlipp ry was the way; 
The wondrous rock like Parian marble ſhone, 
And ſeem d to diſtant fight of ſolid ſtone. 
Inſcriptions here of various names I view'd, 
The greater part by hoſtile time ſubdued ; 
Yer wide were ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 
And poets once had promis'd they ſhould laſt. 
Some, freſh engrav'd, appear d of wits renown'd ; 
I look'd again, nor could their trace be found. 
Critics I faw, that other names deface, 
And fix their own with labour in their place ; 
Their own, like others, ſoon their place reſign'd, 
Or diſappear d, and left the firſt behind. 
Nor was the work impair'd by ſtorms alone, 
But felt th approaches of too warm a ſun ; 
For fame, impatient of extremes, decays 
Not more by envy than exceſs of praiſe. 
Yet part no injuries of heaven could feel, 
Like cryſtal, faithful to the graving feet : 
The rock's high ſummit, in the temple's ſhade, 
Nor heat could melt, nor beating ſtorm invade. 
There names inſcrib d unnumber'd ages paſt, 
From time's firſt birth, with time itſolf ſhall laſt; 
Theſe ever new, nor ſubject to decays, | days. 
Spread, and grow brighter, with the length of 
| So Zembla's rocks (the beauteous work of froſt) 
Riſe white in air, and glitter o'er the coaſt ; 
Pale ſans, unfelt, at diſtance roll away, 
And on th' impaſſive ice the lightnings play; 
al ſnows the growing maſs ſupply, 
ill the bright mountains prop th' incumbent ſky : 
As Atlas fix d, each hoary pile appears 
The gather d winter of a thouſand years. 
On this foundation Fame's high temple ſtands; 
Stupendous pile not rear d by mortal hands. 
Whate'er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld, 
Or elder Babylon, its frame cxcell'd, 
Four faces had the dome, and ev'ry face 
Of various ſtructure, but of equal grace: 
Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 
Salute the diffrent quarters of the ſky, 
Here fabled chiefs, in darker ages born, 
Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 
Who cities rais'd, or tam'd a monſtrous race, 
The walls in venerable order grace: 
Heroes in animated marble frown, 
And legiſlators ſcem to think in ſtone. 
Weſtward a ſumptuous frontifpicce appear'd, 
On Doric pillars of white marble rear'd, 
Crown'd with an architrave of antique mold, 


And ſculpture riſing on the rovghen'd gold. 
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Here naked rocks and empty waſtes were ſeen, | 


| Of Egypt's prieſts the gilded niches 
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In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, 

And Perſeus dreadful with Minerva's ſhield : 
There great Alcides, ſtooping with his toil, 
Reſts on his club, and holds th' Heſperian ſpoil : 
Here Orpheus fings ; trees moving to the ſound, 
Start from their roots, and form a ſhade around: 
Amphion there the loud creating lyre — 
Strikes, and beholds a ſudden Thebes aſpire ! 
Cytheron's echoes anſwer to his call, 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall : 

There might you fee the length'ning ſpires aſcend, 
The domes ſwell up, the widening arches bend, 
The growing tow'rs like exhalations riſe, 


And the huge columns heave into the ſkies. 


The Eaſtern front was glorious to behold, 
With diamond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 
There Ninus ſhone, who ſpread th' Aﬀyrian fame, 
And the great founder of the Perſian name : 
There, in long robes, the royal Magi ſtand ; 
Grave Zoroaſter waves the circling wand: 

The ſage Chaldzans rob'd in white appear'd, 

And Brachmans, deep in deſert woods rever'd. 

Theſe ſtopp'd the moon, and call'd th' unbodied 
ſhades 

To midnight banquets in the glimm'ring glades ; 

Made viſionary fabrics round them riſe, 

And airy ſpectres ſkim before their eyes; 

Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the pow'r, 

And careful watch'd the planetary hour. 

Superior, and alone, Confucius ſtood, 

W ho tavght thar uſeful ſcience, to be good. 

But, on the South, a long majeſtic race 
ce, 
Whomeaſur'd earth, deſcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 
And trac'd the long records of lunar years. 
High on his car Seſoſtris ſtruck my view, 
Whom ſceptred flaves in golden harneſs drew: 
His hands a bow and pointed javelin hold, 

His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold. 
Between the ſtatues obeliſks were plac d, 
And the learn'd walls with hieroglyphics grac'd. 

Of Gothic ſtructure was the northern ſide, 
O'erwrought with orvaments of barb'rous pride 
There huge coloſſes roſe, with trophies crown'd; 
And Runic characters were grav'd around. 
There fat Zamolxis with erected eyes; 

And Odin here in mimic trances dies. 

Thereon rude iron columns, fmear'd with blood, 
The Forrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood, 
Druids and bards (their once loud harps unſtrung), 
And youtiis that died to be by poets ſung. 

ncſe, and a thouſand more of doubtful fame, 
To whom old fables gave a laſting name, 
In ranks adorn'd the Temple's outward face: 
The wall, ih luſtre and effect like glaſs, 
Which o'er each object caſting various dyes, 
Enlarges ſome, and others multiplics : 
Nor void of emblem was the myſtic wall; 
For thus romantic Fame increaſes all. 

The OO ſhakes, the ſounding gates un- 

„ 

Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold; 
Rais'd on a thouſand pillars, wreath'd around 


| 8385 laurel foliage, and with eagles . 
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Of bright tranſparent beryl were the walls, 

The friezes gold, and gold the capitals :. 

As heaven with ſtars, the roof with jewels glows, 

And ever-living lamps depend in rows. 

Full in the paſlage of each ſpacious gate, 

The ſage Hiſtorians in white garments wait; 

Grav'd o'er their ſeats the form of Time was 

found, 

His ſcythe revers'd, and both his pinions bound. 
Within ſtood Heroes, who thro' loud alarms 

In bloody fields purſued renown in arms. 

High on a throne, with trophics charg'd, I view'd 

The Youth that all things but himſelf ſubdued; 

His feet on ſceptres and tiaras trod, 


And his horn'd head belycd the Lybian God. 
There Cæſar, grac'd with both Minervas, ſhone ; 
Cæſar, the wc.rid's great maſter, and his own ; 
Unmov'd, ſuperior ſtill, in ev'ry ſtate, | 

And ſcarce deteſted in his country's fate. 

But chief were thoſe who not for empire fought, 

But with their toils their people's ſafety bought. 

High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood ; 

Timoleon, glorious in his brother s blood; 

Bold Scipio, ſaviour of the Roman ſtate, 

Great in his triumphs, in retirement great; 

And wiſe Aurelius, iu whole well-taught mind 

With boundleſs pow'r unbounded virtue join'd, | 
His own ſtrict judge, and patron of mankind. 

Much ſuff ring heroes next their honours claim, 

Thoſe of leſs noiſy and leſs guilty fame, 

Fair Virtue's ſilent train: ſupreme of theſe 

Here ever ſhines the godlike Socrates ; 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expel, 

At all times juſt but when he ſign'd the ſhell ; 

Here his abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 
Witch Agis, not the laſt of Spartan names; 

Unconquer'd Cato ſhews the wound he tore; 

And Brutus his ill genius meets no more. 

But in the centre of the hallow'd choir, 

Six pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire ; 

Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtand, 

Hold the chief honours, and the fane command. 

High on the firſt the mighty Homer ſhone, 

Eternal adamant compos d his throne z 

Father of verie! in holy fillets dreſt, 

His filver beard wav'd gently o'er his breaſt ; 

Tho' blind, a boldneſs in his looks appears; 

In years he ſeem'd, but not impair'd by years. 

The wars of Troy were round the pillar ſeen : 

Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian queen; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus fall, 

Here dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall: 

Motion and life did ev'ry part inſpire, 

Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fire; 

A ſtrong expreſſion moſt he ſeem'd t' affect, 

And here and there diſclos'd a brave neglect. 

A golden column next in rank appear'd, 

On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear'd ; 
Finiſh'd the whole, and labour'd ev'ry part, 
With patient touches of unwearied art: 

The Mantuan there in ſober triumph fate, 
Compos'd his poſture, and his look ſedate ; 


On Homer ſtill he fix'd a rev'rent eye, 
Great without pride, in modeſt majeſiy. 
I g 


DID AC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


* 


239 


In living ſculpture on the ſides were ſpread 


The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 


Eliza ſtretch'd upon the fun' ral pyre; 

Eucas bending with his aged fire: 

Troy flam'd in burning gold ; and o'er the throne 
Arms and the Man in golden eyphers ſhone. 

Four ſwans ſuſtaina car of ſilver bright, | flight: 
With heads advanc'd, and pinions ftretch'd for 
Here, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And ſeem'd to labour with th' infpiring God. 
Acroſs the harp a careleſs hand he flings, 

And boldly ſinks into the ſounding ſtrings. 

The figur'd games of Greece the column grace; 
Neptune and Jore ſurvey the rapid race. 

The vouths hang o'er their chariots as they run, 
The fiery Reeds ſeem ſtarting from the ſtone : 
The champions, in diſtorted poſture, threat 
And all appear'd irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tun'd th* Aufonian lyre 
To ſweeter ſounds, and temper'd Pindar's fire: 
Pleas'd with Alcazus* manly rage t' infuſe 
The ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Muſe. 

The poliſh'd pillar diff rent ſculptures grace; 
A work outlaſting monumental braſs. 

Here ſmiling Loves and Bacchanals appear; 
The Julian ftar, and great Auguſtus here. 
The Doves that round the infant poet fj 
Myrtles and bays, hang hov'ring o'er his head. 

Here, in a ſhrine that caſt a dazzling light, 

Sat fix'd in thought the mighty Stagyrite; 
His ſacred head a radiant zodiac crown'd, 
And various animals his fides ſurround ; 
His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 

Superior worlds, and look all nature throu 

With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone; 

The Roman roſtra deck'd the conſul's throne: 
Gath'ring his flowing robe, he ſeem'd to ſtand 
In act to ſpeak, and graceful ſtretch'd his hand. 
Behind, Rome's genius waits with civic crowns, 


| And the great Father of his country owns. 


Theſe maſſy columns in a circle riſe, 
Oer which a pompous dome invades the ſkies : 
Scarce to the top I ftretch'd my aching fight, 
So large it ſpread,” and ſwell'd to fuch a height. 


Full in the midſt proud Fame's imperial ſeat 


With jewels blaz'd, magnificently great : 

The vivid em'ralds there revive the eye, 

The flaming rubies ſhew their fanguine dye, 
Bright azure rays from lively ſapphires ſtream, 
And lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 


With various-colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 


And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ; 
The dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
When on the Goddeſs firſt T caſt my fight, 
Scarce ſeem'd her ſtature of a cubit's height; 
But ſwell'd to larger ſize, the more I gaz d, 
Till to the root her tow'ring front ſhe rais'd. 
With her, the temple ev'ry moment grew; 
And ampler viſtas open'd to my view: : 
Upward the columns ſhoot, the roofs aſcend, _ 
And arches widen, and long aiſles extend. 
Such was her form as ancient bards have told, 
Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her feet enfold ; 
. | A thouſand 


For Fame they raiſe the voice, and tune the ſtring: 
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A thouſand buſy tongues the Goddeſs bears, 
And thouſand epen eyes, and thouſand liſt' ning 
Beneath in order rang d, the tuneful Nine | ears. 
(Her virgin handmaids) ſtill attend the ſhrine; 
With eyes on Fame for ever fix'd, they ſing; 


With time's firſt birth began the heavenly lays, 
And laſt eternal thro the length of days. 
Arbund rheſe wonders as | caſt a look, 
The trumpet ſounded, and the temple ſhook ; 
And all the nations, ſummon d at the call, 
From diff rent quarters fill the crowded hall: 
Of various tongues the mingled ſounds were heard; 
In various garbs promiſcuous throngs appear d; 
Thick as the bees that with the ſpring renew 
Their flow*ry toils, and fip the fragrant dew, 
When the wing d colonies firſt tempt the ſky, 
Oer duſky fields and ſhaded waters fly, 
Or ſettling ſeize the ſweets the bloſſoms yield, 
And a low murmur runs along the field. 
Millions of ſuppliant crowds the ſhrine attend, 
And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend ; 
The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the (-ge, 
And boaſting youth, and narrative old age. 
Their pleas were diff rent, their requeſt the ſame ; 
For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. 
Some ſhe diſgrac d, and ſome with honours crown'd; 
Unlike ſucceſſes equal merits found. 
Thus her blind ſiſter, fickle Fortune, reigns; 
And, undiſcernivg, ſcatters crowns and chains. 
Firſt at the ſhrine the learned world appear, 
And to the Goddeſs thus prefer their prayer: 
Long have we ſought: t'inftruftand pleaſe mankind, 
With ſtudies pale, with midnight vigils blind ; 
Hut thank d by few, rewarded yet by none, 
We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne : 
On wit and learning the juſt prize beſtow ; 
For Fame is all we muſt expect below. 
The Goddeſs heard, and bade the Muſes raiſe 
The golden trumpet of eternal praiſe: 
From pole to pole the winds diffule the ſound, 
That fills the circuit of the world around ; 
Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud : 
The notes at firſt were rather ſweet than loud; 
By juſt degrees they ev ry moment riſe, | 
Fill the wide earth, and gain vpon the Kies. 
Ar ev'ry breath were balmy oddurs ſhed, 
Which ſtill grew ſweeter as they wider ſpread : 
Leſs fragrant ſcents th unfolding roſe exhales, 
Or ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. 
Next theſe the good and juſt, an awful train, 
Thus on their knees addreſs the facred fane : 
Since bring virtue is with envy curs'd, 
And the beſt men are treated like the worſt, 
Do thou, juſt Goddeſs, call our merits forth, 
And give each deed th' exact intrinſic worth. 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your act be crown'd 
(Said Fame), but high above defert renown'd : 
Let fuller notes th applauding world amaze, 
And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe. 
This band diſmiſs d, behold another crowd 
Prefcrr'd the fame requeſt, and lowly bow'd ; 
The confiant tenour of whoſe welt-tpent days 
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But ſtraight the direful trump of ſlander ſounds; 
Thro' the big dome the doubling thunder bounds; 
Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the ſkies, 

The dire report thro” ev'ry region flies; 

In ev'ry ear inceſſant rumours rung, 

And gath'ring ſcandals grew on ev'ry tongue. 
From the black trumper's ruſty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoke : 
The pois'nous vapour blots the purple Kies, 
And withers all before it as it flies. [ wore, 
A troop came next who crowns and armour 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore : 
For thee (they cried) amidſt alarms and ftrife 
We ſail'd in tempeſts down the fiream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with flames and blood, 
And ſwam to empire thro” the purple flood. 


|} Thoſe ills we dar'd thy infpiration own ; 


What virtue ſeem'd, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools! (the Queen replied, and frown'd) 
Be all your acts in deep oblivion drown'd : 
There ſleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone; 
Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names unknown! 
A ſudden cloud ſtraight ſnatch'd them from my 
And each majeſtic phantom ſunk in night. [ ſight, 
Then came the ſmalleſt tribe I yer had teen ; 
Plain was their dreſs, and modeſt was their mien. 
| Great idol of mankind ! we neither claim 
The praiſe of merit, nor aſpire to fame; 
But, ſafe in deferts from th' applauſe of men, 
Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unſeen. 
'Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from fight 
Thoſe acts of goodneſs which themſelves requite, 
O let us ſtill the ſecret joy partake, 


{To follow victue even for virtue's fake. 


And live there men who ſlight immortal fame 
Who then with incenſe ſhall adore our name? 
But, mortals !. know, tis ſtill our greateſt pride 
To blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide, 
Riſe ! muſes, riſe ! add all your tuneful breath, 


Theſe muſt not fleep in darkneſs and in death! 


And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes; 
So ſoft tho” high, ſo loud and yet fo clear, 

To furtheſt ſhores th* ambroſial ſpirit flies, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies. 


Hither, they cried, direct your eyes, and ſee 
The men of pleaſure, dreſs, and gallantry ; 
Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays; 
; Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days 
Courts we frequent, where tis our pleaſing care 
To pay due viſits, and addreſs the Kir: 
In fact, 'tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 
But ſtill in fancy vanquiſh'd ev'ry maid 
Of unknown ducheſſes lewd tales we tell; 
Vet, would the world believe us, all were well. 
The joy let others have, and we the name; 
And what we want in pleaſure, grant in fame. 


And at each blaſt a lady's honour dies, [preſs 


No Jeſs deſerꝭ d a juſt return of prailc. 


She ſaid: in air the trembling muſic floats, S 
» 
Even liſt'ning angels lean from heaven to hear: 


Nexttheſe, a youthful train their vows expreſs'd, 
Withfeathers crown'd,withgay embroid'ry dreſs d; 


4 The queen aſſents, the trumpet rends the —_— 


Pleas'd with the ſtrange ſucceſs, vaſt numbers 
| Around the ſhrine, and made the ſame requeſt : 
What 
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What! you (ſhe cried) unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 

Slaves to yourſelves, and even fatigu'd with eaſe, 

Who loſe a length of undeſerving days 

Would you uſurp the lover's dear-bought praiſe? 

To juſt contempr, ye vain pretenders, fall ; 

The people's fable, and the ſcorn of all! 

Straight the black clarion ſends a horrid ſound, 

Loud langhs burſt out, and bitter ſcoffs fly round; 

Whiſpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 

And ſcornful hiſſes run thro' all the crowd. 
Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiefs done, 

Enſlave their country, or uſurp a throne; 

Or who their glory's dire foundation lay'd 

On ſov reigns ruin'd, or on friends betray'd ; 

Calm GER, Ct: villains, whom no faith could fix, 

Of crooked counſels and dark politics 

Of theſe a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, 


And beg to make th' immortal treaſons known. 


he trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 
With ſparks that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire. 
At the dread found pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 
And ſtartled nature trembled with the blaſt. 
This having heard and ſeen, ſome pow'r unknown 
Straight chang'd the ſcene, and ſnatch'd me from 
| the throne. 
Before my view appear'd a ſtructure fair, 
Its fite uncertain, if in earth or air; 
With rapid motion turn'd the manſon round; 
With ceaſcleſs noiſe the ringing walls reſound ; 
Not leſs in number were the ſpacious doors 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores ; 
Which ſtill unfolded ſtand, by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open ev'ry way. 
As flames by nature to the ſkies aſcend, 
As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 
As to the ha returning rivers roll, 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the pole 
Hither, as to their proper place, ariſe 
All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and Kies, 
Or ſpoke aloud, or whiſper'd in the ear; 
Nor ever ſilence, reſt, or peace is here. 
As on the ſmooth expanſe of cryital lakes 
The ſinking ſtone at firſt a =E makes; 
The trembling ſurface, by the motion ſtirr'd, 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, then a third 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 
Fill all the wat'ry plain, and to the margin dance: 
Thus ev'ry voice and ſound, when firſt they break, 
On neighb'ring air a ſoft impreſſion make; 
Another ambient circle then they move; 
That, in its turn, impels the next above; 
Thro' undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 
And ſpread o'er all the fluid element. 
There various news I heard of love and ſtrife, 
Of and war, health, ſickneſs, death, and 
ies: 
Of loſs and gain, of famine and of ſtore z 
Of ſtorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore ; 
Of prodigies, and portents ſcen in air; | 
Of fires and plagues, and ftars with blazing hair; 
Of turns of fortune, changes in the ſtate 3 
The falls of fav'rites, projects of the great 
Of old miſmanagements, taxations new : 


All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true. 
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1 
| And all who heard it made enlargements too 5 


| Borne by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter d thro the 


Which firſt ſhould iſſue thro' the narrow vent. 
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Above, below, without, within, around, 
Confus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found, 
Who pals, repaſs, advance, and glide away | 
Hoſts rais d by fear, and phantoms of a day: | 
Aſtrologers, that future fates foreſhew z 
Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few; 
And prieſts, and party zealots, num'rous bands, ml 
With home-born lyes, or tales from foreign lands 
Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place; 
And wild impatience ſtar'd in ev'ry face. 
The flying rumours gather'd as they roll'd, 
Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told; 
And all who told it added ſomething new, 


' 
5 


In ev'ry ear it ſpread, on ev'ry tongue it grew. 
Thus flying eaſt and weſt, and north and ſouth, 
News travell'd with increaſe from mouth to mouth. 
So from a ſpark, that kindleu*ict by chance, 
With gath ring force the quick ning flames ad- 
vance ; 
Till to the clouds their curling heads aſpire, 
And tours and temples fink in floods of 1 . 
When thus ripe lyes are to perfection ſprung, 
Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 
Thro' thouſand vents, impatient, forth they flow, 
And ruſh in millions on the world below; 
Fame fits aloft, and points them out their courſe, 
Their date determines, and preſcribes their force; 
Some to remain, and ſome to periſh ſoon ; 
Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 
Around a thouſand winged wonders fly, [ſky. 
There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurvey 
A lye and truth contending for the way; 
And long 'twas doubtful, both ſo cloſely pent, 


At laſt agreed, together out they fly, 

Inſeparable now the truth and lye; 

The ſtrict companions are for ever join'd, 

And this or that unmix'd no mortal e'er ſhall find. 

While thus I ſtood, intent to fee and hear, 

One came, methought, and whiſper'd in my ear: 
What could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſe 2 
Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praiſe? 
Tis true, ſaid I, not void of hopes I came, 

For who ſo fond as youthful bards of Fame? 
But few, alas! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, 

So hard to gain, fo eaſy to be loſt. 

How vain that ſecond life in others” breath, 

Tn' eſtate which wits inherit after death 

Efe, health, and life, for this they muſt refign 
Unſure the tenure, but how vaſt the fine ! 

The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure z 
Be envied, wretched—and be flatter d, poor; 
All luckleſs wits their enemies profeſt, 

And all ſucceſsful, jealous friends at beſt. 

Nor fame I flight, nor for her favours call; 


She comes unlook'd for, if ſhe comes at all. 


But if the purchaſe coſts fo dear a price 

As ſoothing folly, or exalting vice; 

Oh ! if the muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 
And follow ſtill where fortune leads the way 3 
Or if no baſis bear my riſing name 


But the fallen ruins of another's fame 
R | 


, 
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Then teach me, Heaven! to ſcorn the guilty bays, 
Drive from my breaſt that wretched lui of praiſe ; 
Unblemiſh'd let me live, or die unknown; 

Oh grant an honeſt fame, or grant me none ! 


$ 15. The happy Life of a Country Parſon. Pork. 
In Imitation of Dr. Swift. | 


ARSON, theſe things in thy poſſeſſing 
Are better than the Biſhop's blefling— 

A Wife that makes conſerves; a Steed 
That carries double when there 's need; 
October ſtore, and beſt Virginia 
Tythe-Pig, and mortuary Guinea; 
Gaxettes ſent gratis down, and frank'd, 
For which thy patron s weekly thank d; 
A large Concordance, bound long fince; = 
Sermons to Charles the Firſt when Prince; 
A Chronicle of ancient ſtanding; 
A Chryſoſtom to ſmooth thy band in. 
Tha Polyglott three parts—my text, 
Howbeit—likewiſe—now to my next. 
Lo! here the Septuagint—and Paul, 
To ſum the 22 cloſe of all. 


He that has theſe, may paſs his life, 
Drink with the Squire, and kiſs his Wife; 
On Sundays preach, and eat his fill; a 
And faft on Fridays —if he will: 

Toaſt Church and Queen, explain the News, 
Talk wich Churchwardens about pews, 
Pray heartily for ſome new Gift, 

And ſhake his head at Doctor 8S—t. 


© x6. An Effay on Man: in Four Epifiles. Pore. 
To H. St. John Lord Bolingbroke. 
EPISTLE I. 
| ARGUMENT. 

Of the Nature and State of Man with refpedt 10 

the Univerſe. 

Of "Man in the abftratt.—That we ran judge 
only with regard ts our own ſyſtem, being ig- 
noram of the relations of ſyflems and things. — 
That Man is nut to be deemcd imperfect, Su 


Being ſtited 10 his place and rank in the 
creation, agreeable o the general Order »f 


things, and conformable to Ends and Relations 


to bim unknown. That it is partly ufon bi, 
ipnorance of future events, and partly upon 
be hope of a future fue, that all bis bap- 
inc in the preſent depends.—The pride 
'  arming at more tnowledze, and pretending 10 
more perfettion, the caiſe of Man's error and 
miſery. The impiety of priting bimfelf in the 
face of God, and juilgins of the fitneſs or 
Anni, prifethion or imterſection, jrftice or 
3 of bis difpenſations.—The abſurdity 
contelting bimfelf the final cauſe of the cre- 
ation, or expetting that perſection in the moral 
world which is not in the natmal.—The 
unreaſonablenc ſs of bis complaints gain Pro- 
vidence, ehile on the one land b. demand: 


£5 
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the bodily qualifications of the Brutes ; though 
to pofſeſs any of the ſenſitive faculties in a 
higher degree would render bim miſcrable.— 
That througbout the whole viſible world an 
univerſal order and gradation in the ſenſual 
and mental faculties is obſerved, which cauſcs 
a ſubordination of creature t9 creature, and 
of all creatures to Man. The gradations of 


Reaſon alone countervails all the other facul- 
ties. How much further this order and ſubor- 
dination of living creatures may extend, aboue 
and below us; vere any part of which broken, 
not that part only, but the whole. connected 
creation muff be deftroyed. — The extravagance, 
madneſs and pride of ſuch a defire.—Tbe con- 
ſequence of all the abſolute ſubmiſſion due 10 
Providence, both as to our preſent and future 
ſtate. 

A WARE. my Saint John! leave all meaner 
| things 

To low ambition and the pride of Kings. 

Let us, fince life can little more ſupply 

Than juſt to look about us, and to die, 


A mighty maze ! but not without a plan ; 
A Wild, where weeds and flow'rs promiſcuous 
Or Garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. ſhoor; 
Together let us beat this ample field, 
Fry what the open, what the covert yield! 
The latent tracks, the giddy heights explore, 
Of all who blindly creep, or ſightleſs ſoar; 
Eye Nature's walks, ſhoot Folly as it flies, 
And catch the manners living as they riſe; 
Laugh where we muſt, be candid where we can, 
But vindicate the ways of God to Man. 

Say firft, of God above, or Man below, 


| What can we reaſon, but from what we know) 


Of Man, what ſce we but his ſtation here, 
From which to reaſon, or to which refer ? 
Thro' worlds unnumber'd tho' the-God be known, 
Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 

He who thro? vaſt immenſity can pierce, 

See worlds on worlds compoſe one univerſe, 
Obſerve how ſyſtem into ſyſtem runs, 

What othet planets circle other ſuns, 

What varied Being peoples ev'ry ſtar, 

May tell why Heaven has made us as we are. 
But of this 7 the bearings and the ties, 
The ſtrong connections, nice dependencies, 
Gradations juſt, has thy pervading ſoul 


Look d thro'? or can a part contain the whole? 


Is the great chain that draws all to agree, 
And drawn ſupports, upheld by God or thee ? 
Preſumptuous Man ! thereaſon wouldſt thou find 

Why form'd ſo weak, fo little, and fo blind: 
Firſt, if thou canſt, the harder reaſon gueſs, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leſs; 
Aſk of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller and ſtronger than the weeds they ſhade ; 
Or atk of yonder argent fields above, 
V/hy Jove's Satellites are leſs than Jove. 

Of ſyſtems poſſible, if tis confeſt 
That 7 


the fer ſections of the Angeli, and on the * 
1 


[dom infinite muſt form the beſt, 
' here 


tenſe, inſtinct, thought, reflection, reaſon; that 


Expatiate free o'er all this ſcene of Man; » 
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vn, 


ere 


In God's, one ſingle can its end produce, 


Eis fiery courſe, or drives him o'er the plains; 


Then ſhall Man's pride and dulneſs comprehend 


| Pleas'd to the laſt, he crops the flow'ry food, 


His faithful dog ſhall bear him company. 
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Where all muſt full or not coherent be, | 

And all that riſes riſe in due degree; | 

Then in the ſcale of reas'ning lite, tis plain, 

There muſt be ſomewhere ſuch a rank as Man : 

And all the queſtion (wrangle e er fo long) 

Is only this, if (30d has plac'd him wrong? 
Reſpecting Man, whatever wrong we call, 

May, muſt be right, as relative to all. 

In human works, tho' labour'd on with pain, 

A thouſand movements ſcarce one purpoſe gain ; - 


Yet ſerves to ſecond too ſome other uſe; 
So Man, who here ſeems principal alone, 
Perhaps acts ſecond to ſome ſphere unknown, 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſome goal; 


'Tis but a part we ſee, and not a whole. | ſtrains. 


When the proud Steed ſhall know why man re- 


When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod, 
Is now a victim, and now Egypt's God 


His actions', paſſions', being's, uſe and end; 
Why doing, ſuff'ring, check d, impell'd; and why 
This hour a ſlave, the next a deitv. 

Then ſay not Man 's imperfe&, Heaven in 
Say rather, Man 's as perfect as he ought : ¶ fault; 
His knowledge meafur'd to his ſtate and place; 
His time a moment, and a point his fpace, 
Heaven from all creatures hides the book of Fate, 
All but the page preſcrib'd, their preſent ſtate ; 
From brutes what men, from men what ſpirits 
Or who could ſuffer Being here below? [know ; 
The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day ; 

Had he thy Reaſon, would he ſkip and play? 


And licks the hand juſt rais'd to ſhed his blood, 
Oh blindneſs to the future! kindly given, 

That each may fill the circle mark d by Heaven; 
Wha ſces with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero periſh, or a ſparrow fall; | 

Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hurl'd ; 

And now a bubble burſt, and now a world. 

Hope humbly then; withtrembling pinions ſoar; 
Wait the great teacher Death, and God adore. 
What future bliſs he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that Hope to be thy bleiling now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the human breaſt : 

Mn never Is, but always To be, bleſt. 
The foul, uneaſy, and confin'd from home, 
Reſts and expatiates in a life to come. 

Lo! the poor Indian, whoſe untutor'd mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; 
His foul proud Science never taught to ſtray 
Far as the ſolar walk, or milky way; 

Vet ſimple Nature to his hope has given, 

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heaven; 
Some ſafer world in depth of woods embrac'd, 
Some happier iſland in the wat'ry waſte ; 

Where ſlaves once more thcir native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for gold. 
To Be, contents his natural defire, 

He aſks no Angel's wing, no Seraph's fire; 

But thinks, admitted to that equal ky, 
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Go, wiſer thou! and in thy ſcale of ſenſe 
Weigh thy Opinion againſt Providence; 
Call imperfection what thou fancieſt ſuch 
Say, here he gives too little, there too much: 
Deſtroy all creatures for thy ſport or guſt ; 
Yet cry, if Man 's unhappy, God 's unjuſt ; 
If Man alone engroſs not Heaven's high care, 
Alene made — 52 here, immortal there: 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 
Re · judge his juſtice, be the God of God. 
In Pride, in reas' ning Pride, our error lies; 
All quit their ſphere, and ruſh into the ſkies. 
Pride ſtill is aiming at the bleſt abodes; 
Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods, 
Aſpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, | 
Aſpiring to be Angels, Men rebel: 
And who but wiſhes to invert the laws 
Of Order, fins againſt th' Eternal Cauſe. 
Aſk for what end the heavenly bodies ſhine, 
Earth for whoſe uſe ? Pride anſwers, ( Tis for 
„ mine: 
For me kind Nature wakes her genial power, 
*« Suckles each herb, and ſpreads out ev ry flow*c; 
Annual for me the grape, the roſe, renew 
The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew z_ 
For me the mine a thouſand treatures brings, 
For me hcalth guſhes from a thouſand ſprings ; 
„Seas roll to watt me, ſuns to light me riſe; 
„My foot-ſtool earth, my canopy the ſkies." 
But errs not Nature from this gracious end, 
From burning ſuns when hvid deaths deſcend, 
When earthquakes ſwallow or when tempeſts 
ſweep 7-1-5 | 
Towns to one grave, whole Nations to the deep? 
« No ('tis replied); the firſt Almighty Caule 
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Acts not by partial but by gen ral laws; 


«+ Th' exceptions few; ſome change fince all began: 
And what created perfect? - Why then man? 
If the great end be human Happineſs, | 
Then Nature deviates; and can Man do lefs ? 
As much that end a conſtant courſe requires 
Of ſhow'rs and ſunſhine, as of Man's deſires; 
As much eternal ſprings and cloudleſs ſkies, 
As men for cver temp'rate, calm, and wiſe. 
Lf plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven's de- 
Why then a Borgia or a Catiline? [ ſign, 
Who knows but he whoſe hand the lightning forms, 
Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the ſtorms, 
Pours fierce Ambition in a Cæſar's mind, 
Orturns young Ammon looſe to ſcourge mankind? 
From pride, from pride, our very reas ning ſprings; 
Account for moral as for nat'ral things: 
Why charge we Heaven in thoſe, in theſe acquit ? 
In both, to reaſon right, 1s to ſubmit. | 
Better for us, perhaps, it might appear, 
Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 
That never air or ocean felt the wind; i 
That never pation diſcompos d the mind. 
But all ſubſiſts by elemental ſtrife; 
And paſſions are the elements of Life. 
The gen'ral Order, ſince the whole began, 
Is kept in Nature, and is kept in Man. 
What would this Man ? Nov! upward will he 
And, little leſs than Angel, would be more: ¶ war, 
3 | | GW, 
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To want the ſtrength of bulls. the fur of bears. 
Made for his uſe all creatures if he call, 

Say what their uſe, had he the pow'rs of all? 
Nature to theſe, without profuſion kind, 

The proper organs, proper pow'rs affign'd ; 
Each ſeeming want compenſated of courſe, 
Here with degrees of ſwiftneſs, there of force; 
All in exact proportion to the ſtate; 

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate. 

Each beaſt, each inſect, happy in its own : 

Is Heaven unkind to man, and Man alone ? 
Shall he alone, whom rational we call, 


| Be pleas'd with nothing, if not bleſt with all? 


he bliſs of man (could Pride that bleſſing 
Ts not to act or think beyond mankind: ¶ find) 
No pow'rs of body or of foul to ſhare, 
But what his nature and his ſtate can bear. 
Why has not man a microſcopic eye ? 
For this plain reaſon, Man is not a Fly. 
Say what the uſe, were finer optics given, 
T” inſpect a mite, not comprehend the heaven? 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 
To ſmart and agonize at every pore ? 
Or, quick efftuvia darting thro' the brain, 
Die of a roſe in aromatic pain ? | 


If nature thunder'd in his opening ears, 


And ſtunn d him with the muſic of rhe ſpheres, 
How would he wiſh that Heaven had left him ſtill 
The whiſpering Zephyr, and the purling rill ! 
Who finds not Providence all good and wile, 
Alike m what it gives, and what denies ? 

Far as Creation's ainple range extends, 
The ſcale of ſenſual, mental pow'rs aſcends : 
Mark how it mounts to Man's imperial race, 
From the ge myriads in the peopled graſs: 
What modes of fight betwixt each wide extreme, 
The mole's dim curtain, and the lynx's beam 
Of ſmell, the headlong lioneſs between, 
And hound ſagacious on the tainted green! 


Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 


To that which warbles through the vernal wood! 


The ſpider's touch, how exquiſitely fine 

Feels at each thread, and lives along the line 
In the nice bee what ſenſe ſo ſubtly true 

From pois'nous herbs extracts the healing dew ? 
How inſtinct varies in the 23 ſwine, 
Compar d, half - reaſoning elephant, with thine ! 
Twixt that and Reaſon what a nice barrier ! 
For ever ſep rate, yet for ever near! 
Remembrance and Reflection how allied, 


EATRACTS, Book II. 
Now, looking downward, juſt as griev'd appears Beaſt, bird, fiſh, inſe&, what no eye can ſee, 


No glaſs can reach; from Infinite to thee, 

From thee to Nothing. — On ſuperior pow'rs 

Were we to preſs, inferior might on ours ; 

Or in the full creation leave a void, f 

Where, one ſtep broken, the great ſcale 's de- 

ſtroy d: 

From Nature's chain whatever link you ſtrike, 

Tenth, or ten-thouſandth, breaks the chain alike, 

And, if each ſymptom in gradation roll 

Alike eſſential to th' amazing Whole, 

The leaſt confuſion but in one, not all 

That ſyſtem only, but the whole muſt fall. 

Let earth unbalanc'd from her orbit fly, 

Planets and Suns run lawleſs thro' the ſky; 

Let ruling Angels from their ſpheres be hurl'd, 

Being on Being wreck'd, and world on world; 

Heaven's whole foundations to their centre nod, 

And Nature tremble to the throne of God: 

All this dread Order break—for whom? for thce? 

Vile worm !—oh madneſs, pride, impiety | 

What if the foot, ordain'd the duſt to tread, 

Or hand, to toil, aſpir'd to be the head? 

What if the head, the eye, or car repin'd 

To ſerve mere engines to the ruling mind? 

Juſt as abſurd for any part to claim 

To be another, in this gen'ral frame; 

Juſt as abſurd to mourn. the taſks or pains 

The great directing Mind of all ordains. | 

All are but parts of one ſtupendons whole, 

Whoſe body Nature is, and God the foul ; 

That, chang'd thro' all, and yet in all the fame; 

Great in the earth as in th' ethereal frame; 

Warms in the ſun, refreſhes in the breeze, 

Glows in the ftars, and bloſſoms in the trees; 

Lives thro' all life, extends thro' all extent; 

Spreads undivided, operates unſpent; 

Breathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, 

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart 

As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 

As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns : 

To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall , 

He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 
Ceaſe then, nor Order Imperfection name: 

Our proper bliſs depends on what we blame. 

Know thy own point : this kind, this due degree 

Of blindneſs, weakneſs, Heaven beſtows on tice, 

Submit in this, or any other ſphere, 

Secure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear : 

Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Pow'r, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 


What thin partitions Senſe from Thought divide! All Nature is but art unknown to thee ; 


Ard middle natures how they long to join, 
Yet never paſs th' infuperable line ! 
Withour this juſt gradation could they be 
Subjected, theſe to thoſe, or all to thee? 


The pow'rs of all ſubdued by thee alone, 


Is not thy Reaſon all theſe pow'rs in one? 

See, thro' this air, this ocean, and this earth, 
All matter quick, and burſting into birth. 
Above, how high. Tn life may go 
Around, how wide] how deep extend below 
Vaſt chain of being ! which from God began ; 
Narures ethercal, human, angel, man, 


All Chance, Direction which thou canſt not ſce; 

All Diſcord, Harmony not underſtood ; 

All partial Evil, univerfal Good : 

And ſpite of Pride, in erring Reaſon's ſpite, 

One truth is clear, Whatever is, is right. 
. 


ARGUMENT. 
Of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect lo 
Himfelf, as. an Individual. 
| The buſineſs of Man not to pry inio God, but to fiudy 
Himſelf, His Middle Nature; bis 4 
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Book II. 


Fraillies.— The Limits of his Capacity. The 
two Principles of Man, Self- love and Reaſon, 
both neceſſary. — Self- love the fronger, and 
why. Their end the ſame.—The Paſſions, and 
their uſe.—The Predominant Paſſion, ard ts 
force. Its neceſſity in directing Men to different 
Purpoſes.— lis providential Uſe, in fixing our 
Principle, and aſcertaining our Virtue. Virtue 
and Vice joined in our mixed Nature; the limits 
near, yet the things ſeparate and evident: What 
is the Office of Reaſon. — How odious Vice in 
itſelf, aud how we deceive. ourſelves in it.— 
That, however, the Ends of Providence and 
general Good are anſwered in our Paſſions and 
 Imperfe&ions.—- How uſefully theſe are diflributed 
to all Orders of Men.— How »fefud they are to 
Society, and t9 Individuals, in every ſtate and 


every age of life. 


KNOW then thyſelf, preſume not God to ſcan; 
The proper ſtudy of Mankind is Man. 
Plac'd on this iſthmus of a middle ſtate, 
A being darkly wiſe, and rudely great; 
With too much knowledge for the Sceptic fide, 
With too much weakneſs for the Stoic's pride, 
He hangs between; in doubt to act or reſt, 
In doubt to deem himſelf a God or Beaſt ; 
In doubt his Mind or Body to prefer ; 
Born but to die, and reaſoning but to err; 
Alike in ignorance, his reaſon ſuch, 
Whether he thinks too little, or too much : 
Chaos of Thought and Paſſion, all confus'd, 
Still by himſelf abus'd or diſabus'd; 
Created half to rife, and half to fall; 
Great lord of all things, yet a = to all: 
Sole judge of Truth, in endleſs Error hurl'd ; 
The glory, jeſt, and riddle of the world! 

Go, wondrous creature: mount where Science 

guides, 

Go, meaſure earth, weigh air, and ſtate the tides; 
InftruR the planets in what orbs to run, 
Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; 
Go, ſoar with Plato to th' empyreal ſphere, 
To the firſt good, firſt perfect, and firſt fair; 
Or tread the mazy round his followers trod, 
And quitting ſent: call imitating God ; 
As Eaſtern prieſts in giddy circles run, 
And turn their heads to imitate the Sun, 
Go, teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule ; 
Then drop into thyſelf, and be a fool ! 

Superior beings, when of late they ſaw * 
A mortal Man unfold all Nature's law, 
Admir'd ſuch wiſdom in an earthly ſhape, 


And ſhew'd a Newton as we ſhew an Ape. 


Could he, whoſe rules the rapid comet Bind, 
Deſcribe or fix one movement of his Mind ? 
Who ſaw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, 
Explain his own beginning or his end ? 


Alas, what wonder! Man's ſuperior part 


Uncheck'd may riſe, and climb from art to art; 

But when his own great work 1s but begun, 

What Reaſon weaves, by Paſſion is undone. 
Trace Science then, with Modeſty thy guide ; 


Firſt ſtrip off all her equipage of Pride; 
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Deduct but what is Vanity or Dreſs, 

Or Learaing's Luxury, or Idleneſs; 

Or tricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, 
Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pain; 
Expunge the whole, or lop th' excreſcent parts 
Of all our Vices have created Arts; 

Then ſee how little the remaining ſum, 

Which ſerv d the paſt, and muſt the time to come l 

Two Principles in human nature reign ; 
Self-love to urge, and Reaſon to reſtrain : 

Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call; 

Each works its end, to move or govern all: 
And to their proper operation {till 

Aſcribe all Good ; to their improper, Ill. | 

Self- love, the ſpring of motion, acts the ſoul ; 
Reaſon's comparing balance rules the whole. 
Man, but for that, no action could attend; 
And, but for this, were active to no end; 

Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar ſpot, 

To. draw nutrition, propagate, and rot: 

Or, meteor-like, flame lawleſs thro' the void; 
Deſtroying others, by himſelf deftroy'd. 

Moſt ſtrength the moving principle requires z 
Active its taſk, it prompts, impels, inſpires. 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lies, 

Form'd but to check, delib'rate, and adviſe. 
Self-love, ſtill ſtronger, as its objects nigh z 
Reaſon's at diſtance and in proſpect lie: 

That ſees immediate good by preſent ſenſe ; 
Reaſon, the future and the conſequence. / 
Thicker than arguments temptations throng z 

At beſt more watchful this, but that more ſtrong. 
The action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend 

Reaſon ſtill uſe, to Reaſon ſtill attend. 
Attention, habit and experience gains; 

Each ſtrengthens Reaſon, and Self- love reftrains, 
Let ſubtle ſchoolmen teach theſe friends to fight, 
More ſtudious to divide than to unite; . 
And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and Reaſon ſplit, 
With all the raſh dexterity of wit. 

kay or like Fools, at war about a name, 
Have full as oft no meaning, or the ſame. 

Self- love and Reaſon to one end aſpire ; 

Pain their averſion, Pleaſure their deſire; 

Bur greedy that, its object would devour; 

This taſte the honey, and not wound the flow'r: 
Pleaſure, or wrong or rightly underſtood, 

Our greateſt evil, or our greateſt good. 

Modes of Self- love the Paſſions we may call; 
Tis real good, or ſeeming, moves them all: 
But ſince not ev'ry good we can divide, 

And Reaſon bids us for our own provide; 
Paſſions, tho' ſelfiſh, if their means be fair, 
Liſt under Reaſon, and deſerve her care; 


| Thoſe that imparted court a nobler aim, 


Exalt their kind, and take ſome Virtue's name. 
In lazy Apathy let Stoics boaſt 

Their Virtue fix d; 'tis fix'd as in a froſt ; 

Contracted all, retiring to the breaſt ; 

But ſtrength of mind 1s Exerciſe, not Reſt. 

1 he riſing tempeſt puts in act the ſoul; 

Pacts it may ravage, but preſerves the whole. 

On life's vaſt ocean diverſely we ſail, 

Reaſon the card, but Paſſion js the gale: 


R3 Nor 
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Nor God alone in the fill calm we find, 
He mounts the ſtorm, and walks upon the wind. 
Paſſions, like elements, tho' born to fight, 
Yet mix'd and foften'd in his work unite : 
Theſe tis enough to temper and employ ; 
But what compoſes Man, can Man dettroy ? 
Suffice that Reaſon keep to Nature's road, 
Subject, compound thein, follow her and God. 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleaſure's ſmiling train; 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain: 
Theſe mix'd with art, and to due bounds confin'd, 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind ; 
The lights and ſhades, whoſe well-accorded firife 
Gives all the ſtrength and colour of our lite. 

« Pleafvres are ever in our hands and eyes 
And, when in act they ceaſe, in proſpect riſe: 
Prefent to graſp, and future ſtill to find, 

The whole employ of body and of mind. 
All ſpread their charms, but charm not ail alike; 
On diff rent ſenſes diff rent objects firike ; 

Hence diff rent Paſſions more or leſs in flame, 
As ſtrong or weak the organs of the frame; 
And hence one maſter Paiſion in the breaſt, 
Like Aaron's ſerpent, ſwallows up the reft. 

As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 
Receives the lurking principle of death ; 
The young diſeaſe, that muſt ſubdue at length, 
Grows with his growth, and ſtrengthens with his 
So, caſt and mingled with his very frame, { ſtrength ; 
The mind's diſeaſe, its ruling paſſion came; 
Fach vital humour which ſhould feed the whole, 
Soon flows to this, in body and in foul : 
Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head, 
As the mind opens, and its functions ſpread, 
Imagination plies her dang rous art, 
And pours it all upon the peccant part. 
Nature its mother, habit is its nurſc; 
Wit, ſpirit; facultics, but make it worſe; 
Reaſon itſelf but gives it edge and power; 
As heaven's bleſt beam turns vinegar more ſour. 

We, wretched ſubjects tho to lawful ſway, 
In this weak queen, ſome tav'rite ſtill obey : 
Ah! if ſhe lend not arms as well as rules, 
What can ſhe more than tell us we are fools ? 
Teach us to mourn our nature, not to mend ; 
A ſharp accuſer, but a helpleſs friend 
Or from a judge turn pleader, to periuade 
The choice we make, or juſtify it made; 

Proud of an eaſy conqueſt all along, 
She but removes weak paſſions for the ſtrong: 
So, when ſmall humours gather to a gout, 
The doctor fancies he has driven them out, 

Yes, nature's road muſt ever be preferr d; 
Reaſon is here no guide, but ſtill a guard; 
Tis hers to rectify, not overthrow, 
And treat this paſſion more as friend than foe ; 
A mightier Pow'r the ſtrong direction ſends, 
And ſev ral men impels to {ev'ral ends: 
Like varying winds, by ther paſſions toſt, 
This drives them cunſtant to a certain coaſt, 
Let pow r or knowledge, gold or glory pleaſe, 
Or (oft more ſtrong than all) the love of caſc; 
Tho life tis follow) d, even at life's expence ; 
The merchant's toil, the ſage s b. dolenca, 


The monk's humility, the hero's pride; 
All, all alike find Reaſon on their ſide. 
Th' Eternal Art, educing good from ill, 
Grafts on this Paſſion our beſt principle: 
'Tis thus the Mercury of Man is fix'd, 
Strong grows the Virtue. with his nature mix'd ; 
I he droſs cements what elſe were too refin'd, 
And in one int'reſt body acts with mind. 
As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care, 
On ſavage ſtocks inſerted learn to bear; 
The ſureſt Virtues thus from Paſſions ſhoot, 
Wild Nature's vigour working at the root, 
What crops of wit and honeſty appear 
From ſpleen, from obſtinacy, 4k or fear ! 
See anger, zeal and fortitude ſupply : 
Ev'n av'rice, prudence, ſloth, philoſophy ; 
Luft, thro' ſome certain ſtrainers well refin'd, 
Is gentle love, and charms all womankind ; 
Envy, to which th' ignoble mind 's a flave, 
Is emulation in the learn'd or brave; 
Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name, 
But hat will grow on Pride, or grow on Shame, 
Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pride) 


The virtue ncareſt to our vice allied: 


Reaſon the bias turns to good from ill, 

And Nero reigns a Titus if he will. 

The fiery ſoul abhorr'd in Catiline; 

in Decius charms, in Curtius is divine: 

The ſame ambition can deſtroy or ſave, 

And makes a patriot as it makes a knave. 
This light and darkneſs in our chaos join'd, 

What ſhall divide? The God within the mind. 
Extremes in Nature equal ends produce ; 

In man they join to ſome myſterious uſe : 

Tho' each by turns the other's bounds invade, 

As, in ſome well wrought picture, light and ſhade 

And oft fo mix, the diff 'rence is too nice 

Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice. 
Fools ! who from hence into the notion fall, 

That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. 

If white and black blend, foften, and unite 

Amthouſand ways, is there no black or white? 

Aſk your ewn heart, and nothing is fo plain; 

Tis to miſtake them coſts the time and pain. 
Vice is a monſter of fo frightful mien, 

As, to be hated, needs but to be ſeen; 

Yet, ſeen too oft, familiar with her face, 

We faſt enduie, then pity, then embrace. 

But where th' Extreme of Vice, was ne'er agreed: 

Aſk where's the North > at York, 'tis on the 

In Scotland, at the Orcades ; and there, [ Tweed; 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where. 

No creature owns it in the firſt degree, 

But thinks his neighbour further gone than he: 

Ev'n thoſe who dwell beneath its very zone, 

Or never feel the rage, or never own ; 

What happier natuies ſhrink at with affright, 

The hard mhabitant contends is right. i 
Virtuous and vicious ev'ry man muſt be; 

Few in th' extreme, but all in the degree: 

Fhe rogue and fool, by fits, is fair and wiſe; 

and ev'n the beſt, by fits, what they deſpiſe. 

Tiszbut by parts we follow good or ill! 

For, Vice or Virtue, Self directs it ſtill; 


Each 
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Each individual ſeeks a ſev'ral goal; ¶ Whole: 

Bur Heaven's great view 1s One, aud that the 

That counterworks each folly and caprice ; 

That diſappoints th' effect of ev'ry vice; 

That, happy frailties to all ranks applied 

Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride, 

Fear to the ſtateſman, raſhneſs to the chief, 

To kings preſumption, and to crowds belief: 

That, Virtue's ends from vanity can raiſe, 

Which ſeeks no int' reſt, no reward but praiſe; 

And builds on wants, and on defects of mind, 

The joy, the peace, the glory of Mankind. 
Heaven, forming each on other to depend, 

A maſter, or a ſervant, or a friend, | 

Bids each on other for aſſiſtance call, Call. 

Till one Man's weakneſs grows the ſtrength of 

Wants, frailties, paſſions, cloſer ſtill ally 

The common int'reſt, or endear the tie. 

To theſe we owe true friendſhip, love ſincere, 

Each home- felt joy that life inherits here; 

vet from the {ame we learn, in its decline, 

Thoſe joys, thoſe loves, thoſe int reſts to reſign; 

Tavght half by Reaſon, half by mere decay, 

To welcome death, and qalmly paſs away. 
Whate'er the Paſſion, knowledge, fame, or pelf, 


Not one will change his neighbour with himſelf. | 


The learn'd is happy nature to explore, 

The fool is happy that he knows no more ; 

The rich is happy in the plenty given, 

The poor contents him with the care of Heaven. 

See the blind beggar dance, the. cripple ſing, 

The fot a hero, lunatic a king; 

The ſtarving chemitt in his golden views 

Supremely bleſt; the poet in his Muſe. 

See ſome range comfort ev ry ſtate attend. 

And pride, beitcw'd on all, a common friend: 

Sce ſome fit pation ev'ry age tupply 

Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die. 
Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 

Pleas'd with a rattle, tickled with a ſtraw ; 

Some livelier playthiny gives his youth delight, 

A little loader, but as empty quite ; 

Scarfs, garters, gold amuſe his riper ſtage, 

And beads and pray'i-hooks are the toys of age: 

Pleas'd with this bauble ſtill, as thut before; 

Jill tir'd he ſleeps, and Life's poor play is o'er. 

Meanwhile Opinion gilds with varying rays 

Thoſe painted clouds that beautify our days; 

Each want of happineſs by Hope ſupplied, 

And each vacuity of ſenſe by Pride: | 

Theſe build as faſt as knowledge can deſtroy ; 

In folly's cup fill laughs the bubble, Joy: 

One proſpect loſt, another ſtill we gain; 

And not a vanity is given in vain. 

Ev'n mean Self-love becomes, by force divine, 

The ſcale to:meaſure others wants by thine. 

See! and confeſs, one comfort ſtill muſt riſe ; 

"Tis thi—tho' Maa 's a fool, yet God is wiſe. 


EPIST LIE III. 
ARGUMENT. f 
Of the Nature and State of Man ith reſpect 10 
| Society. 
The whole Univerſe one Juſlem of Society Nothing 


made wholly for itſelf, nor yet wholly for ano-| 
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ther. — Te happineſs of Animals muna. 
Reaſon or Inſtinct operates alike to the good of 
each Individual.—Reaſon or Inſtinct operates 
alſa to Society in all animals. — How far So- 
ciety is carried by inflin&t,— How much farther 
by Reaſon.—Of that which is called the State of 
Nature, —Rea/or inftrufted by Inflinft in the 
Invention of Arts, and in the forms of Society. 
—Origin of Political Societies. —Origin of M. 
narchy,—Patriarchal Government, — Origin of 
true Religion and Government, from the ſame 
principle of Love.—Origin of Superſtition and 
Tyranny, from the fame principle of Fear. — 
The influence of Self-love operating io the ſocial 

aud public Good, —Refftoration of true Religion 
and Government on their firft Principle, Mixed 
Government, — Various Forms of each, and the 
true End of all. 


HERE then we reſt : The Univerſal Cauſe 

Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.“ 

In all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health, 

The train of pride, the impudence of wealth, 

Let this great truth be preſent night and day; 

But moſt be preſent, if we preach, or pray. 

Look round our World ; behold the chain of 

Combining all below and all above. [ Love 

Sce plaſtic Nature working to this end; | 

The ſingle atoms each to other tend; 

Attract, attracted to the next in place, 

Form'd and impell'd its neighbour to embrace. 

See Matter next, with various life endued, 

Preſs to one centre ſtill, the gen ral Good. 

Sce dying Vegetables life ſuſtain, 

Sce life diſſolving vegetate again: 

All forms that periſh other forms ſupply 

(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die); 

Like bubbles on the fea of Matter borne, 

They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return. 

Nothing is foreign; Parts relate to Whole; 

One all-extending, all-preſerving Soul 

Connetts each being, greateſt with the leaſt ; 

Made Beaft in aid of Man, and Man of Beaſt 3 

All ſerv'd, all ſerving : nothing ſtands alone; 

The chain holds on, and where it ends unknown. 
Has God, thou fool! work'd folely for thy 

good, : 

Thy joy, thy paſtime, thy attire, thy food? 

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 

For him as kindly ſpreads the flow'ry lawn. 


ls it for thee the lark aſcends and fings ? 


Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings. 

is ir for thee the linnet pours his throat 

Loves of his own and raptures ſwell the note, 
The bounding ſteed you pampouſly beſtride 
Shares with his lord the pleaſure and the pride. 
Is thine alone the ſeed that ſtrews the plain? 
The birds of heaven ſhall vindicate their grain, 
Thiae the full harveſt of the golden year? 

Part pays, and juſtly, the deſerving ſteer, 

The bow that ploughs not, nor obeys thy call, 


Lives on the labours of this lord of all. 
Now, Nature's children ſhall divide her carez 


The fur that warms a menarch warm'd a bear. 
| R 4 


While 
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While Man exclaims, See all things for my uſe!” 
« See man for mine] replies a pamper'd goole : 
And juſt as ſhort of reaſon 5- mutt fall, 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 

Grant that the pow'rful ſtill the weak controul; 
Be Man the Wir and Tyrant of the whole: 
Nature that Tyrant checks; he only knows, 
And helps another creatures wants and woes. 
Say, will the falcon, ſtooping from above, 

Smit with her varying plumage, ſpare the dove? 
Admires the jay the inſect's gilded wings? 
Or hears the hawk when Philomela fings ? 
Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woods, 
To beaſts his paſtures, and to fiſn his floods; 
For ſome his int reſt prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleaſure, yet for more his pride: 
All feed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 

Th extenfive bleſſing of his luxury. 

That very life his learned hunger craves, 

He ſaves from famine, from the ſavage faves; 
Nay, feaſts the animal he dooms his feaſt, 
And, till he ends the being, makes it bleſt; 
Which ſees no more the ftroke, or feels the pain, 
Than favour'd Man by touch ethereal ſlain. 
The creature had his feaſt of life before ; 
Thou too muſt periſh when thy feaſt is o'er ! 
To each unthinking being, Heaven a friend, 
Gives not the uſeleſs knowledge of its end: 
To Man imparts it; but with ſuch a view 
As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too: 
The hour conceal'd, and fo remote the fear, 
Death ſtill draws nearer, never ſceming near. 
Great ſtanding miracle! that Heaven afiign'd 
Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 

Whether with Reaſon or with Inſtinct bleſt, 
Know, all enjoy that pow'r which ſuits them beſt ; 
To blifs alike by that direction teud, 

And find the means proportion'd to their end. 
Say, where full Inſtinct is th' unerring guide, 
What Pope or Council can they need beſide? 
Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt, 

Cares not for ſervice, or but ſerves when preſt; 
Stays till we call, and then not often ncar; 
But honeſt Inſtinct comes a voluntcer, 

Sure never to o'crihoot, but juſt to hit; 
While ſtill too wide or ſhort is human Wit; 
Sure by quick Nature happineſs to gain, 
Which heavier Reaſon labours at in vain. 
This too ſerves always, Reaſon never long ; 
One muſt go right, c 4 other may go wrong. 
See then the acting and comparing pow'rs 
One in their nature, which are two in ours; 
And Reaſon raiſe o er Inſtinct as you can, 

In this tis God directs, in that tis Man. 

Who taught the nations of the field and wood 
To ſhun their poiſon, and to chooſe their food: 
Preſcient, the rides or tempeſts to withſtand, 
Build on the wave, or ar. h beneath the ſand ? 
Who made the ſpider parallels denign, 

Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line ? 
Who bid the ſtork, Columbus-like, explore 
Hear ns not his own, and worlds unknown before: 
Who calls the council, ſtates the certain day? 


Who forms the plalaus, and who paints the way? 
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God, in the nature of each being, founds 

Its proper bliſs, and ſets its proper bounds : 

But as he fram'd a Whole, the Whole to bleſs, 

On mutual Wants built mutual Happineſs ; 

So, from the firſt, eternal order ran, | 

And creature link'd to creature, man to man. 

Whate'er of life all-quick'ning æther keeps, 

Or breathes thro" air, or ſhoots bencath the deeps, 

Or pours profuſe on earth, one nature feeds 

The vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſeeds. 

Not man alone, but all that roam the wood, 

Or wing the ſky, or roll along the flood, 

Each loves itſelf, but not itſelf alone; 

Each ſex defires alike, till two are one. | 

Nor ends the pleaſure with the fierce embrace 

They love themſelves, a third time, in their race, 

Thus beaſt and bird their common charge attend; 

The mothers nurſe it, and the fires defend; 

The young difmiſs'd to wander earth or air, 

There ſtops the Inſtinct, and there ends the care; 

The link diſſolves, each ſeeks a freſh embrace; 


Another love ſucceeds, another race. 


A longer care Man's helpleſs kind demands; 
That longer care contracts more laſting bands: 
Reflection, Reafon, ſtill the ties improve, 

At once extend the int'reſt and the love: 

With choice we fix, with ſympathy we burn; 
Each Virtue in each Paſſion takes its turn; 

And ſtill new needs, new helps, new habits riſe, 


| That graft benevolence on charitics. n 


Still as one brood, and as another roſe, 


Theſe nat' ral love maintain, habitual thoſe: 


The laſt ſcarce ripen'd into perfect Man, 

Saw helpleſs him from whom their life began ; 

Mem'ry and forecaſt juſt returns engage ; 

That pointed back to youth, this on to age; 

While pleaſure, gratitude, and hope, combia'd, 

Still ſpread the int'reft, and preferv'd the kind. 
Nor think, in Nature's State they blindly trod; 

The State of Nature was the reign of God : 

Self-love and Social at her birth began; 

Union the bond of all things, and of Man. 

Pride then was not; nor Arts, that Pride to aid; 

Man walk' d with beaſt, joint tenant of the ſhade; 

The ſame his table, and the ſame his bed ; 

No murder cloth'd him, and no murder fed. 

In the ſame remple, the reſounding wood, 

All vocal beings hymn'd their equal God: 

The ſhrinewith gore unſtain d, with gold undreſt; 

Unbrib'd, unbloody, ſtood the blamclefs prick : 

Heaven's attribute was Univerſal Care; 

AS Man's prerogative to rule, but ſpare. 

Ah! how unlike the man of times to come! 

Of half that live the butcher and the tomb; 

Who, foe to Nature, hears the gen'ral groan, 

Murders their ſpecies, and betrays his own, 

But juſt diſeaſe to luxury ſucceeds, 

And ev'ry death its own avenger breeds 

The fury paſſions from that blood began, 


And turn'd on Man a kiercer ſavage, Man. 


Sce him from Nature rifing flow to Art! 
To copy Iuſtinct then was Reaſon's part 
Thus then to Man the voice of Nature ſpake 


„Go, from the Creatures thy inſtructions take: 
| Learn 
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Learn from thebirdswhat food the thickets yield; | 
« Learn from the beaſts the phyſic of the field; 
Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 
« Learnof the mole to plough, the worm to weave; 
« Learn of the little Nautilus to fail, 
Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale. 
„ Here too all forms of ſocial union find, 
And hence let Reaſon, late, inſtruct mankind : 
Here ſubterranean works and cities ſee ; 
«© There towns atrial on the waving tree. 
« Learn each ſinall People's genius, policies, 
„The Ant's republic, and the realm of Bees; 
How thoſe in common all their wealth beſtow, 
« And Anarchy without confuſion know; 
« And theſe for ever, tho' a Monarch reign, 
« Their ſep'rate cells and properties maintain. 
« Mark what unvaried laws preſerve each ſtate, 
6 Laws wiſe as Nature, and as fix'd as Fate. 
« In vain thy Reaſon finer webs ſhall draw, 
« Entangle Juice in her net of Law ; 
And right, too rigid, harden into wrong; 
Still forthe ſtrong too weak, the weak too ſtrong. 
«© Yet go! and thus o'er all the creatures ſway, 
« Thus let the wiſer make the reſt obey: 
„And for thoſe arts mere Inſtinct could afford, 
« Be crown'd as Monarchs, or as Gods ador'd.” 
Great Nature ſpoke ; obſervant Man obey d; 
Cities were built, Societies were made : 
Here roſe one little tate ; another near 
Grew by like means, and join'd thro' love or fear. 
Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 
And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend ? 
What War could raviſh, Commerce could beſtow, 
And he return'd a friend who came a foe. 
Converſe and Love mankind might ſtrongly draw, 
WhenLovewasLiberty,and Nature — 
Thus ſtates were form' d; the name of King un- 
Till common int'reſt plac'd the ſway in one. 
Twas Virtue only (or in arts or arms, 
Diffuſing bleſſings, or averting harms), _ 
The ſame which in a Sire the Sons obey d, 
A Prince the Father of a People made. ] ſate 
Till then, by Nature crown'd, each Patriarch 
King. prieſt, and parent, of his growing ſtate; 
On him, their ſecond Providence, they — 
Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 
He from the wand ring furrow call'd the food, 
Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 
Draw forth the monſters of th' abyſs profound, 
Or fetch th' atrial eagle to the ground, 
Till drooping, ſick ning, dying they began, 
Whom they rever'd as God, to mourn as Man : 
Then, looking up from fire to ſire, explor'd 
One great Firſt Father, and that Firſt ador'd. 
Or plain tradition that this All begun, 
Convey'd unbroken faith from fire to ſon ; 
The worker from the work diſtinct was known, 
And imple Reaſon never ſought but one: 
Ere Wit oblique had broke that ſteady light, 
Man, like his Maker, ſaw that all was right; 
To Virtue in the paths of Pleaſure trod, 
And own'd a Father when he own'd a God. 
Love all the faith and all th' allegiance then: 
For Nature knew no right divine in Men, 


[Ev'n Kin 
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No ill could fear in God; and underſtood 

A Sov'reign Being but a ſov'reign good. 

True faith, true policy, united ran 

That was but love of God, and this of Man. 
Who firſt taught ſouls enſlav d, and realms un- 

Th' enormous faith of ma 

That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 

T' invert the world, and counterwork its Cauſe 2 

Force firſt made Conqueſt, and that Conqueſt 

Till Superſtition taught the Tyrant ae; [Law, 

Then ſhar'd the Tyranny, then lent it aid, 

And Gods of Conqu'rors, Slaves of Subjects made: 

She midſt the lightning's blaze, and thunder's 

ſound, {the ground, 

When rock'd the mountains, and when groan'd 

She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 

To Pow'r unſeen, and mightier far than they: 

She from the rending earth, and burſting ſkies, 

Saw Gods deſcend, and fiends infernal riſe : 


Here fix'd the dreadful, there the bleſt abodes; 


Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods; 
Gods partial, changeful, paſſionate, unjuſt, 
Whoſe attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Luſt; 
Such as the fouls of cowards might conceive, 
And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 
Zeal then, not charity, became the guide! 

And hell was built on ſpite, and heaven on pride. 
Then ſacred ſeem'd th' ethereal vault no more; 
Altars grew marble then, and reek'd with, gore : 
Then firſt the Flamen taſted living food, 

Next his grim idol ſmear'd with human blood ; 
With heaven's own thunders ſhook the world 
And play'd the God an engine on his foe.[below, 


So drives Self- love, thro' juſt, and thro* unjuſtz 


To one man's pow'r, ambition, lucre, luſt: 
The ſame Self-love in all, becomes the cauſe 
Of what reſtrains him, Government and Laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as well, 
What ſerves one will, when many wills rebel? 
How ſhall he keep, what, fleeping or awake, 
A weaker may ſurpriſe, a ſtronger take ? 
His ſafety muſt his liberty reſtrain : 
All join'd to guard what each defires to gain. 
Forc'd into Virtue thus by Self-defence, 
learn'd juſtice and benevolence : 
Self-love forſook the path it firſt purſued, 
And found the private in the public good. 
'T'was then the ſtudious has or gen'rous mind, 
Follower of God, or friend of human kind, 
Poet or Patriot, roſe but to reſtore 
The faith and moral Nature gave before 
Relum'd herancient light, not kindled new: 


4 


If not God's image, yet his ſhadow drew: 


Taught Power's due uſe ro People and to Kings, 
Taught nor to ſlack nor ſtrain its tender firings, 
The leſs or greater ſet fo juſtly true, 0 
That touching one muſt ſtrike the other too; 
Till jarring int'reſts of themſelves create 

Th' according muſic of a well-mix'd ſtate. 


Such is the world's great harmony, that ſprings 


From Order, Union, full Conſent of things: 
Where ſmall and great, where weak and mighty 
made 


To ſerve, not ſuffer ; ſtrengthen, not invade ; 
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made for one; | done, 
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More pow'rful each as needful to the reſt, 

And, in proportion as it bleſſes, bleſt; 

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 

Beaft, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or King. 

For Forms of Government let fools conteſt ; 

Whate'er is beſt adminiſter d is beſt: | 

For Modes of Faith let graceleſs zealots fight; 

His can 't be wrong whoſe life is in the right : 

In Faith and Hope the world will diſagree, 

Bur all Mankind's concern is Charity: 

All muſt be falſe that thwart this One great End; 

And all of God that bleſs Mankind, or mend. 

Man, like the gen'rous vine, ſupported lives; 

The Strength he gains is from the embrace he 

es. | 

On * Axis as the Planets run, 

Vet make at once their cirele round the Sun; 

So two conſiſtent motions act the Soul, 

And one regards Itſelf, and one the Whole. 
Thus God and Nature link'd the gen' ral frame, 

And bade Self-love and Social be the ſame. 


: | EPI1iSTLETTV. 
ARGUMENT. 

Of the Nature and State of Man, with reſpef to 

8 1 8 Happineſs. 


Ealſe Notions of Happineſs, Philoſophical and Po- 
pular.—It is the End of all Men, and attain- 
able by all. God intends Happineſs to be equal ; 
and to be fo, it muſt be ſocial, ſince all particular 

_ Happineſs depends on general, and fince be go- 
. werns by general not particular Laws —As it 15 
necefſary for Order, and the peace and welfare 
of Society, that external goods ſhould be unequal, 
Happineſs is not made to conjift in theſe— But, 
notwithflanding that inequality, the balance of 
Happineſs among mankind is kept even by Pro- 
wuidence, by the two Paſſions of Hope and Fear — 
What the Happineſs of Individuals is, as far as 
is con/iftent with the conſtilutian of this world; 
and that the Good Man bas bere the advantage. 
be error of imputing to Virtue what are only 
the calamities of Nature or of Fortune.—The folly 
of expetting that God ſhould alter bis general 
larus in favour of particulars.— That we are not 
Judges wwhbo are good ; but that, whoever they are, 
they mui be bappiefi—That external gods are 
not the proper rewards, but often incon/ifient 
with, or deftruttive of, Virtue. —That even theſe 
can make no Man bappy without Virtue: In- 
flancedin Riches Honours — Nobility— Greatneſs 
- —Fame—Superior Talents With piftures of bu- 
man infelicity in Men poſſe ſed of them all. —That 
Virtue only conflitutes a Happineſs whoſe object i, 

' wniverſal, and whoſe proſpect eternal. — Thal the 
gerfettion of Virtue and Happineſs confifts in a 
confermity to the Order of Providence here, and 
a Refipnation to it here and bereafter. 


O HAPPINESS ! our being's end and aim 
Good, Pieaſure, Eaſe, Content, whate'er thy 
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That 2 ſtill which prompts th' eternal 
igh, 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 
Which ſtill fo near us, yet beyond us lies; 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wile. 
Plant of celeſtial ſeed ! if dropt below, 
Say, in what mortal ſoil thou deign'ſt to grow? 
Fair op'ning to ſome Court's propitious ſhine, 
Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? 
Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſſian laurels yield, 
Or reap'd in iron harveſts of the field 


We ought to blame the culture, not the ſoil. 
Fix'd to no ſpot is happineſs ſincere, 
Tis nowhere to be found, or ev'rywhere: 
"Tis never to be bought, but always free; [thee. 
And, fled from monarchs, St. John, dwells with 
Aſk of the Learn'd the way: The Learn'd are 
blind: 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun mankind ; 
Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe; 
Thoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment thele : 
Some, funk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pain; 
Some, iwell'd to Gods, confeſs ev'n virtue vain ; 
Or indolent to cach extreme they fall, 
To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 
Who thus define it, fay they more or lefs 
Than this, that happineſs is happineſs ? 
Take Nature's path, and mad opinions leave; 
All ftates can reach it, and all heads conceive ; 
| Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well; 
And mourn our various portions as we pleaſe, 
Equal is common ſenſe and common eaſe. 
Remember, Man, the univerſal Cauſe 
Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws ;”” 
And makes what Happineſs we juſtly call 
Subſiſt not in the good of one, but all. 
There 's not a bleiſing individuals find, 
But ſome way leans and hearkens to the kind. 
No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 
No cavern'd hermit reſts ſelf-fatisfied : + 
Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: 
Abſtract what others feel, what others think, 
All pleaſures hcken, and all glories fink ; 
Each has his ſhare; and who would more obtain, 
Shall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain. 
Order is Heaven's firſt law; and this confeſt, 
Some are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt, 
More rich, more wife; but who infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenſe. 
Heaven to mankind impartial we confels, 
If all are equal in their happineſs : 
But mutual wants this happineſs increaſe ; 
All nature's dif 'rence keeps all nature's peace. 
Condition, circumſtance is not the thing ; 
Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king: 
In who obtain defence, or who defend, 
In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 
Heaven breathes thro' ev'ry member of the whole 
One common bleſſing, as one common ſoul, 
But fortune's gifts if each alike poſſeſs'd, 


| 
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Where grows? where grows it not? if vain our toil, 


And each were equal, myſt not all conteſt ? 11 
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If then to all men Happineſs was meant, 
God in Externals could not place content. 
Fortune her gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, 
And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe ; 
But Heaven's juſt balance equal will appear, 
While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear: 
Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe ; 
But future views of better, or of worſe. 
Oh, ſons of earth! attempt ye ſtill ro riſe, 
By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the ſkies ? 
Heaven ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they rate, 
Know, all the good that individuals find, 
Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reaſon's whole pleaſure, all the joys of ſenſe, 
Lie in three words, Health, Peace, an Compe- 
But health conſiſts with temperance alone; | tence: 
And peace, oh virtue ! peace is all thy own, 
The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain; 
But theſe leſs taſte them, as they worſe obtain. 
Say, in purſuit of profit or delight, | 
Who riſk the moſt, that take wrong means or 
right ? 1 
Of vice or virtue, whether bleſt or curſt, 
Which meets contempt, or which compaſſion firſt ? 
Count all th' advantage proſp'rous vice attains, 
'Tis but what Virtue flies from, and difdains 
And grant the bad what happineſs they wou'd, 
One they muſt want, which 1s, to paſs for good. 
Oh blind to truth, and God's whole ſcheme below, 
Who fancy bliſs to vice, to virtue woe! 
Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, 
Beſt knows the bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt. 
Burt fools the good alone unhappy call, 
For ills or accidents that chance to all. 
See Falkland dies, the viriuous and the juſt ! 
See godlike Turenne proſtrate on the duſt ! 
See Sydney bleeds amid the martial ſtrife! 
Was this their virtue, or contempt of life? 
Say, was it virtue, more tho” Heaven ne'er gave, 
Lamented Digby ! ſunk thee to the grave ? 
Tell me, if virtue made the fon expire, 
Why, full of days and honour, lives the fire ? 
Why drew Marſeilles' good biſhop purer breath, 
When Nature ficken'd, and cach gale was death? 
Or why fo long (in life if long can be) 
Lent Heaven a parent to the poor and me? 
What makes all phyſical or moral ill ? 
There deviates nature, and here wanders will. 
God ſends not ill; if rightly underſtood, 
Or partial ill is univerſal good, 
Or change admits, or nature lets it fall. 
Short, and but rare, till man improv'd it all. 
We juſt as wiſely might of Heaven complain, 
That righteous Abel was deſtroy d by Cain, 
As that the virtuous ſon is ſtill at ll 
When his lewd father gave the dire diſeaſe. 
Think we, like ſome weak prince, th' Eterna 
Cauſe . 
Prone for his fav'rites to reverſe his laws ? 
| Shall burning Atna, if a ſage requires, . 
Forget to thunder, and recal her fires ? 
On air or ſea new motions be impreſt, 


Oh blameleſs Bethel ! to relieve thy breaſt ? 
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When the looſe mountain trembles from on high, 

Shall gravitation ceaſe, if you go by ? | 

Or ſome old temple, nodding to its fall, 

For Chartres' head reſerve the hanging wall? 
But ftill this world (fo fitted for the knave) 

Contents us not. A better ſhall we have? 

A kingdom of the juſt then let it be: 

But firſt conſider how thoſe juſt agree. 

The good muſt merit God's peculiar care; 

But who, but God, can tell us who they are? 

One thinks, on Calvin Heaven's own Spirit fell; 

Another deems him inftrument of hell, 

If Calvin feel Heaven's bleſſing, or its rod, 

This cries there is, and that, there is no God. 

What ſhocks one part will edify the reſt, 

Nor with one ſyſtem can they all be bleſt. 

The very beſt will variouſly incline, 

And what rewards your virtue, puniſh mine. 

Whatever 1s, is right.— This world, tis true, 

Was made for Czfar—but for Titus too; 

And which more bleſt? who chain'd his - 

Or he whoſe virtue ſigh'd to loſe a day? Iſay. 
« But ry ng virtue ſtarves while vice is 

e 

What then ? Is the reward of virtue bread ? 

That vice may merit, tis the price of toil; 

The knave deſerves it when he tills the ſoil. 

The knave deſerves it when he tempts the main, 

Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain. 

The good man may be weak, be indolent; 

Nor 1s his claim to plenty, but content. 

But grant him riches, your demand is o'er ? 

++ No—fhall the good want health, the good want 

« pow'r?” 

Add health and pow'r, and ev'ry earthly thing, 

Why bounded pow'r? why private? why no 

Nay, why external for internal giv'n? 

Why is not man a god, and earth a heaven? 

Who afk and reaſon thus, will ſcarce conceire 

God gives enough, while he has more to give; 

[mmenſe the pow'r, immenſe were the demand; 

Say, at what part of nature will they ſtand ? 
What nothing earthly gives, or can deſtroy, 


Is virtue's prize : a better would you fix ? 

Then give humility a coach and hx, | 
Juſtice a conqu'ror's ſword, or truth a gown, 

Or public ſpirit its great cure, a crown, 

Weak, fooliſh man ! will heaven reward us there 
With the ſame traſh mad mortals with for here? 
The boy and man an individual makes, 

Vet ſigh'ſt thou now for apples and for cakes ? 
Go, like the Indian, in another life 


Expect thy dog, wo bottle, and thy wife ; 


As well as dream ſuch trifles are athgn'd, 
As toys and empires, for a godlike mind : 
Rewards, that either would to virtue bri 


| No joy, or be deſtructive of the thing: 


How oft by theſe at ſixty are undone 

The virtues of a ſaint at twenty-one ! 

To whom can riches give repute, or truſt, 
Content or pleaſure, but the good and juſt ? 
Judges and ſenates have been bought for gold; 


| Eſteem and love were never to be fold. . 
a 0 
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king?“ | 


The ſoul's calm ſunſhine; and the hearr-felt joy, 
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Oh tool! to think God hates the worthy mind, 
he lover, and the love of human kind, 
W hole life is healthful, and whoſe conſcience elear, 
Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a year. 
Honour and ſhame from no condition rile ; 
Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in men has ſome ſmall diff 'rence made; 
One flaunts in regs, one flutters in brocade : 
The cobler apron'd, and the parſon gown'd, 
The friar hooded, and the monarch crown'd. 
„What differ more (you cry) than crown and 
„ coul? ] 
JI tell you, friend; a wife man and a fool. 
You Il find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 
Or, cobler - like, the parſon will be drunk, 
Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow : 
The reft is all but leather or prunella. [ firings, 
Stuck o'er with titles, and hung round wit. 
That thou mayſt be by kings, or whores of Kings, 
Boaſt the pure blood of an illuſtrious race, 
In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece: 
But by your fathers worth if yours you rate, 
Count me thoſe only who were good and great. 
Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 
Has crept thro” ſcoundrels ever ſince the flood, 
Go! and pretend your family is yqung ; 
Kor own your fathers have been fools fo long. 
What can ennoble fots, or ſlaves, or cowards ? 
Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howards. 
Look next on greatneſs; ſay where greatneſs 
hes ? . 
« Where, but among the heroes and the wiſe?“ 
Heroes are much the ſame, the point 's agreed, 
From Macedonia's madman to the Swede ; 
The whole firange purpoſe of their lives, to find 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind ! 
Not ene looks backward, onward ſtill he goes, 
Yer ne er looks forward further than his nole, 
No lefs alike the politic and wiſe ; 
All fly, flow things, with circumſpective eyes : 
Men in their looſe unguarded hours they take, 
Not that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak. 
But grant that thoſe can conquer, theſe can cheat; 
Tis phraſe abſurd to call a villain great: 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, 
Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 
Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 
Or failing, ſmiles in exile or in chains, 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. 
What 's fame? a fancy d life in other's breath; 
A thing beyond us, ev n before our death. 
Juſt what you hear, you have, and what's unknown 
The ſame (my Lord) if Tully's, or your own. 
All that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the imall circle of our foes or friends; 
To all beſide as much an empty ſh:ulc 
An Eugene living, as a Cæſar dead; 
Alike or when, or where, they thone, or ſhine, 
Or on the Rubicon or on the Rhine. 


A wit s a feather, and a chief a rod; 
An honeſt man s the nobleſt work of Gad. 
Fame but from death a villain's name can fave, 
As juſtice tears his body ſrom tl. c grave ; 
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* taites the good without the fall to ill: 


Book II, I 
When what t' oblivion better were reſign d, | ; 
Is hung on high, to poiſon half mankind. ö 


All fame is foreign, but of true deſert ; | 
Plays round the head, but comes not to the hearts 
One ſeif-approving hour whole years outweigas 
Of ſtupid ſtarers, and of loud huzzas ; 
And mere true joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 
Than Cæſar with a ſenate at his heels. 
In paits ſuperior what advantage lies ? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wiſe? + - 
'Tis but to know how little can be known; 
To fee all others' faults, and feel our own : 
Condemn'd in bufinels or in arts to drudge, 
Without a ſecond, or without a judge. 6 
Truths would you teach, or fave a ſinking land? 
All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. 
Painful pre-emineuce ! yourſelf to view 
Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 
Bring then theſe oleihngs to a ſtrict account; 
Make fair deductions; ſee to what they mount: 
How much of other each is ſure to coſt; 
How each for other oft is wholly loſt ; 
How inconſiſtent greater goods with theſe ; 
How ſometimes life is riſqu'd, and always eaſe : 
Think, and if itil} the things thy envy call, 
Say, wouldſt thou be the man to whom they fall? 
To figh for ribbands, if thou art fo filly, 
Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy ! 
Is yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life ? 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wife! 
If parts allure thee, think how Bacon ſhin'd, 
The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meaneſt of mankind ! 
Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a name, 
See Cromwell, damn'd to everlaſting fame ! 
If all, united, thy ambition call, ; 
From ancient ftory learn to ſcorn them all. 
There, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and 
cat, | 
See the falſe ſcale of happineſs complete 
In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay, 
How happy thoſe to ruin, theſe betray. 
Mark by what wretched ſteps their glory grows, 
From dirt and ſea- weed as proud Venice role ; 
In each how guik and greatneſs equal ran, 
And all that rais'd the hero funk the man : 
Now Europe's laurels on their brows b-hold, 
But ſtain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for gold: 
Then ſee them broke with toils, or funk in caſe, 
Or infamous for plunder'd provinces, 
Oh wealth ill-fated ! which no act of fame 
E'er taught to ſhine, or ſanctiſied from ſhame ! 
What grea ar bliſs attends their cloſe of life? 
Some greedy minion, or imperious wife, 
The trophied arches, ſtoried halls invade, 
And haunt their ſlumbers in the pompous ſhade. 
Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 
Compute the morn and ev'ning to the day; 
The whole amount of that enormous fame, 
A tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame ! 
Know then this truth—(cnough for man to 
know ) 
* Virtue alone is happineſs below.” 
The only point where human bliſs ſtands ſtill, 


* 


Where 
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Where only merit conſtant pay receives, 

1s bleſt in what it takes, and what it gives; 
The joy unequall'd, if its end it gain; 

And if it loſe, attended with no pain: 
Without ſatiety, tho" cer fo bleſt, | 
And but more reliſh'd as the more diftreſt : 
The broadeſt mirth unfeeling folly wears, 
Leſs pleaſing far than virtue's very tears: 


Good, from each object, from each place acquir'd, 


For ever exercis'd, yet never tir'd 

Never elated while one man s oppreſt ; 
Never dejected while another 's bleſt ; 

And where no wants, no wiſhes can remain, 
Since but to wiſh more virtue, is to gain. 


See the fole bliſs Heaven could on all beſtow ! 
Which who but feels can taſte, but thinks can 


know ! 


Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The pad muſt miſs, the good, untaught, will find, 


Slave to no ſect, who takes no private road, 


But looks, through nature, up to nature's God 
Purſues that chain which links th' immenſe 


deſign, 


Joins heaven and earth, and mortal and divine; 


Sces that no being any bliſs can know, 

But touches ſome above, and ſome below; 

Learns, from this union of the riſing whole, 
The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human ſoul; 


And knows where faith, law, morals, all began, 


All end, in love of God, and love of man. 
For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal, 
And opens ſtill, and opens on his ſoul; 

Till lengthen'd on to faith, and unconfin'd, 
It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind. 
He ſees why nature plants in man alone 


Hope of known bliſs, and faith in bliſs unknown. 


(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind 


Are giv*n in vain, but what they ſeek they find) 


Wiſe is her preſent; ſhe connects in this 
His greateſt virtue with his greateſt bliſs ; 
At once his own bright proſpect to be bleſt, 
And ſtrongeſt. motive to aſſiſt rhe reſt. 

Self- love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 


Gives thee to meke thy neighbour's bleffing thine, 


Is this too little for the boundleſs heart ? 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part; 


Graſp the whole worlds of reaſon, life, and ſenſe, 


In one cloſe ſyſtem of benevolence : 
Happier as kinder, in whate'er degree, 
And height of bliſs bur height of charity. 


God loves from whole to parts: but human ſoul 


Muſt riſe from individual to the whole. 
Self-love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 
As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake ; 
The centre mov'd, a circle ang ſucceeds, 
Another ſtill, and ſtill another ſpreads 


Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace; 


His country next; and next all human race; 


Wide and more wide, th' o'erflowings of the mind 


Take ev'ry creature in, of ev'ry kind; 


Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 


And heaven beholds its image in his breaſt, 


Come then, my friend! my genius! come along; 


Oh maſter of the poet, and the ſong ! 


| And while, the Muſe now ſtoops, or now aſcends, 


To man's low patlions, or their glorious ends, 


Teach me, like thee, in various nature wiſe, 
To fall with dignity, with temper riſe ; 
Form'd by thy converſe, happily to ſteer 

From grave to gay, from lively to ſevere : 
Corrett with ſpirit, eloquent with eaſe, 

Intent to ren, or polite to pleaſe. | 
Oh! while along the ſtream of time thy name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame, © 
Say, ſhall my little bark attendant fail, 

Purſue the triumph, and partake the gale? 
When ſtateſmen, heroes, — in duſt repoſe, 
Whoſe ſons ſhall bluſh their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verſe to future age pretend 


That, urg'd by thee, I turn'd the tuneful art, 


For wit's falſe mirror held up nature's light; 
Shew'd erring pride, zvhatever is, is right ; 
That reaſon, paſſion, anſwer one great aim; 
That true ſelf-love and ſocial are the ſame; 
Thar virtue only makes our bliſs below; 
And all our knowledge is, ourſelves to know. 


To Sir Richard Temple, L. Cobham. 


* 


EPISTLE I. 
ES, you deſpiſe the man to books confin'd, 
Who from his ſtudy rails at human kind; 
Tho' what he learns he ſpeaks, and may advance 


| Some gen'ral maxims, or be right by 


The coxcomb bird, fo talkative and grave, 


You hold him no Philoſopher at all. 
And yet the fate of all extremes is ſuch, 


We grow more partial for th' obſerver's ſake; _ 
To written wiſdom, as another's, lefs : 


There 's ſome peculiar in each leaf and grain, 
Some unmark'd fibre, or ſome varying vein ; 
Shall only man be taken in the groſs? | 
Grant but as many forts of mind as moſs : 

That each from other differs, firſt confeſs : 
Next, that he varies from himſelf no leſs; 
Add nature's, cuſtom's, reaſon's, paſſion's ſtrife, 
And all opinion's colours caſt on life. 

Our depths whe fathoms, or our ſhallows finds, 


On human actions reaſon tho” you can, 

It may be reaſon, but it is not man : 

His principle of action once explore, 

That inſtant 'tis his principle no more. 

Like following life, thro' creatures you diſſect, 
You loſe it in the moment you detect. 

Yet more ; the diff 'rence is as great between 
The optics ſeeing, as the objects ſeen. 

All manners take a tincture from our own ; 

Or come diſcolour'd through our paſſions __ 
r 


Thou wert my guide, philoſopher, and friend > 
From ſounds to things, from fancy to the heart; 


$ 17. Moral Eſſays. In Four Epifttes. Porx. | 


That from his cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and 
Tho' many a paſſenger he rightly call, [Knare, 


Men may be read, as well as Books, too much. 
To obſervations which ourſelves we make, 


Maxims are drawn from notions, theſe from gueſs, 


Quick whirls, and ſhifting eddies of our minds? 
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Or fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, 
Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thouſand dyes. 
Nor will life's ſtream for obſervation ſtay; 

It hurries all too faſt to mark their way: 
In vain ſedate reflections we would make, 
When half our knowledge we muſt ſnatch, not 
Oft in the paſſions wild rotation toſt, { take. 
Our fpring of action to ourſclves is loſt : 
Tir d, nor determin'd, to the laſt we yield; 
And what comes then is maſter of the field, 
As the laſt image of that troubled heap, 
When ſenſe ſubſides, and fancy ſports in ſleep 
(Tho paſt the recollection of the thought), 
Becomes the tuff of which our dream is wrought : 
Something as dim to our internal view, 
Is thus, perhaps, the cauſe of moſt we do. 
True, ſome are open, and to all men known ; 
Others ſo very cloſe, they re hid from none: 
(So darkneſs ſtrikes the ſenſe no lefs than light) 
Thus gracious Chandos is belov'd at fight ; 
And ev*ry child hates Shylock, tho his foul 
Still fats at ſquat, and peeps not from its hole. 
At half mankind when gen'rous Manly raves, 
All know tis virtue, for he thinks them knaves. 
When univerſal homage Umbra pays, 
All fee tis vice, and itch of vulgar praiſe. 
When flatt' ry glares, all hate it in a queen, 
While one there is who charms us with his ſpleen, 
But theſe plain characters we rarely find: 
Tho' ſtrong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind: 
Or purzling comraries confound the whole; 
Or Afſectations quite reverſe the ſoul. 
The dull, flat falichood ferves for policy: 
And in the cunning, truth itſelf 's a lye : 
 Unthought-of frailtics cheat us in the wile : 
The fool lies hid in inconſiſtencies. 
See the ſame man, in vigour, in the gout; 
Alone, in company; in place, or out; 
Early at buſineſs, and at hazard late; 
Mad at a fox-chace, wiſc at a debate; 
Drunk at a borough, civil at a ball; 
Friendly at Hackney, faithleſs at Whitchall. 
Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 
Thinks, who endures a knave is next a knave, 
Save juſt at dinner—then prefers, no doubt, 
A e with ven ſon to a faint without. 
Who would not praiſe Patricio's high deſert, 
His hand unſtain d, his uncorrupted heart, 
His compre henſive head | all int'refts weigh'd, 
All Europe ſav d, yet Britain not betray d. 
He thanks you not, his pride is in piquette, 
Newmarket-fame, and judgment at a bett. 
Whatmade (ſay Montaigne, or more ſageCharron!) 
Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon ? 
A perjur'd prince a leaden faint revere, 
A godleſs regent tremble at a far ? 
The throne a bigot keep, a genius quit, 
Faithleſs thro piety, and dup'd thro' wit ? 
Europe a woman, child, or dotard rule, 
And juſt her wiſeſt monarch made a fo 
Know, God and Nature only are te fame : 
In mar, the judgment ſhoors at fly ing game; 
A bird of paſſage ! gone as foon as found ; 
Now in the moon perhaps, now under ground. | 
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In vain the ſage, with retroſpective eye, 
Would from th apparent What conclude the Why, 
Infer the Motive from the Deed, and ſhew 


That what we chanc'd was what we meant to do. 


Behold ! if Fortune or a Miſtreſs frowns, 


To eaſe the foul of one oppreſſive weight, 
This quits an Empire, that embroils a State 
The ſame aduſt complexion has impell'd 
Charles to the Convent, Philip to the Field. 
Not always Actions ſhew the man; we find 
Who does a kindneſs, is not therefore kind : 
Perhaps Proſperity becalm'd his breaſt, 
Perhaps the Wind juſt ſhifted from the Eaſt. 
Not therefore humble he who ſecks retreat, 
Pride guides his ſteps, and bids him ſhun the great. 
Who combats bravely is not therefore brave; 
He dreads a death-bed like the meaneſt ſlave : 
Who reaſons wiſely is not therefore wile ; 

His pride in Reas'ning, not in Acting, lies. 

But grant that actions beſt diſcover man; 
Take the moſt ſtrong, and ſort them as you can. 
The few that glare, each character muſt mark; 
You balance not the many in the dark. | 
What will you do with ſuch as diſagree ? 
Suppreſs them, or miſcall them policy ? 
Muſt then at once (the character to fave) 

The plain rough Hero turn a crafty K nave ? 
Alas ! in truth the man but chang'd his mind ; 
Perhaps was fick, in love, or had not din'd. 

Aſk why from Britain Cæſar would retreat? 
Cæſar himfclf might whiſper, he was bear. 
Why riſk the World's great empire for a Punk ? 
Cæſar perhaps might anſwer, he was drunk. 
But, ſage hiltorians! tis your taſk to prove, 
One action Conduct; one, heroic Love. 

"T's from high life high characters are drawn; 
A Saint in Crape is twice a Saint in Lawn: 

A Judge 1s juſt, a Chancꝰ lor juſter ſtill; 


{A Gownman, learn'd z a Biſhop, what you will; 


Wilt, if a Miniſter ; but, if a King, _ [thing. 

More wife, mere learn'd, more juſt, more ev'ry 

Court-Virtues bear, like Gems, the higheſt rate, 

Born where Heay'n's influence ſcarce can pene- 
trate: 8 

In life's low vale, the ſoil the Virtues like, 

They pleaſe as beautics, here as wonders ſtrike. 

Tho' the ſame fun with all diffufive rays 

Bluſh in the Roſe, and in the Diamond blaze, 

We prize the ſtronger effort of his pow'r, 

And juſtly fet the Gem above the Flow'r. 

Tis Education forms the common mind; 

Juſt as the twig is bent, the tree 's inclin'd. 

Boaſtful and rough, your firſt ſon is a Squire; 

The next a Tradeſman, meck, and much a liar; 

Tom ftruts a Soldier, open, bold, and brave; 


1 


| Will ſneaks a Scriv'ner, an excceding knave: 


A Quaker? ſly; a Preſbyterian? ſour 
A ſmart Free-thinker ? all things in an hour. 
Aſk men's Opinions: Scoto now fhall tell 
How Trade increaſes, and the world goes well; 
Strike off his Penſion, by the ſetting ſun, 
And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. 


Ls be a Churchman? then he 's fond of pow'r ; } 


That 


Some plunge in buſineſs, others ſhave their crowns: 
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That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once, 
What turns him now a ſtupid ſilent dunce ? 
Some God, or Spirit, he has lately found: 
Or chanc'd to meet a miniſter that frown'd. 

Judge we by Nature? Habit can efface, 
Int'reſt o'ercome, or Policy take place: 

By Actions? thoſe Uncertainty divides; 
By Paſſions? theſe Diſſimulation hides : 
Opinions? they ſtill take a wider range: 
Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. 
Manners with Fortunes, Humours turn with 
Climes, 
Tenets with Books, and Principles with Times. 

Search then the Ruling Paſſion : There, alone, 
The Wild are conſtant, and the Cunning known; 
The Fool conſiſtent, and the Falſe ſincere; 
Prieſts, Princes, Women, no diſſemblers here. 
This clue once found, unravels all the reſt, 
The proſpect clears, and Wharton ſtands confeſt. 
Wharton, the ſcorn and wonder of our days, 
Whoſe ruling paſſion was the Luſt of Praiſe: 
Born with whate'er could win it from the wiſe, 
Women and Fools muſt like him, or he dies: 
Tho'-wond'ring Senates hung on all. he ſpoke, 
The Club muſt hail him, Maſter of the Joke. 
Shall parts ſo various aim at nothing new ? 
He 'll thine a Tully and a Wilmot too: 
Then turas repemant, and his God adores 
With the ſame ſpirit that he drinks and whores; 
Enougni if all around him but admire, 
Ad now the Punk applaud, and now the Friar, 
Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 
And wanring nothing but an honeſt heart ; 
Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt; 
And moſt contemptible to ſhun contempt; 
His paſſion ſtill to covet gen'ral praiſe, 
His life, to forfeit it a thouſand ways; 
A conſtant bounty which no friend has made ; 
An Angel Tongue, which no man can perſuade; 
A Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind, 
Too raſh for Thought, for Action too refiu'd: 
A Tyrant to the wife his heart approves ; 
A Rebel to the very king he loves; 
He dies, fad outcaſt of each church and ſtate, 
And, harder till ! flagitious, yet not great. 
Aſk you why Wharton broke thro? ev'ry rule? 
Twas all * fear the Knaves ſhould call him 

Fool. 

Nature well known, no prodigies remain, 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 
Vet, in this ſearch, the wiſeſt may miſtake, 
If ſecond qualities for firſt they take. 
M hen Catiline by rapine ſwell'd his ſtore ; 
When Ceſar made a noble dame a whore; 
In this the Luft, in that the Avarice 
Were means; not ends; Ambition was the vice. 
That very Cæſar, born in Scipio's days, 
Had aim'd, like him, by Chaſtity, at praiſe, 
Lucullus, when frugality could charm, 
Had roaſted turnips in the Sabin farm. 
In vain th' obſerver eycs-the builder's toil ; 
But quite miſtakes the ſcaffold for the pile. 

In this one paſſion man can ſtrength enjoy, 


As Fits give vigour juſt when they deſtroy. 
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Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand, 
Yet tames not this; it ſticks to our laſt ſand. 
Conſiſtent in our follies and our fins, 


Here honeſt Nature ends as ſhe begins. 


Old Politicians chew on wiſdom paſt, 
And totter on in buſineſs to the laſt ; 

As weak, as garneſt; and as gravely out, 
As ſober Laneſb'row dancing in the gout. 

Behold a rev'rend fire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameleſs race; 
Shov'd from the wall perhaps, or rudely preſt 
By his own fon, that paſſes by unbleſt: 

Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 
And envies ev'ry ſparrow that he ſees. | 

A ſalmon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate; 

The doctor call'd, declares all help too late: 
„Mercy!“ cries Helluo, “ mercy on my foul ! 
Is there no hope? Alas i then brin the jowl.”? 

The frugal crone, whom praying prieſts attend, 
Still ſtrives to ſave the hallow'd taper's end, 
Collects her breath as ebbing life retires, 

For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 

„ Odious! in woollen! *rwould a ſaint provoke, 
(Were the laſt words that poor Nareiſſa ſpoke) 
No, let a charming chintz and Bruſſels lace 
Wrap my cold limbs, and ſhade my lifeleſs face: 
© One would not, ſure, be frightful when one 's 

dead s "7 
© And—PBetty—give this cheek a little red. 

The courtier ſmooth, who forty years had ſhin'd 
An humble ſervant to all human kind, 

Juſt brought out this, hen ſcarce hts tongue could 
ſtir, 5 | 
« If —wahere I'm going I could ferve you, Sir 

„ give and I deviſe” (old Euchio ſaid, 
And ſigh'd) “ my lands and tenements to Ned.“ 
Your money, Sir: —“ My money, Sir, what all? 
«© Why—if I muſt—(then wept) I give ir Paul.” 


The manor, Sir?—<T he manor! hold,” he cried, 


Not that, !] cannot part with that - and died. 


And you, brave Cobham, to the lateſt breaths 
Shall feel your ruling paſſion ſtrong in death: 
Such. in thoſe moments as in all the paſt, 5 
Oh ſave my country, Heaven!“ ſhall be you 

laſt 


EPISTLE II. 
To a Lady. 


Of the Characters of Women. 
NOTHING ſo true as what you once let fall, 


1 Moſt women have no characters at all.“ 


Matter too foft a laſting mark to bear, 

And beſt diſtinguiſh'd by black, brown, or fair. 
How many pictures of one nymph we view, 

All how unlike cach other, all how true! 


 Arcadia's counteſs, here, in ermin'd pride, 


Is there Paſtora by a fountain fide. 


ere Fannia, leering on her own good man; 


And there a naked Leda with a ſwan. * | 
Let then the fair one beautifully cry, | 
In Magdalene's loofe hair and lifted eye, f 
Or dreſt 1a ſmiles of fweet Cecilia ſhine, x 
With fimp'ring angels, palms, and harps divine 

Whetker 
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Whether the charmer ſinner it, or ſaint it, | 
If folly grow romantic, I muſt paint it. | 

Come then, the colours and the ground prepare; 
Dip in the rainbow, trick her of in air 
Chooſe a firm cloud, before it fall, and in it 
Catch, ere ſhe change, the Cynthia of this minute. 

Rufa, whoſe eye quick glancing o'er the Park, 
Attracts each light gay meteor > a ſpark, 
Agrees as ill with Rufa ſtudying Locke, 

As Sappho's diamonds with her dirty ſmock; 
Or Sappho at her toilet's greaſy taſk, | 
With Sappho fragrant at an ev'ning maſk : 
So morning inſects that in muck begun, 
Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the ſetting ſun. 

How ſoft is Silia ! fearful to offend ; 

The frail one's advocate, the weak one's friend! 

To her, Caliſta prov'd her conduct nice; 

And good Simplicius aſks of her advice. 

Sudden, ſhe ſtorms! ſhe raves! You tip the wink, 

But ſpare your cenſure; Silia does not drink. 

All eyes may fee from what the change aroſe; 
eyes may ſee—a pimple on her noſe. 

Papillia, wedded to her am'rous ſpark, 

Sighs for the ſhades—< How charming is a park 

A park is purchas'd ; but the fair he ſees 

All bath'd in tears“ Oh odious, odious trees !” 

Ladies, like variegated tulips, ſhow, 

Ti to their changes half their charms we owe; 
Fine by defect, and delicately weak, 

Their happy ſpots their nice admirer take. 
Twas thus Calypſo once each heart alarm'd, 
Aw'd without virtue, without beauty charm'd; 
Her tongue bewitch'd as oddly as her eyes; 
Lefs wit than mimic, more a wit than wiſe ; 
Strange graces ſtill, and ſtranger flights ſhe had, 
Was juſt not ugly, and was juſt not mad; 
Yer ne'er ſo ſure our paſſion to create, | 
As when ſhe touch'd the brink of all we hate. 
Narciſſa's nature, tolerably mild. 

To make a waſh, would hardly ſtew a child; 
Has e n been prov'd to grant a lover's pray 'r, 
And paid a tradeſman once to make him ſtare; 

Gave alms at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim, 
And made a widow happy, for a whim. 
Why then declare good-nature is her ſcorn, 
When tis by that alone ſhe can be borne ? 
Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name? 
A * yet a flave to fame: | 
Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
Now drinkiog citron with his Grace and Chartres: 
Now conſcience chills her, and now paſſion burns; 
And arheiſm and religion take their turns ; 
A very Heathen in the carnal part, 
Yet ſtill a fad good Chriſtian at her heart. 

See Sin in ſtate majeſtically drunk ; 
Proud as a peereſs, prouder as a punk; 
Chaſte to her huſband, frank to all beſide, 
A teeming miſtreſs, but a barren bride. 
What then ? let blood and body bear the fault, 
Her head s untouch d, that noble ſeat of thought: 
Bauch this day's doctrine —in another fit 

She ſms wit thro” pure love of wit. 
What has not fir'd her boſom or her brain? 
Cæſar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlema'ne. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS; 


As Helluo, late dictator of the feaſt, 

The noſe of haut-gout, and the tip of taſte, 

Critiqu'd your wine, and analys d your meat, 

Yet on plain pudding deign'd at home to eat : 

So Philomede, lect' ring all mankind, 

On the ſoft paſſion, and the taſte refin'd, 

Th' addrefs, the delicacy, ſtoops at once, 

And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. 

Flavia 's a wit, has too much ſenſe to pray 

To toaſt our wants and wiſhes, is her way; 

Nor aſks of God, but of her ſtars, to give 

The mighty bleſſing, © while we live, to live.“ 

Then all for death, that opiate of the ſoul ! 

Lucretia's dagger, Roſamonda's bow]. 

Say, what can cauſe ſuch impotence of mind? 

A ſpark too fickle, or a ſpouſe too kind. 

Wife wretch! with pleaſures too refin'd to pleaſe ; 

With too much ſpirit to be e'er at eaſe; 

With too much quickneſs ever to be taught; 

With too much thinking to have common 

thought ; | 

You purchale pain with all-hat joy can give, 

And die of nothing but a rage to hve. 

Turn then from wits; and look on Simo's 
mate; 5 

No aſs ſo meek; no aſs ſo obſtinate. 

Or her that owns her faults, but never mends, 

Becauſe ſhe 's honeſt, and the beſt of friends. 

Or her, whnſe life the church and ſcandal ſhare, 

For ever in a paſhon, or a pray'r. 

Or her, who lavghe at Hell, but (like her Grace) 

Cries, “ Ah! how charming, if there s no ſuch 

&« place !“ 

Or who in ſweet vicifſitude appears 

Of mirth and opium, ratafie and tears, 

The daily anodyne, and nightly draught, 

To kill thoſe foes to fair ones, time and thought! 

Woman and fool are two hard things to hit ; 

For true no-meaning puzzles more than wit. 

But what are theſe to great Atoſia's mind ? 

Scarce once herſelf, by turns all womankind ! 

Who, with herſelf, or others, from her birth 

Finds all her life one warfare upon earth: 


{Shines in expoſing knaves, and painting fools, 


Yet is whate'er ſhe hates and ridicules. 

No thought advances, but her eddy brain 

Whiſks it about, and down it goes again. 

Full fixty years the world has been her trade; 

The wiſeſt fool much time has ever made. 

From loveleſs youth to unreſpected age, 

No paſſion gratified, except her rage, 

So much the fury ſtill outran the wit, 

The pleaſure miſs'd her, and the ſcandal hit. 

Who pore with her, provokes revenge from 
Hell; Hh 

Burt he 's a bolder man who dares be well. 


Her ev'ry turn with violence purſu'd, 


No more a ſtorm her hate than gratitude : 
To that each paſſion turns, or ſoon or late; 


Superiors ! death! and equals! what a curſe! 
But an inferior not dependant! worſe. . 
Offend her, and ſhe knows not to forgive; 


| Oblige her, and ſhe Il hate you while you = : 
| ut 


 Boox If; 


223338832 — 89e rere 


Love, if it makes her yield, muſt make her hate: 
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But die, and ſhe Il adore you—then the buſt 

And temple riſe—then fall again to duſt. | 

Laſt night, her lord was all that's good and great; 

A knave this morning, and his will a cheat. 

Strange ! by the means defeated of the ends, 

By ſpirit robb'd of pow'r, by warmth of friends, 

By wealth of followers ! without one diſtreſs 

Sick of herſelf, thro' very ſelfiſhneſs ! 

Atoſſa, curs'd with ev'ry granted pray'r, - 

Childleſs with all her children, wants an heir. 

To heirs unknown deſcends th' unguarded ſtore, 

Or wanders, HeavensdireCted, to the poor. 
Pictures like theſe, dear Madam, to deſign, 

Aſk no firm hand, and no unerring line 

Some wand'ring touches, ſome reffected light, 

Some flying ſtroke alone can hit 'em right: 

For how ſhould equal colours do the knack ? 


Cameleons who can paint in white and black? 


« Yet Chloe ſure was form'd without a ſpot.” 
Nature in her then err'd not, but forgot. 


„With ev'ry pleaſing, ev'ry prudent part, 


« Say, what can Chloe want? She wants a heart. 
She ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought; 
But never, never reach'd one gen'rous thought, 
Virtue ſhe finds too painful an endeavour ; 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 

So very reaſonable, ſo unmorv'd, - 

As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 

She, while her lover pants upon her breaſt, 

Can mark the figures on an Indian cheſt ; 

Arid when ſhe ſees her friend in deep deſpair, 
Obſerves how much a chintz exceeds mohair ! 
Forbid it, Heaven ! a favour or a debt 

She e'er ſhould cancel but ſhe may forget. 
Safe is your ſecret ſtill in Chloe's ear; 

But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hear. 

Of all her dears ſhe never flander'd one, 

But cares not if a thouſand are undone, 
Would Chloe know'if you re alive or dead? 


She bids her footman put it in her head. 


Chloe—is prudent—Would you too be wiſe? 
Then never break your heart when Chloe dies, 
One certain portrait may (I grant) be ſeen, 
Which Heaven has varniſh'd out, and made a 

| ueen: | 

The ſame for ever! and deſerib'd by all 

With truth and goodneſs, as with crown and ball. 

Poets heap virtues, Painters gems at will, 

And ſhew their zeal, and hide their want of ſkill. 

'Tis well-—but, Artiſts! who can paint or write, 

To draw the naked is your true delight. 

That robe of quality ſo ſtruts and fwells, 

None ſee what parts of nature it conceals : 

Th' exacteſt traits of body or of mind, 

5 owe to models of an humble kind. 
acenſberry to ſtrip there 's no compelling, 

Tino 3 we muſt take a Helen, 

From peer or biſhop tis no eaſy thing 

To draw the man who loves his God, or king : 

Alas! T copy (or my draught would fail) 


From honeſt Mah'met, or plain Parſon Hale. 


But grant, in public, men ſometimes are 
ſhown, 


A woman 's ſeen in private life alone: 


Our bolder talents in full light diſplay d; 
Your virtues open faireſt in the ſhade. 
Bred to diſguiſe, in public 'tis you hide; | 
There, none diltingurſh twixt your ſhame or pride, 
Weakneſs or delicacy ; all fo nice, | 
That each may ſeem a virtue or a vice. 

In men we various ruling paſſions find g 
In women, two almoſt divide the kind; 
Thoſe, only fix'd, they firſt or laſt obey, 
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| The love of pleafure and the love of ſway. 


That, nature gives; and where the leſſon 
taught | 
Is but to pleaſe, can pleaſure ſeem a fault 
Experience, this; by man's oppreffion curſt, 
They ſeek the ſecond not to loſe the firſt. 

Men, ſome to bus'nefs, ſome to pleaſure take; 
But ev'ry woman is at heart a rake: 
Men, ſome to quiet, ſome to public ſtrife; 

But ev'ry lady would be queen for life. 

Vet mark the fate of a whole ſex of queens? 
| Pow'r all their end, but beauty all the means: 
In youth they conquer with ſo wild a rage, 

As leaves them ſcarce a ſubject in their age: 
For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam; 

No thought of peace or happineſs at home. 

But wiſdom's triumph is well-tim'd retreat, 

As hard a ſcience to the fair as great ! 


| Beaurics, like tyrants, old and friendlefs grown, 


Vet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone; 
Worn out in public, weary ev'ry eye, | 
Nor leave one figh behind them when they die, 
Pleaſures the ſex, as children birds purſue z 
Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 
Sure, if they catch, to ſpoil the toy at moſt, 
To covet flying, and regret when loſt : 
At laft, to follies youth could ſcarce defend, 
It grows their age's prudence to pretend; 
Aſham'd to own they gave delight before, 
Reduc'd to feign it when they give no more; 
As hags hold ſabbaths, leſs for joy than ſpite, 


| So theſe their merry, miſerable night; 


Still round and round the ghoſts of beauty glide, 

And haunt the places where their honour died, 
See how the world its veterans rewards ! 

A youth of frolics, an old age of cards; 

Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end, 1 

Young without lovers, old without a friend; 

A fop their paſſion, but their prize a ſor, 

Alive, ridiculous, and dead, forgot ! | f 
Ah, friend! to dazzle let the vain deſign; 
To raiſe the thought and touch the heart be thine! 
That charm ſhall grow, while what fatigues the 

| ring, 
Flaunts and goes down an unregarded ng : 
So when the ſun's broad beam has tir'd the fight, 
All mild aſcends the moon's more ſober light; 
Serene in virgin modeſty ſhe ſhines, 
And, unobſerv'd, the w Gr wb orb declines. _ 
Oh! bleſt with temper, whoſe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day 
She who can love a ſiſter's charms, or hear + 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear; 
She who ne'er anſwers till a huſband cools; 
Or, if ſhe rules him, never ſhews ſhe rules; 
S | Charms 


| 


- 


To ſquander theſe, and thoſe to hide agen. 
Lik 49 


Both fairly owning, riches in effect 


255 ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 
Yet has her humour moſt, when ſhe obeys: 
Let Fops or Fortune fly which way they will; 
—— all loſs of tickets, or codille; | 
pleen, vapours, or ſmall - pox, above them all, 

And miſtrefs of herſelf, tho' china fall. 

And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 
Woman 's at beſt a contradiction ſtill. 
Heaven, when it ſtrives to polith all it can, 
Its laſt bet work, but forms a ſofter man; 
Picks from each ſex, to make the fav rite bleſt, 
Your love of pleaſure, our defire of reſt : 
Blends, in exception to all gen'ral rules, 
Your taſte of follies with our ſcorn of fools : 
Referve with frankneſs, art with truth allied, 
Courage with ſoftneſs, modeſty with pride ; 
Fix'd principles, with fancy ever new ; 
Shakes all rogether, and produces— You. 

Be rhis a woman's fame ; with this unbleſt, 


Tonſts live a ſcorn, and queens may die a jet. 


This Phœbus promis d (I forget the year ) 
When thoſe blue eyes firſt open'd on the ſphere ; 


Aſcendant Phoebus watch'd that hour with care, 


Averted half your parents imple pray'r ; 

And gave you beauty, but denicd the pelf 
That buys your ſex a tyrant o'er itſelt. 
The gen'rous God, who wit and gold refines, 
And ripens ſpirits as he ripens mines, | 
Kept droſs for ducheſſes, the world ſhall know it, 
To you gave ſenſe, good-humour, and a poct. 


EPISTLE II. 
To Allen, Lord Pathurfl. 
P. WHO ſhall decide, when doctors diſagree, 


And ſoundeſt caſuiſts doubt, like vou and me? 


You hold the word, from Jove to Momus gwen, 
That man was made the ſtanding jeſt of heaven : 
And gold but ſent to keep the fools in play, 
For ſome to heap, and ſome to throw away. 

But 1, who think more highly of our kind 
(And ſurely, Heaven and I arc of a mind), 
Opine, that nature, as in duty bound, 


Deep hid the ſhining miſchief under ground: 


But when by man's audacious labour won, 
Flam'd forth this rival to its fire the ſun, 
Then careful heaven ſupplied two forts of men; 


edoQtors thus, when much diſpute has paſs'd, 

We find our tenets juſt the ſame at laft. 

No of Heaven, or token of th" cleft; 

Giv'n to the fool, the mad, the vein, the evil, 

To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 
B. What nature wants, commodious gold be- 


Tis thus we eat the bread another ſows. { tows ; 


P. But how uncqual it beſtows, obſerve, 
*Tis thus we riot, while who fow it ſtarve : 
What nature wants (a phraſe I muſt diſtruſt) 
Extends to luxury, extends to luſt : 


Uſeful I grant, it ſerves what life requires; 


dreadful too, the dafk aſſaſſin hires. 
B. Trade it may help, ſociety extend : 
P. But lures the pirate, and corrupts the friend. 
6 


. 
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B. It raiſes armies in a nation's aid: 

P. But bribes a ſenate, and the land 's betray'd, 
In vain may heroes fight, and patriots rave, 
If ſecret gold ſap on from knave to knave. 
Once, we confeſs, beneath the patriot's cloke, 
From the crack'd bag the dropping guinea ſpoke, ' 
And, jingling down the back-ſtairs, told the crew, 
„Old Cato is as great a rogue as you.” 
Bleſt paper-credit ! laſt and beſt ſupply ! 
That lends corruption lighter wings to fly ! 
Gold, imp'd by thee, can compals hardeſt things; 
Can pocket ftates, can fetch or carry kings; 
A ſingle leaf ſhall waft an army o'er, 


Or ſhip off ſenates to ſome diſtant ſhore; 
5 leaf, like Sibyl's, ſentrer to and fro 

Vur fates and fortunes, as the wind thall blow: 
Pregnant with thouſands flits the ſcrap unſecn, 
And ſilent ſells a king, or buys a queen. 

Oh! that ſuch bulky bribes as all might ſee, 

Still, as of old, incumber'd villany.! 
Could France or Rome divert our brave deſigns 
Wich all their brandies, or with all their wines ? 
What could they more than knights and 'ſquires 

: ee Lt | 
Or water all the quorum ten miles round? 
A ſtateſmanꝰ's ſlumbers how this ſpeech would ſpoil 


Sir, Spain has ſent a thouſand jars of oil; 


[=p Harpax ſelf the bleſſing of a friend; 


Huge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door : 
A hundred oxen at your levee roar.” 

Poor avarice one torment more would find; 
Nor could profuſion ſquander all in kind. 
Aſtride his cheeſe Sir Morgan might we meet ; 
And Worldly crying coals from fireet to ſtreet ; 
Whom, with a wig ſo wild, and mien fo maz d, 
Pity miſtakes for 3 poor tradeſman craz d. 
HadColepepper's whole wealth been hops and hogs, 
Could he himſelf have ſent it to the dogs? 

His Grace will game : to White's a bull be led, 

With ſpurning heels and with a butting head. 

To Winte's be carried, as to ancient games, 

Fair couriers, vaſes, and alluring dames. 

Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes — ſweep, 

Bear home fix whores, and make his lady weep ? 

8 loft Adonis, fo perfum'd and fine, 

Drive to St. James's a whole herd of ſwine ? 

0 hithy check on all induftrious ſkill, _ 

To tpoil the nation's laſt great trade, Quadrille ! 

Since then, my lord, on Sch a world we fall, 

W hat ſay you? B. Say? Why take it, gold and all. 
P. What riches give us, let us then inquie : 


{ 


Meat, fire, and clothes. B. What more? P. Meat, 


clothes, and fire. 
Is this too little? would you more than live? 
Alas! tis more than Turner finds they give. 
Alas! tis more than (all his viſions paſt) 
Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at laſt ! 
What can they give ? to dying Hopkins, heirs; 


To Chartres, vigour; Japhet, noſe and ears? 


Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia glow ? 

In Fulvia's buckle eaſe the throbs below? 

Or heal, old Narſes, the obſcener ail, 

With all th' embroidery plaſter'd at thy tail? 
They might (were Harpax not too wile to ſpend) 


'y 


Or 


© The ruling paſſion conquers reaſen ſtill.“ 


Book II. 
Or find ſome doctor that would ſave the life 
Of wretched Shylock, ſpite of Shylock's wife: 


But thouſands die, without or this or that; 


Die, and endow a college, or a cat! 
To ſome, indeed, Heaven grants the happier fate, 
T' enrich a baſtard, or a ſon they hate. 
Perhaps you think the poor might have their 
part ? heart: 
Bond damns the poor, and hates them from his 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule, 
That ev'ry man in want is knave or fool: 
God cannot love (ſays Blunt, with tearleſs eyes) 
© The wretch he ſtarves and piouſly denies: 
But the good biſhop, with a mecker air, 
Admits, and lcavgs them, Providence's care. 
vet to be juſt to theſe poor men of pelf, 
Each does but hate his neighbour as himſelf; 
Damn'd to the mines, an equal fate betides 
The ſlave that digs it, and the ſlave that hides. 
B. Who ſuffer thus, mere charity ſhould own, 
Muſt act on motives powerful, though unknown. 
Pi. Some war, ſome plague, or famine they foreſce, 
Some revelation hid from you and me. 
Why Shylock wants a meal, the cauſe is found 


He thinks a loaf will riſe to fifty pound. 


What made directors cheat in South-fca year? 
To live on ven'ſon when it {old ſo dear. 
Aſk you why Phryne the whole auction buys? 
Phryne foreſees a general exciſe. f 
Why ſhe and Sappho raiſe that monſtrous ſum ? 
Alas ! they fear a man will coſt a plum. 

Wiſe Peter ſees the world's reſpect for gold, 
And therefore hopes this nation may be fold : 


Glorious ambition! Peter, ſwell thy ſtore, 


And be what Rome's great Didius was before. 
The crown of Poland, venal twice an age, 
To juſt three millions ſtinted modeſt Gage. 
But nobler ſcenes Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary realms, and worlds of gold. 
Congenial ſouls ! whoſe life one av'rice joins, 
And one fate buries in th' Auftrian mines. 
Much-injur'd Blunt!why bears heBritain's hate? 
A wizard told him in theſe words our fate : 
At length corruption, like a gen'ral flood 
(So long by watchful miniſters withſtood), 
„Shall deluge all; and av'rice, creeping on, 
« Spread like a low-born miſt, and blot the ſun , 
« Stateſman and patriot ply alike the ſtocks, 
« Peerefs and butler ſhare alike the box, 
And judges job, and biſhops bite the town, 
And mighty dukes pack cards for half a crown. 
ti See Britain ſunk in lucre's ſordid charms, 
And France reveng'd of Anne's and Edward's 
. arms!” brain, 


Twas no court badge, great Scriv'ner ! fir d thy 


Nor lordly luxury, nor city gain: 
No, 'twas thy righteous end, aſham'd to ſee 
Senates degen'rate, patriots diſagree, 


And nobly wiſhing party-rage to ceaſe, 


To buy both ſides, and give thy country peace. 
” All this is madneſs,” cries a ſober ſage: 

But who, my friend, has reaſon in his rage ? 

The ruling paſſion, be it what it will, 


DIDACTIC;, DESCRIPTIVE; Ke. 


| More 


1 


259 
Leſs mad the wildeſt whimſy we can frame, | 
Than even that paſſion, if it has no aim; 
For though ſuch motives folly you may call, 
The folly 's greater to have none at all 
Hear then the truth: *Tis heaven each paſſion 
| « ſends, | 
„And diff rent men directs to diff rent ends. 
Extremes in nature equal good produce 3 
Extremes in man concur to gen ral uſe,” 
Aſk we what makes one keep, and one beſtow ? 
That Pow'r who bids the ocean ebb and flow, 
Bids ſeed- time, harveſt, equal courſe maintain, 
Thro' reconcil'd extremes of drought and rain; 
Builds life on death, on change duration founds, 
And gives th' eternal wheels to Know their rounds. 
Riches, like inſects, when conceal'd they lie, 
Wait but for wings, and in their ſeaſon fly. 
Who ſees pale Mammon pine amidſt his ſtore, 
Sees but a backward ſteward for the poor: 
This year a reſervoir, to keep and ſpare ; 
The next, a fountain, ſpouting thro” his heir, 
In laviſh ſtreams to quench a country's thirſt ; 
And men and dogs ſhall drink him rill they burſt. 
Old Cotta ſham'd his fortune and his birth, 
Vet was not Cotta void of wit or worth: 
What tho' (the uſe of barb'rous ſpits forgot) 
His kitchen vied in coolneſs with his grot ? 


| His court with nettles, moats with crefſes ſtor'd, 


With ſoups unbought and ſallads bleſt his board? 

If Cotta liv'd on pulſe, it was no more 

Than Bramins, Saints, and Sages did before; 

To cram the rich was prodigal expence ; 

And who would take the poor from Providence? 

Like ſome lone Chartreux ſtands the good old hall, 

Silence without, and faſts within the wall; 

No rafter'd roofs with dance and tabor ſound, 

No noontide bell invites the country round : 

Tenants with ſighs the ſmokeleſs tow'rs ſurvey, 

And turn th' unwilling ſteeds another way: 

Benighted wanderers, the foreſt o'er, 

Curſe the ſav'd candle, and unop'ning door; 

While the gaunt maſtiff, growling at the gate, 

Affrights the beggar, whom he longs to eat. 
Not ſo his ſon, he mark'd this overſight, 

And then miſtook reverſe of wrong for right. 

(For what to ſhun will no great knowledge need; 

But what to follow is a talk indeed.) 

Yet ſure; of qualities deſerving praiſe, 

o to ruin fortunes than to raiſe. 

What ſlaughter'd hecatombs, what floods of wine, 

Fill the capacious *ſquire, and deep divine 

Vet no mean motive this profuſion draws, 

His oxen periſh in his country's cauſe; 

'Tis George and Liberty that crowns the cup, 

And zeal for that great houſe which eats him up. 

The woods recede around the naked ſeat, 

The Sylvans groan—no matter—for the fleet: 

Next goes his wool—to clothe our valiant bands ; 

Laſt, for his country's love, he ſells his lands. 

To town he comes, completes the nation's hope, 

And heads the bold train-bands, and burns a 


8 
And ſhall not Britain now reward his toils, 
Britain, that pays her patriots with her ſpoils * 
8 2 8 
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In vain at court the bankrupt pleads his cauſe; 
His thanklefs country leaves him to her laws. 
The ſenſe to value riches, with the art 
T” cnjoy. them, and the virtue to unpart, 
Not meanly, nor ambitiouſly purſued, 
Not funk by floth, nor rais d by ſervitude; 
To balance fortune by a juſt expencc, 
oin with economy, magniſicence; | 
Vith ſplendour, charity ; with plenty, health! 
Oh tesck us, Bathurſt ! yet unſpoil'd by wealth! 
Thar ſecret rare, between th' extremes to move, 
Of mad good-narture, and of mean ſelf- love. 

B. To worth or want well weigh'd be bounty 
And eaſe or emulate the care of Heaven ; [given, 
(Whoſe meaſure full o'erflows on human race) 
Mend fortuneꝰs fault, and juſtify her grace. 
Wealth in the groſs is death, bur life diſſus d; 


As poiſon heals, in juſt proportion us'd : 


In heaps, like ambergris, a ſtink it lies; 
But well difpers'd is incenſe to the ſkies. 


P. Who ſtarves by nobles, or with nobles eats ? | 


T ke wretch that truſts them, and the rogue that 
cheats. 

Ts there a lord, who knows a cheerful noon 

Without a fiddler, flatt rer, or buffoon ? 

Whofe table wit or modeſt merit ſhare, 

Unelbow'd by a gameſter, pimp, or play'r ? 

Who copies yours, or Oxford's better part, 

To eaſe th oppreſt, and raiſe the finking heart? 

Where er he ſhines, oh fortune gild the ſcene, 

And anzels guard him in the golden mean ! 

There Engliſh bounty yet awhile may ſtand, 

And honour linger ere it leaves the land. 

But ail our praiſes why ſhould lords engroſs? 
Riſe, tFoneſt Muſe ! and fing the Man of Roſs: 
Pleas'd Vaga echoes thro' her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe reſounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's ſultry 

brow ? 


From the 4 rock who bade the waters flow > 


Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs columns toſt, 
Or in proud falls magnificently loſt, 
Bur clear and artleſs, pouring thro' the plain 
Health to the fick, and ſolace to the ſwain. 
Whoſe cauſeway parts the vale with ſhady rows ? 
Whoſe feats the weary traveller repoſe ? 
Who taught that heaven- directed ſpire to riſe ? 
„The Man of Roſs,” each liſping babe replies. 
Behold rhe market-place with poor o'erfpread ! 
The Man of Rofs divides the weekly bread : 
He feeds yon alms-houſe, neat, but void of ſtate, 
Vhere age and want fit ſmiling at the gate; 
Him portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphans blefs'd, 
The young who labour, and the old who reſt. 
Is any fick ? the Man of Roſs relieves, 
Preſcribes, attends, the med*cine mak cs, and gives. 
Is there 4 variance? enter but his door, 
Balk d are the courts, and conteſt is no more. 
Deſpairing quacks wir curſes fled the place, 
And vile zrtornevs, now an uſcleſs race. 

B. Thrice happy man enabled to purſue 
W hat ail fo with, but want the power to do! 
Ch (iy, what ſums that gen'rous hand ſupply ? 
What mines to fwell that boundleſs charity? 

9 
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P. Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear; 
This man poſſeſs'd—five hundred pounds a year. 


Bluſh, grandeur, bluſh ! proud courts, withdraw 


your blaze! 
Ye little ftars ! hide your diminiſh'd rays, 
B. And what ? no monument, inſcription, ſtone? 


His race, his form, his name almoſt unknown ? 


F. Who builds a church to God, and not to fame, 


Will never mark the marble with his name: 


Go, ſearch it there, where to be born and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the hiſtory; 
Enough, that virtue fill'd the ſpace between; 
Prov'd by the ends of being, to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thouſand lights attend 
The wretch, who living fav'd a candle's end; 
Should'ring God's altar a vile image ftands, 
Belies his features, nay extends his hands ; 
That hve-long wig which Gorgon's ſelf might 


Eternal buckle takes in Parian ftone. [own, _ 


Behold what bleflings wealth to life can lend ! 
And fee what comfort it affords our end. 

In the worſt inn's worſt room, with mart half hung, 
The Hoors of plaſter, and the walls of dung, 
On once a flock-bed, but repair'd with ſtraw, 
With tape- tied curtains, never meant to draw, 
The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tau dry yellow ſtrove with dirty red, 
Great Villers lies—alas! how chang'd from him 
That life of plcaſure, and that ſoul of whim ! 


| Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 


The bow'r of wanton Shrewſbury and love; 
Or juſt as gay, at council, in a ring 
Of mimic ſtateſmen, and their merry king. 
No wit to flatter, left of all his tore ! 
No fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 
There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And fame—this lord of uſeleſs thouſands ends. 
His grace's fate ſage Cutler could foreſee, 
And well (he thought) advis'd him, (Live like 
« me.” | 
As well his grace replied, © Like you, Sir John! 
That I can do, when all I have is gone.” 
Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe is worſe, 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe ? 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confeſs'd ; 
Are, and tell me, was thy death more bleſs'd ? 
Cutler ſaw tenants break, and houſes fall, 
For very want; he could not build a wall. 
His only daughter in a ſtranger's pow'r, 
For very want; he could not pay a dow'r. 
A few grev hairs his rev'rend temples crown'd, 
Twas very want that ſold them for two pound; 
What even denied a cordial at his end, 
Baniſh'd the doctor, and expell'd the friend? 
What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 
Yet numbers feel, the want of what he had ! 
Cutler and Brutus, dying, both exclaim, 
© Virtue! and wealth! what are ye but a name!“ 
Say, for ſuch worth are other worlds prepar'd ? 
Or are they both in this their own reward ? 
A knorty point! to which we now proceed. 
But you are tir” d—T Il tell a tale—B. Agreed. 
p. Where London's column, pointing at the 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies; 2 
| nere 
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And ſad Sir Balaam curſes God and dies. 
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There dwelt a citizen of ſober fame, 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name; 

Religious, punctual, frugal, and fo forth; 

His word would paſs for more than he was worth. 

One ſolid diſh his week-day mcal affords, 

And added pudding folemniz'd the Lord's: 

Conſtant at church and change; his gains were 
. ſure, X 


His givings rare, ſave farthings to the poor. 


The devil was piqu'd ſuch ſaintſhip to behold, 


And long'd to tempt him, like good Job of old: 


But Satan now is wiſer than of yore, | 

And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

Rous'd by the prince of air, the whirlwinds {weep 

The ſurge, and plunge his father in the deep ; 

Then full againſt his Corniſh lands they roar, 

And two rich ſhipwrecks bleſs the lucky ſhore. 
Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks ; 


He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes: 


„Live like yourſelf,” was ſoon my lady's word; 
And lo! two puddings ſmok'd upon the board. 
. Aſleep and naked as an Indian lay, 
An honeſt factor ſtole a gem away; 


He pledg'd it to the knight; the knight had wit, 


So kept the diamond, and the rogue was bit. 

Some ſcruple roſe, but thus he eas'd his thought: 

« I'll now give ſixpence where I gave a groat; 

« Where once I went to church, I Il now go 

40 twice, 

„And am ſo clear too of all other vice.“ | 
The tempter ſaw his time; the work he plied ; 

Stocks and ſubſcriptions pour on ev'ry fide, 


Till all the dæmon makes his full deſcent 


In one abundant ſhow'r of cent. per cent. 
Sinks deep within him, and poſſeſſes whole, 


Then dubs director, and ſecures his ſoul. 


Behold Sir Balaam, now a man of ſpirit, 
Aſcribes his gettings to his parts and merit; 
What late he call'd a blefling, now was wit, 
And God's good providence, a lucky hit, 


Things change their titles, as our manners turn : 


His compting-houſe employ'd the Sunday morn : 
Seldom at church (it was ſuch a buſy life) 
But duly ſent his family and wife. 
There (fo the devil ordain'd) one Chriſtmas-tide 
My good old lady catch'd a cold, and died. 

A nymph of quality admires our knight; 
He marries, bows at court, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull cits, and joins (to ke, the fair) 
The well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air : 
Firſt, for his ſon a gay commiſſion buys, 
Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies. 
His daughter flaunts a viſcount's tawdry wife; 
She bears a coronet and p—x for life. 
In Britain's ſenate he a ſeat obtains, 
And one more penſioner St. Stephen gains. 
My lady falls to play : ſo bad her chance, 
He muſt repair it; takes a bribe from France; 
The Houſe impeach him, Coningſby haraugues ; 
The Court forſake him, and Sir Balaam hangs; 
Wife, ſon, and daughter, Satan] are thy own, 
His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the crown : 
The devil and the king divide the prize, 
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To Richard Boyle, Earl of Burlington. 


'TIS ſtrange, the miſer ſhould his cares employ 
To gain thoſe riches he can ne'er enjoy: | 
Is it leſs ſtrange, the prodigal ſhouid waſte 

His wealth, to purchaſe what he ne'er can taſte ? 
Nor for himſelf he ſees, or hears, or eats ; 
Artiſts muſt chooſe his pictures, muſic, meats : 
He buys for Topham, drawings and defigns ; 
For Pembroke ſtatues, dirty gods, and coins; 
Rare monkiſh manuſcripts for Hearne alone ; 
And books for Mead, and butterflies for Sloane. 
Think we all theſe are for himſelf? No mere 
Than his fine wife, alas lor finer whore. 

For what has Virro painted, built. and planted 2 
Only to ſhew, how many taſtes he wanted. 
What brought Sir Viſto'sill-got wealth to waſte 2 
Some dæmon whiſper'd, “ Viſto! have a taſte.” 
Heaven viſits with a taſte the wealthy fool, 

And needs no rod but Ripley with a rule. 

Sce | ſportive fate, to puniſh awkward pride, 
Bids Bubo build, and ſends him ſuch a guide: 
A ſtanding ſermon, at each year's expence, 
That never coxcomb reach'd magnificence ! 

You ſhow us Rome was glorious, not profuſe, 
And pompous buildings once were thiogs of uſe. 
Yet ſhall (my Lord) your juſt, your noble rules 
Fill balf the land with imitating fools ; 

Who random drawings from your ſheets ſhall take, 
And of one beauty many blunders make; 

Load ſome vain church with old theatric ſtate ; 
Turn arcs of triumph to a garden-gatez; _ 
Reverſe your ornaments, and hang them all 

On ſome patch'd dog-hole ck'd with ends of wall ; 
Then clap four ſlices of pilaſter on t, : 
That, lac'4 with bits of ruſtic, makes a front: 
Shall call the winds thro' long arcades to roar, 
Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door; 
Conſcious they act a true Palladian part, 

And if they ſtarve, they ſtarve by rules of art. 

Oft have you hinted to your brother peer, 

A certain truth, which many buy too dear: 
Something there is more needful than expence, 
And ſomething previous ev'n to taſte—'tis ſenſe : 
Good ſenſe, which only is the gift of Heaven, 
And, tho' no ſcience, hirly worth the ſeven : 
A light, which in yourſelf you muſt perceive ; 
Jones and Le Notre have it not to give. 

To build, to plant, whatever you intend, 
To rear the column, or the arch to bend, 

To ſwell the terras, or to fink the grot ; 

In all, let nature never be forgot; 

But treat the goddets like a modeſt fair, 

Nor over- dreſs, nor leave her wholly bare; 

Let not each beauty ev'ry where be ſpicd, 

Where half the {kill is decently to hide. 

He gains all points who pleaſingly confounds, 

Surpriſes, varies, and conceals the bounds. . 
Conſult the genius of the place in all; 


That tells the waters or to riſe or fall; 


Or helps th' ambitians hill the heavens to ſcale,” 


| or in circluig theatres the vale; 
2 


{ 


Calls 
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Calls in the country, catches op'ning glades, 
Joins willing woods, and yaries thades from ſhades; 
Now breaks, or now directs, th' intending lines; 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, deſigns. 

Still follow ſenſe, of ev'ry art the foul, 

Parts anſwering parts ſhall flide into a whole; 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance, 

Start ev'n from difficulty, ſtrike from chance; 
Nature ſhall join you; time ſhall make it grow 
A work to wonder at—perhaps a Stow. 

Withour it, proud Verſailles ! tliy glory falls ; 
And Nero's terraces deſert their walls: 

The vaſt parterres a thouſand hands thall make, 
Lo! Cobham comes, and floats them with a lake: 
Or cut wide views thro' mountains to the plain, 
You Il wiſh your hill or ſhelter d ſeat again. 
Ex'n in an ornament its place remark, 

Nor in an hermitage fer Dr. Clarke. 

Behold Villario's ten years toil complete; 

His Quincunx darkens, his Eſpaliers meet; 
The wood ſupports the plain, tlie parts unite, 
And firength of ſhade contends with ftrength of 
A waving glow the bloomy beds diſplay, { light; 
—— in bright diverſities of day, 

With fiiver-quiv ring rills meander d o' er . 
Enjoy them, you ! Villario can no more; 

Tad of the ſcene parterres and fountaius yield, 
He finds at laſt he better likes a field. 

Thro' his young woods how pleas'd Sabinus 
Or ſate delighted in the thick ning ſhade, | ftray'd, 
With annual joy the redd'ning ſhoots to greet, 
Or fee the ſtretching branches long to meet ! 

His ſon's fine taſte an op'ner viſta loves, 

Foe to the dryads of his father's groves ; 

One boundleſs green, or flouriſh'd carpet views, 
With all the mournful family of yews ; 

The thriving plants, ignoble broomſticks made, 
Now ſweep thoſe alleys they were born to ſhade. 

At Timon's villa let us paſs a day, [away !” 
Where all cry out, What ſums are thrown 
So proud, ſo grand; of that ſtupendous air, 
Soft and agreeable come never there. | 
Greatneſs, with Timon, dwells in ſuch a draugh 
As brings all Brobdignag before your thought. 
To compaſs this, his building is a town, 

His pond an ocean, his parterre a down : 
Who but muſt laugh, the maſter when he ſees, 
A puny inſet, ſhiv ring at a breeze | 
Lo, what huge heaps of littleneſs around 
The whole, a labour'd quarry above ground, 
Two Cupids ſquirt before: a lake behind 
Improves the keenneſs of the northern wind. 
His gardens next your admiration call; 
On ey ry fide you look, behold the wall! 
o pleafing intricacies intervene, 
No artful wildneſs to perplex the ſcene ; 
Grove nods at e, each alley has a brother, 
And half the platform juſt reflects the other. 
The ſuff ring eye inverted nature ſecs, 
Trees cut-to ſtatues, ſtatues thick as trees ; 
With here a fountain, never to be play d; 
And there a ſummer-houſe, that knows no ſhade ; 
Here Amphitrite fails thro' myrtle bow'rs; 
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Unwater'd ſee the drooping ſea-horſe mourn, 
And ſwallows rooſt in Nilus' duſty urn. 

My lord advances with majeſtic mien, 

Smit with the mighty plealure to be ſeen : 

But ſoft by regular approach not yet— 

Firſt thro' the length of yon hot terrace ſweat; 
And when up ten ſteep ſlopes you've dragg'd your 
Juſt at his ſtudy- door he Il bleſs your eyes.[ thighs, 
His ftudy ! with what authors is it tor'd ? 

In books, not authors, curious is my lord ; 

To all their dated backs he turns you round, 
Theſe Aldus printed, thoſe Du Sueil has bound, 
Lo, ſome are vellum, and the reſt as guod - 
For all his lordſhip knows, but they are wood. 
For Locke or Milton tis in vain to look; 

Theſe ſhelves admit not any modern book. 

And now the chapel's filver bell you hear, 


That ſummons you to all the pride of pray'r: 


Light quirks of muſe, broken and uneven, 


Make the ſoul dance upon a jig to heaven. 


On painted ceilings you devoutly ſtare, 

Where ſprawl the ſaints of Verrio or Laguerre, 
Or gilded clouds in fair expanſion lie, 

And bring all Paradiſe before your eye, 

To reft, the cuſhion and ſoft dean invite, 
Who never mentions hell to ears polite. 

But hark! the chiming clocks to dinner call; 
A hundred footſteps ſcrape the marble hall : 
The rich buffet well colour'd ſerpents grace, 
And gaping Tritons ſpew to waſh your face. 

Is this a dinner? this a genial room ? 

No, tis a temple, and a hecatomb ; 

A ſolemn ſacrifice, perform'd in ſtate; 

You drink by ms and to minutes eat. 

So quick retires each flying courſe, you d ſwear 
Sancho's dread doctor and his wand were there. 
Between each act the trembling (alvers ring, 
From ſoup to ſweet-wine, and God bleſs the king. 
In plenty ſtarving, tantaliz d in ſtate, | 
And complaiſamly help'd to all I hate, 
Treated, careſs'd, and tir d, I take my leave, 
Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve 

I curſe ſuch lavith coſt, and little ſxill, 

And ſwear no day was ever paſs'd ſo ill! 

Yet hence the poor are cloth'd, the hungry fed ; 
Health to himſelf, and to his infants bread 
The lab'rer bears: what his hard heart denies, 
His charitable vanity ſupplies. | | 

Another age ſhall ſee the golden ear 
. Imbrown the ſlope, and nod on the parterre, 
* harveſt bury all his pride has plann d, 
And laughing Ceres reaſſume the land. 

Who then ſhall grace, or who improve the ſoil? 


Tis uſe alone that ſanctifies expence, Boyle. 

And ſplendour borrows all her rays from ſenſe. 
His father's acres who enjoys in peace, 

Or makes his neighbours glad, if he increaſe ; 

Whoſe cheerful tenants bleſs their yearly toil, 

Yet to their lord owe more than to the foil; 

Whoſe ample lawns are not aſham'd to feed 

The milky heifer and deſerving fieed; 

W hoſe riſing foreſts, not for pride or ſhow, 


There gladiators fight, or dig in flow rs; 


* 
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Let his plantations ſtretch from down to down, | And Curio, reſtleſs by the fair one's fide, 


Firſt ſhade a country, and then raiſe a town. Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 
You too proceed | make falling arts your care, | Theirs is the vanity, the learning thine: _ 

Erect new wonders, and the old repair; | Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories ſhinsg 
Jenes and Palladio to themſelves reſtore, Her gods and godlike heroes rife to view, 

And be whate'er Vitruvius was before : And all her faded garments bloom a-new. 

Till kings call forth th' ideas of your mind Nor bluſh, theſe ſtudies thy regard engage; 
(Proud to accompliſh what ſuch hands deſign'd), | Theſe pleas'd the fathers of poetie =_ : 5 
Bid harbours open, public ways extend; The verſe and ſculpture bore an equal part, 

Bid temples, worthier of the god, aſcend; And art reflected images to art. ; 

Bid the broad arch the dang'rous flood contain, Oh when ſhall Britain, conſcious of her claim, 
The mole projected break the roaring main; Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame? 
Back to his bounds their ſub ect fea command, | In living medals fee her wars enroll d, 

And roll obedient rivers thro' the land; And vanquith'd realms ſupply recording gold? 
Theſe honours, peace to happy Britain brings; | Here, rifing bold, the patriot's honeſt face; 
Theſe are imperial works, and worthy kings. There, warriors frowning in hiſtoric braſs ; 


Then future ages with delight thall ſee 
3 : How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree; 
$13. Epiflle to Mr. Addiſon, occaſioned by bis Or in fair ſeries laurell'd bards be Parts 


Dialogues on Medat!s, : Porr. A . there, and here an Addiſonn ; 

QEE the wild waſte of all-devouring years ! Then thallthy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 
How Rome her own ſad ſepulchre appears, On the caſt ore, another P ollio, ſhine; 

With nodding arches, broken temples ſpread ! | With aſpect open thall erect his head, 


The very tombs now vaniſh'd like their dead And round the orb in laſting notes be read, 5 
— wonders rais'd on nations ſpoil'd, * Stateſman, yet friend to truth of ſoul ſincere, 
Where, mix'd with ſlaves, the groaning martyr In action faithful, and in honour clear; | 
toil'd: 5 VM ho broke no promiſe, ſerv'd no private end, 
Huge theatres, that now unpeopled woods, Who gain d no title, and who loſt no friend; 


Now drain'd a diſtant country of her floods : + Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd, = 
Fanes, which admiring gods with pride ſurvey, | And prais d, unenvied, by the Muſe he low d.“ 
Statues of men ſcarce leſs alive than they — 
Some felt the ſilent ſtroke of mould' ring age, ; Arbuthmot. bes Prologue 
Some hoſtile fury, ſome religious rage. e * a 

Barbarian blindneſs. Chriſtian zeal conſpire, "4b 


/ 
And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. P. QHUT, ſhut the door, good John ! fatigu'd I 
Perhaps, by its own ruin ſav'd from flame, ſaid, 
Some buried marble half preſerves a name ; | we up the knocker ; ſay I'm fick, I 'm dead. 
That name the learn'd with fierce diſputes purſue, The Dog-ſtar rages ! nay tis paſt a doubt, 


And give to Titus old Veſpaſian's due. All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus is let out: 

Ambition ſigh'd: ſhe found it vain to truſt | Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 
The faithleſs column and the crumbling buſt : | They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 
Huge moles, whoſe ſhadow ftretch'd from ſhore What walls can guard me, or what ſhades 


to ſhore, can hide? * [glide ; 
Their ruins periſh'd, and their place no more! | They pierce my thickets, thro" = grot they 
Convinc'd, ſhe now contracts her vaſt deſign, | By land, by water, they renew the charge; 
And all her triumphs ſhrink into a coin. They ſtop the chariot, and they board the barge, 
A narrow orb each crowded conqueſt keeps; | No place is ſacred, not the Church is free, 8 
Beneath her palm here ſad Judea weeps. Ev'n Sunday ſhines no Sabbath-day to me: 
Now ſcantier limits the proud arch confine, Then from the Mint walks forth the man of 
And ſcarce are ſeen the proſtrate Nile or Rhine; Happy! to catch me juſt at Dinner time. [rhyme, 
A ſmall Euphrates thro” the piece is roll'd, Is there a Parſon, much bemus'd in beer, 
And little eagles wave rheir wings in gold. A maudlin Poeteſs, a rhyming Peer, 
The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame, A Clerk, foredoom'd his father's ſoul to croſs, 
Thro' climes and ages bears each form and name; Who pens a Stanza when he ſhould engroſs? | 
In one ſhort view ſubjected o our eye, Ils there, who, lock'd from ink and paper, ſcrawls 
Gods, emp'rors, heroes, ſages, beauties, lie. With deſp'rate charcoal round his darken'd walls? 
With ſharpen'd fight pale antiquaries pore, All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble ſtrain | 
Th' inſcription value, but the ruſt adore. Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain, 
This the blue varniſh, that the green endears, | Arthur, whoſe giddy ſon negleCts the laws, 
The ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years! | Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cauſe: 
To gain peſcennius one employs his ſchemes ; Poor Cornus ſees his frantic wife elope ; : 
One graſps a Cecrops in ecſtatic dreams. And curſes Wit, and Poetry, and Pope. [ long, 


Poor Vadius, long with learned ſpleen deyour'd, | Friend to my Life! (which did not you pro- 
Lan taſte no pleaſure ſince his ſhield was ſeour'd : IP world had wanted many an idle ſong) « 
| 4 What 


264 | 
What Drop or Noffrzm can this plague remove? | 
Or which muſt end me, a Fool's wrath or love ? 
A dire dilemma ! either way I'm ſped ; 
If faces, they write; if friends, they read me dead. 
Seiz d and tied down to judge, how wretched I! 
M bo can t be filent, and who will not lye: 
To laugh, were want of goodneſs and of grace; 
And to be grave, exceeds all pow'r of face: 
I fit with fad civility, I read 
With honeſt anguiſh, and an aching tad ; 
And drop at laſt, but in unwilling ears, 
This faving counſel, « Keep your piece nine years.” 
Nine years! cries he, who high in Drury-lane, 
Luld by ſoft Ze#yrs thro' the broken pare, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term 
Oblig'd by hunger, and requeſt of friends: [ ends, 
The piece, you think, is incorrect? why take it; 
Im all ſubmiſſion; what you d have it, make it. 
Three things another's modeſt wiſhes bound, 
My Friendſhip, and a Prologue, and Ten Pound. 
Pitholcon ſends to me: You know his Grace: 
© I want a Patron; aſk him for a Place.” | 
Pitholeon libell'd me but here 's a letter ter. 
. © Informs you, Sir, 'twas when he knew no bet- 
© Dare you refuſe him? Curl invites to dine; 
© He Il write a Journal, or he il turn Divine.” 
Bieſs me ! a packet.—* Tis a _ ſues, 
© A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Muſe.” 
If I diſlike it, Furies, death and rage!“ 
If T approve, « Commend it to the Stage. ends, 
There (thank my ſtars!) my whole commilſion 
The players and 1 are, luckily, no friends. 
Fir'd that the houſe reject him, Sdeath, II 
© print it, 0 | [ Lintor.” 
And ſhame the fools—Your int'reſt, Sir, with 
Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 
Nat, Sir, if you reviſe it, and retouch.” 
All my demurs but double his attacks; | 
At laſt he whiſpers, * Do; and we go ſnacks.” 
Glad of a quarrel, ſtraight I clap the door ; 
Sir; jet me ſee your works and you no more. 
Tis ſung, when Midas Ears began to ſpring 
(Midas, a ſacred perſon and a King), | 
His very Miniſter who ſpied them firſt 
(Some tay his Queen) was forc'd to ſpeak, or burſt. 
And is not mine, my friend, a ſorer caſe, 
When ev ry coxcomb perks them in my face? 
A. Good friend, forbear ! you deal in dang'rous 
y things, 
Id never name Queens, Miniſters, or Kings; 
EK cep cloſe to Ears, and thoſe let Aſſes prick, 
*Tisnothing—P. Nothing, if they bite and kick ? 
Out wich it, Dunciad ! let the ſecret pals, - 
That ſecret to each fool, that he s an Af: [lie?) 
The truth once told (and wherefore ſhould we 
The Quten of Midas ſlept, and fo may J. 
You think this cruel take it for a rule, 
No creature ſmarts ſo little as a fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus, round thee break, 
Thou unconcern d canſt hear the mighty crack: 
Pit, box, and gall'ry in convulſions burl'd, 
Thou ſtand'ſt unſhook amidi a burfting world, 
Who ſhames a Scribbler? break one cobweh thro?, 
He ſpins the flight, feif-pleatirg thread ans ! 
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Deſtroy his fib or ſophiſtry in vain, 
The creature 's at his dirty work again, 
Thron'd on the centre of his thin deſigns, 
Proud of a vaſt extent of flimſy lines! 

W hom have I hurt? has Poct yet, or Peer, 
Loſt the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnaſſian fſneer ? 
And has not Colley ſtill his lord, and whore? 
His butchers Henly, his free-maſons Moor ? 
Does not one table Bavius ſtill admit? 


Still to one Biſhop Philips ſeem a wit? 


Still Sappho—A, Hold, for God's ſake—you Il 
oftend, | 

No names—be calm—learn prudence of a friend: 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall; Call. 

But foes like theſe—P. One Flatt'rer's worſe than 

Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 

It is the ſlaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent: 

Alas ! 'tis ten times worſe when they repent. 
One dedicates in high heroic proſe, 

And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : 

One from all Grub-ſtreet will my fame defend, 

And, more abufive, calls himſelf my friend. 

This prints my Letters, that expects a bribe, 

And others roar aloud, * Subſcribe, ſubſcribe !” 
There are, who to my perſon pay their court, 

I cough like Horace, and, tho' Jean, am ſhort. 

Ammon's great fon one ſhoulder had too high ; 


Such Ovid's noſe ; and, Sir! you have an Eye 


Go on, obliging creatures, make me ſee 

All that diſgrac'd my Betters met in me. 
Say for my comfort, languiſhing in bed, 

« Juſt ſo immortal Mars held his head; 
And when I die, be ſure you let me know 
Great Homer died three thouſand years ago. 

Why did I write ? what fin to me unknown 
p'd me in ink, my parent's, or my own ? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

[ lifp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 
left no calling for this idle trade, 
No duty broke, no father diſobey'd: [Wife, 
The Muſe but ſerv'd to caſe ſome Friend, not 
To help me thro' this long diſeaſe, my Life; 
To ſecond, Arbuthnot! thy Art and Care, 

And teach the Being you preſerv'd to beer. 

But why then publiſh ? Granville the polite, 
And knowing #alfb, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natur'd Garth inflam'd with early praiſe, 
And Congreve lov'd, and Stif? endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Shefrield read ; 

Ev'n mitred Rac hier would nod the head; 
And &. Jabus ſelf (great Dryden's friends be- 
With open arms receiv'd one Poet more. | fore) 
Happy my ſtudies, when by theſe approv'd ! 
Happier their Author when by theſe belov'd ! 
From theſe the world will judge of men and 
books, . x 
Not from the Burneis, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 
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Yet then did Dennrs rave in furious fret; |. 


] never anſwer'd, I was not in debt. | 
If want provok'd, or madneſs made them print, 
] wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

Did ſome more ſober Critic come abroad; 

If wrong, I ſmil'd ; if right, I kiſs'd the rod. 
Pains, reading, ſtudy, are their juſt pretence; 
And all they want is ſpirit, taſte, and ſenſe. 
Commas and points they ſet exactly right; 

And 'twere a ſin to rob them of their mite. 

Vet ne! er one ſprig of laurel grac'd theſe ribalds, 
From flaſhing Bentley down to piddling Trbalds : 
Each wight whoreads not, and but ſcans and ſpells, 
Each Word-catcher, that lives on ſyllables, | 
Ev'n ſuch ſmall Critics ſome regard may claim, 
| Preſerv'd in Milton's or in Shakeſpeare's name. 
Pretty ! in Amber to obſerve the forms 

Of hairs, or ſtraws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms 
The things we know are neither rich nor rare, 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 

Were others angry: I excus'd them too; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find ; 

But each man's ſecret ſtandard in his mind, 
That caſting-weight pride adds to emptineſs, 
This who can gratify ? for who can gueſs ? 
The Bard whom pilfer'd Paſtorals renown, 
Who turns a Perſian tale for half a crown, 
Juſt writes to make his barrenneſs appear, 
And ſtrains, from hard-bound brains, eight lines 
| a year; 
He, who ill wanting, tho' he lives on theft, 
Steals much, ſpends E yet has nothing left: 
And He, who now to ſenſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning; 
And He, whoſe fuſtian_'s fo ſublimely bad, 
It is not poetry, but proſe run mad : 
All theſe, my modeſt Satire bade iran/late, 
And ewn'd that nine ſuch Poets made a Tae. 
How did they fume, and ſtamp, and roar and 
And ſwear, not Addiſon himſelf was ſafe. [chafe ! 
Peace to all ſuch! but were there one whoſe 
fires 5 
True Genius kindles, and fair Fame inſpires; 
Bleſt with each talent and each art to pleaſe, 
And born to write, converſe, and live with caſe : 
Should ſuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
View him with ſcornfvl, yet with jealous eyes, 
And hate for arts that caus'd himſelf to riſe ; 
Damn with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 
And, without ſneering, teach the reſt to ſneer; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ſtrike, 
Juſt hint a fault, and heſitate diſlike ; 
Alike reſerv'd to blame, or to commend, 
A tim'rous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend ; 
Dreading ev'n Fools, by Flatterers beſieg'd, 
And fo ovliging, that he ne'er oblig d; 
Like Cato, give his little Senate laws, 
Aud fit attentive to his own applauſe ; 
While Wits and Templars ev'ry ſentence raiſe, 
And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe 
Who but muſt laugh, if ſuch a man there be? 


| Nor know if Denms 
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What tho' my name ſtood rubric on the walls, © - 
Or plaſter'd poſts, with claps, in capitals 3 

Or ſmoking forth, a hundred hawkers load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 


| ſought no hemage from the race that write: 
J kept, like Aan monarchs, from their fight : 
Poems I heeded (now berhym'd fo long) | 
No more than thou, great George! a birthday ſong. 
neter with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 
To ſpread about the itch of verſe and praiſe; 
Nor, like a puppy, dangled thro' the town, - 
To fetch and carry fing-ſong up and down ; 
Nor at rehearſals {Im and mouth'd, and cried, 
With handkerchief and orange at my fide ; 
But fick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 
To Brufo left the whole Caſlalian ſtate. 

Proud, as Apollo on his forked hill, 5 
Sat full-blown Bufo, puff d by ev'ry quill ; 
Fed with ſoft dedication all day \ 


Horace and he went hand and hand in ſong. 


His library (where buſts of dead 

And a true Pindar ſtood without a head) 
Receiv'd of wits an undiſtinguiſh d race, 

Who firſt his judgment aſk'd, and then a place: 
Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his ſcar, 


| And flatter'd ev'ry day, and ſome days eat: 
| Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 


He paid ſome bards with port, and ſome with praiſe; 
To ſome a dry rehearſal was aflign'd ; 0 
And others (harder ſtill) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder I) came not nighz 
Dryden alone eſcap'd this judging eye: 
But till the great have kindneſs in reſerve; 
He help'd to bury whom he help'd to ſtarve. | 
May ſome choice patron bleſs each gooſe 
May ev'ry Bavius have his Bus fill Illi. | 
So when a ſtateſman wants a day's defence, | 
Or envy holds a whole week's war with ſenſe : 
Or ſimple pride for flatt'ry makes demands, 
May dunce by dunce be whiſtled off my hands ! 
Bleſt be the great for thoſe they take away, 
And thoſe they left me, for they left me Gay; 
Left me to ſee neglected Genius bloom, 
Negle&ted die, and tell it on his tomb: 


Of all thy blameleſs life the fole return, 
My Verſe aud Queenſb'ry weeping o'er thy urn. 


Oh let me live my own, and die ſo 

(To live and die is all I have to do): 

Maintain a Poet's dignity and eaſe, - f 

And ſee what friends, and read what books Ipleaſe: 

Above a patron, tho* I condeſcend 

Sometimes to call a miniſter my friend. 

was not born for courts or great affairs: 

I pay my debts, believe, and fay my rs 3 

Can fleep without a poem in my head. 
ew or dead. 


Why am I aſk'd what next ſhall ſee the light? 
Heavens! was I born for nothing but to write? 
Has life no joys for me ? or (to be grave 
Have I no friend to ſerve, no ſoul to ſave? ¶ doubt 
found him cloſe with Sri: Indeed? no 
Cries prating Ballus) ſomething will come ont. 
Tis all in vain, deny it as I will ; | 


too - 


* 


Who would not weep, if Atticus were he? 


No, ſuch a Genius ne ver can he ſtill; 
| And 
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And then for mine obligingly miſtakes 

The firſt lampoon Sir i or Bube makes. 
Poor guiltleſs I ! and can I chooſe but ſmile, 
When ev'ry coxcomb knows me by my /fy!- ? 

Curſt be the verſe, how well ſoe ler it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 
Give virtue ſcandal, innocence a fear, 

Or from the ſoft- eyed virgin ſteal a tear 

But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, 

Inſults fallen worth, or beauty in diftreſs ; | 

Who loves a lie, lame ſlander helps about, 

Who writes a libel, or who copies out; 

That fop whoſe pride affects a patron's name, 

32 abſent wounds an author's honeſt fame; 
ho can merit c. rove, 

And ſkew the ſuf 5 we: the love; 

Who has the vanity to call you Friend, 

Yet wants the honour injur'd to defend; 

Who tells whate'er you think, whate'er you ſay, 

And, if he lie not, muſt at leaſt betray : 

Who to the dear and Aver bell can ſwear, 

And ſees at Cannons what was never there; 

Who reads but with a luſt to mifapply, 

Make fatire a lampoon, and fiction lie 

A laſh like mine no honeſt man ſhall dread, 

But all ſuch babbling block heads in his ſtead. 
Let mo tremble. 4. What! that thing of 

? 

Sporzs, that mere white curd of afs's milk 

Satire or ſenſe, alas! can Sporus feel) 

_ Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel ? 

P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 
This — child of dirt, that ſtinks and ſtings; 
Whoſe buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 
| Yer wit ne'er taſtes, and beauty ne'er enjoys: 
So well-bred ſpaniels civilly delight 
In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal ſmiles his emptineſs betray, | 
As ſhallow fireams run dimpling all the way. 
2 florid * he ſpeaks, 8 
| as the prompter breathes, the pu ſqueaks; 
Or at the ear of . familiar = uM 2 
Half froth, half venom, ſpits bimſclf abroad, 

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 
Or ſpite, or ſmut, pr rhymes or blaſphemies. 


Now high, now low, now maſter up, now miſs, 
And he himſelf one vile antitheſis. 
Amphibious thing! that acting either part, 
The trifling head, or the corrupted hearr ; 
Fop at the toilet, flatt'rer at the board, 
Now trips a lady, and now ſtruts a lord. 
Eve's tempter thus the rabbins have expreſs'd; 
A cherub's face, a reptile all the reſt. 
Beauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, 
Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the duſt. 
Not Fortune's worſhipper, nor Faſhion's fool, 
Not Lucre's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 
Not proud, nor ſervile; be one Poct's praiſe, 
That, if he pless'd, he pleas d by madly ways: 
That flatt ry ev'n to Kings he held a ſhame, 
And thought a lie in verſe or proſe the ſarue: 
That not in Fancy's maze he wander'd long, 
But ftoop'd to Truth, aud moraliz d his fongj : 


His wit all ſee - ſaw, between that and 4bis; ; 
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That not for Fame, but Virtue's better end, 
He ſtood the furious foe, the timid friend, 
The damning critic, half-approving wit, 
The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 
Laugh'd at the loſs of friends he never had, 


The diſtant threats of vengeance on his head, 
The blow unfelt, the tear he never ſhed ; 
The tale reviv'd, the lie fo oft o'erthrown, 
Th' imputed traſh and dulneſs not his own; 


| The morals blacken'd when the writings 'ſcape, 


The libell'd perſon, and the pictur'd ſhape ; 
Abuſe on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, ſpread ; 
A friend in exile, or a father dead; 

The whiſper that, to greatneſs til] too near, 
Perhaps yet vibrates on his Sov'reign's ear 
Welcome for thee, fair Yirtze / all the paſt ; 
For thee, fair Virtue ! welcome even the /aft / 


A. But why inſult the poor, affront the great? 


P. A knave s a knave to me in ev'ry ſtate ; 
Alike my fcorn if he fucceed or fail, | 
Sporus at court, or Japbet in a jail, 
A hireling ſcribbler, or a hireling peer, 
Knight of the poſt corrupt, or of the thire ; 
If on a Pillory, or near a Throne, 
He gain his Prince's ear, or loſe his own. 

et ſoft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 
This dreaded Sat'riſt Dennis will confeſs 
Foe to his pride, but friend to his diftreſs : 
So humble, he has knock'd at Tibald's door, 
Has drunk with Cihher, nay has rhym d for 

Moor. h 

Full ten years flander'd, did he once reply? 
Three thouſand ſuns went down on Helſicd's lie: 
To pleaſe a Miſtreſs, one aſpers d his life ; 
He laſh'd him not, but let her be his wife: 
Let Budgel charge low Grubftreet on his quill, 
And write whate'er he pleas'd, except his Will; 
Let the two Curls of Town and Court abuſe 
His father, mother, body, foul, and muſe. 


Vet why ? that Father held it for a rule, 


It was a fin to call our neighbour Fool : 
Thar harmleſs Mother thought no wife a whore: 
Hear this, and ſpare his family, James Moor“ 
Unipotted names, and memorable long ! 
If there be force in Virtue or in Song. 

Of gentle blood (part ſhed in Honour's cauſe, 


While yet in Britain Honour had applauſe) 


Each parent ſprung.— A. M hat fortune, pray>— 
P. Their own ; | 

And better got than Beſia's from the throne. 

Born to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 

Nor marrying Diſcord in a noble wife ; 

Stranger to civil and religious rage, | 

The good man walk'd innoxious through his age: 

No Courts he ſaw, no Svits would ever try, 

Nor dai'd an Oath, nor hazarded a Lic. 

Unlearn'd, he knew no ſchoolman's ſubtle art; 

No language but the language of the heart. 

By Nature honeſt, by Experience wiſe, 

calthy by remp'rance, and by exerciſe ; 
His life, tho' long, to ſickneſs paſs d unknown, 


His death was inſtant, and without a groan. 
| | : | O grant 


The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad; 


3 4 
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Boox Il. DIDACTIC, DE 


O grant me thus to live, and thus to die! 
Who 2 from Kings thall know leſs joy 
than J. 8 
O Friend! may each domeſtic bliſs be thine 
Be no unpleaſing Melancholy mine: 
Me let the tender office long engage, 
To rock the cradle of repoſing Age; 
With lenient arts extend a Mother's breath, 
Make languor ſmile, and ſmooth the hed of death; 
Explore the thought, explain the aſking eye, 
And keep awhile one parent from the iky ! 
On cares like theſe, if length of days attend, 
May Heaven, to bleſs thoſe days, preſerve my friend, 
Preſerve him ſocial, cheerful; and ſerene, 
And juſt as rich as when he ſerv'd a Queen. 
A. Whether that bleſſing be denied or given, 
Thus far was right, the reſt belongs to Heaven. 


4 


{ 


5 20. Satires aud Epiſtles of Horace imitated. Pop E. 
SATIRE I, | 


i 


To Mr. Forteſcue, 


FP, TH ERE are (I ſcarce can think it, but am told) 
There are to whom my Satire ſeems too bold; 

Scarce to wiſe Peter complaiſant enough, 

And ſomething ſaid of Chartres much too rough. 

The lines are weak, another 's pleas'd to ſay; 

Lord Fanny ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. 

Tim'rous by nature, of the rich in awe, 

J come to counſel learned in the law : 

'You Ill give me, like a friend both ſage and free, 

Advice; and (as you uſe) without a fee. 

F. I 'd write no more, 

P. Not write ? but then I think ; 
And for my ſoul I cannot ſleep a wink. 
1 nod in company, I wake at night; 
Fools ruſh into my head, and fo I write. 

F. You could not do a worſe thing for your life. 
Why, if the nights ſeem tedious, take a wife : 
Or rather truly, if your point be reſt, - 

Lettuce and cowſlip wine—provatum ef. 
But talk with Celſus, Celſus will adviſe 
Hartſhorn, or ſomething that ſhall cloſe your eyes. 
Or, if you needs muſt write, write Cæſar's praiſe; 
You'll gain at leaſt a 4igb:ho0d, or the bays. 

P. What! like Sir Richard, rumbling, rough, 

and fierce, | the verſe, 
With arms, and George, and Brunſwick crowd 
Rend with tremendous ſound your ears aſunder, 
With. gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuſs, and 
thuAder ? 5 

Or nobly wild, with Budgel's fire and force, 
Paint angels trembling round his falling horſe ? 

F. Then all your Muſe's ſofter art diſplay, 
5. Carolina ſmooth the tuneful lay, 

,ull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And ſweetly flow thro all the royal line. 
P. Alas! few verſes touch their nicer ear; 
They ſcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year; 
And juſtly Czfar ſcorns the poet's lays ; 
It is to ry he truſts for praiſe. 

F. Better be Cibber, I II maintain it ſtill, 
Than ridicule all taſte, blaſpheme quagrille, | 


4 
4 


| 


Il love to pour out all my 


Or death's black wing already be d 


SCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Abuſe the city's beſt good men in metre, 8 
And laugh at peers that put their truſt in Peter. 
Ev'n thoſe you touch not, hate you. 


The fewer ſtill you name, you wound the more 3 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a ſcore. | 

P. Each mortal has his pleaſure: none 
Scarſdale his bottle, Darty his ham-pye z 
Ridotta fips and dances, till ſhe ſee — 
The doubling luſtres dance as faſt as ſhe; 
F— loves the ſenate, Hockleyhole his brother, 
Like in all elſe as one e to another. 

elf, as plain 
As downright Shippen, or as old Montaigne: 
In them, as certain to be lov'd as ſeen, 
The foul ſtood forth, nor kept a thought 
within : | 

In me what ſpots (for ſpots I have) appears 
Will prove of lea the 2 muſt be clear. 
In this impartial glaſs my Muſe intends 


Fair to expoſe myſelf, my foes, my friends; 


Publiſts the preſent age; but where my tent 

Is vice too high, reſerve it for the next: 

My foes ſhall with my life a longer date, 

And ev'ry friend the leſs lament my fate. 

My head and heart thus flowing thro' my quill, 

Verſeman or Proſeman, term me which you will, 
iſt or Proteſtant, or both between, | 


Pa 
Like good Eraſmus, in an honeſt mean, 


In moderation placing all my glory, 
While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 
Satire 's my weapon, but I 'm too diſcreet 
To run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet; 
I only wear it in a land of hectors, $ 
Thieves, ſupercargoes, ſharpers, and directors. 
Save but our army! and let Jove incruſt | 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlaſting rut ! 
Peace is my dear delight—not Fleury's more: 
But touch me, and no miniſter ſo fore. 
Whoe'er offends, at ſome unlucky time 
Slides into verſe, and hitches in a rhyme; 
Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, | 
And the ſad burthen of ſome merry ſeng. 
Slander or poiſon dread from Delia's rage; 
Hard words, or hanging, if your judge be Page: 
From furious Sappho ſcarce a milder fate, 
P-x'd by her love, or libelPd by her hate. 
[ts proper pow'r to hurt, each creature feels; 
Bulls aim their horns, and aſſes lift their heels; 
Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; | 
And no man wonders he *s not ſtung by pug. 
So drink with Waters, or with Chartres eat; 
They Il never poiſon you, they Il only cheat. 
Then, learned Sir! (to cut the matter ſhort) 
Whate'er my fate, or well or ill at Court, | 
Whether old age, with faint but cheerful ray, 
Attends to gild the ev'ning of my 0 * 
ifplay'd, 
To wrap me in the univerſal ſhade; . | 
Whether the darken'd room to muſe invite, 
Or whiten'd wall provoke the ſkewer to write: 


| 


In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 


why Lee or Budgel, I will rhyme and print. 


| P. What ſhould ail them) 
F. A hundred ſmart in Timon and in Balaam. 
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F. Alas, young man ! your days can ne'er be 
i flow'r of age you periſh for a ſong! I long; 
Plums and directors, Shy lock and his wife, 
Will club their teſters now to take your life! 
F. What? arm d for virtue when | point the 


pen, 
Brand the bold front of ſhameleſs guilty men; 
Daſh the proud gameſter in his gilded car; 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a far ; 
Can there be wanting, to defend her cauſe, 
Lights of the church, or guardians of the laws ? 
Could penſion d Boileau laſh in honeſt firain 
Flatt'rers and bigots even in Louis' reign ? 
Could Laureate Dryden pimp and friar engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 
And I not ſtrip the gilding off a knave, 
Vaplac'd, unpenſion d, no man's heir or ſlave 2 
I will, or periſh in the gen'rous cauſe : | 
Hear this, and tremble ! you who ſcape the laws. 
Tes, while F live, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the world in credit to his grave. 

To virtue only and her friends a friend, 
The world beſide may murmur or commend. 
Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, 
Rolls o'er my grotto, and but ſooths my ſleep. 

ere, my retreat the beft companions grace, 

Chiefs out of war, and ftateſmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The feaſt of reaſon and the flow of ſou : 
And he, whoſe lightning pierc'd th Iberian lines, 
Now forms myquincunx, andnow ranks my vincs; 
Or tames the genius of the ſtubborn plain, 
Almoſt as quickly as K — 

Envy muſt own, I live among the great, 
No pimp of pleaſure, and no ſpy of ſtate ; 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats, 
Fond to ſpread friendſhips, but to cover heats ; 
To who want, to forward who excel; 
"This, all who know me, know; who love me, tell; 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or peers, alike are mob to me. 
This is my plea, on this I reſt my cauſc— 
What faich my counſel, learned in the laws ? 

F. Your plea is good; but ill I ſay, beware 
Laws are Explain'd by men —ſo have a care. 
Ir ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 
A man was hang d for very honeſt rhymes ! 
Conſult the ſtatute, gar. I think it is, 
Edward ſext. or prim. et quint. Elis. 
See Libels, Satires—here you have it—read. 

P. Labels and Satires ! law leſs e indeed 
But grave Ep1#les, bringing vice to light, 
er = might read, a biſhop write, 


Such as Sir Robert would approve— _ 
{ F. Indeed ? 
The caſe is alter d- then proceed; 


In ſuch a cauſe the — will be bifs'd, 
My lords the judges laugh, and you re diſmiſs'd. 


SATIAE II. | 
To Mr, Bethil. 


% and hog aha che view 20d the art 
To hat ow live with A chucrful heart, = 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS; 


Book IT, 


(A doctrine ſage, but truly none of mine), 

Let 's talk, my friends, but talk before we dine. 

Not when a gilt buffer's reflected pride 

Turns you from ſound philoſophy aſide; 

Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 

And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

| Hear BetheF's Sermon, one not vers d in ſchools, 

But ſtrong in ſenſe, and wiſe without the rules. 

Go work, hunt, exercife ! (he thus began) 

Then ſcorn a homely dinner if you can, 

Your wine lock d up, your butler ſtroll'd abroad, 

Or fiſh denied (the river yet unthaw'd), 3 

If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 

The plcaſure lies in you, and not the meat. 
Preach as I pleaſe, I doubt our curious men 

Will chooſe a pheaſant tilt before a hen; 

Yet hens of. Guinea full as good I hold, 

Except you cat the feathers green and gold. 

Of carps and mullets why prefer the great 

(Tho' cut in pieces ere my Lord can eat), 

Yet for ſmall turbots ſuch eſteem profeſs ? 

Becauſe God made theſe large, the other leſs. 

Oldfield, with more than harpy throat endued, 

Cries, “Send me, Gods l a whole hog barbecued!” 

Oh dlaſt it, ſouth winds, till a ſtench exhale 

Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit's tail! 

By what criterion do you eat, d' ye think, | 

If this is priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for ftink 2 

When the tir'd glutton labours thro' a treat, 

He finds no relith in the ſweeteſt meat ; 

He calls for ſomething bitter, ſomething ſour, 

And the rich feaſt concludes extremely poor: 

Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives ſtill we ſee 3 

Thus much is left of old Simplicity 

The Robin-red-breaſt till of late had reſt, 


| 


And children ſacred held a Martin's neſt, 


Till Becca-ficos fold fo dev'liſh dear 

To one that was, or would have been, a Peer. 
Let me extol a Cat on oyſters fed, 

LU have a party at the Bedford-head ; 


Or ev*n to crack live Crawfiſh recommend, 


Led never doubt at Court to make a friend. 
Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 
About one vice, and fall into the other: 
Between Exceſs and Famine lies a mean ; 
Plain, but not ſordid ; tho' not ſplendid, clean. 
Avidien, or his Wife (no matter which, 


For him you M call a dog, and her a bitch), : 


Sell their preſented partridges and fruits, 

And humbly hve on rabbits and on roots: 

One half- piut bottle ſerves them both to dine, 

And 1s at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on ſome lucky day (as when they found 

A loſt Bank bill, or heard their ſon was drown'd) 

At ſuch a feaſt, old vinegar to ſpare, 

Is what two fouls fo gen'rous cannot bear: 

Oil, though it ſtink, they drop by drop impart ; 

But fouſe the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 
He knows to live who keeps the middle itate, 

And neither lcans on this fide nor on that ; 

Nor ſtops for one bad cork his. butler's pay; 

Swcars, like Albutius, a good cook away; 

Nor lets, like Nevius, ev'ry error paſs; 


The muſty wine, foul cloth, or greaſy glaſs. 
i — „, 


Book If, DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, Ke. 


Now hear what bleflings Temperance can | 

bring: | | 
(Thus ſaid our friend, and what he faid I fing) 
Firſt Health: the ftomach (cramm'd from ev*ry 

diſh, | 

A tomb of boil'd and roaſt, and fleſh and fiſh. |} 
Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 
And all the man is one inteſtine war)- i 
Remembers oft the ſchool-boy's ſimple fare, 
The temp' rate fleeps, and ſpirits light as air. 

How pale each worſhipful and rev'rend gueſt 
Riſe from a Clergy or a City feaſt 
What life in all that ample body, fay ? 
What heavenly particle inſpires the clay ? 
The foul ſubſides, and wickedly inclines 

To ſeem but mortal, even in ſound Divines. 
On morning wings how active ſprings the mind 
That leaves the load of yeſterday behind ! 

How eaſy ev'ry labour it purſues ! 

How coming to the Poet ev'ry Muſe! 

Not but we may exceed ſome holy time, 

Or tir'd in ſearch of Truth, or ſearch of Rhyme ; 
Ill health ſome juſt indulgence may engage, 

And more, the ſickneſs of long life, Old Age; 
For fainting Age what cordial drop remains, 
If our intemp' rate Youth the veſſel drains ? 

Our fathers prais'd rank Ven ſon. You ſuppoſe, 
Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no noſe. - | 
Not & : a Buck was then a week's repaſt, 

And 'twas their point, I ween, to make it laſt; 

More pleas d to keep it till their friends could 
come, 

Than eat the ſweeteſt by themſelves at home. 

Why had not I in thoſe good times my birth, 

Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on earth ? 

Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear, 
That ſweeteſt muſic to an honeſt ear 
( For, 'faith, Lord Fanny ! you are in the wrong ; 
The world's good word is better than a ſong), 
Who has not learn'd, freſh ſturgeon and ham-pye 
Are no rewards fot want and infamy ? 

_ When luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, 
Curs'd by thy neighbours, thy truſtees, thyſelf ; 
To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 
Think how poſterity will treat thy name; 
And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
Thou haſt at leaſt beſtow'd one penny well. 
« Right,” cries his Lordſhip, © for a rogue in need 
« To have a taſte, is inſolence indeed: 
« In me tis noble, ſuits my birth and ſtate, 
« My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.” 
Then, like the Sun, let Bounty ſpread: her ray, 
And ſhine that ſuperfluity _ 
Oh Impudence of wealth! with all thy tore, 
How dar'ft thou let one worthy man be poor? 
Shall half the new - built churches round thee fall? 
Make Quays, build Bridges, or repair Whitehall: 
Or to thy Country let that heap be lent, 
As M—0's-was, but not at five per cent. 
Who thinks that fortune cannot change her 
- mind; | | | 
Prepares a dreadful jeſt for all mankind, 
And who ſtands fafeft ? tell me, is it he 
That ſpreads and {wells in puff d proſperity ; 


4» 


{| And always thinks the very thing 


Or, bleſt with little, whoſe preventing care 


In peace provides fit arms againſt a war? 
Thus Bethel ſpoke, who always ſpeaks his 


thought, | 
he ought z 
His equal mind I copy what I can, 
And as I love, would imitate, the man. 

In South-ſea days not happier, when. ſurmis'd 
The lord of thouſands, than if now excis'd; 
In foreſt planted by a father's hand, | 
Than in five acres now of rented land. 


Content with little, I can piddle here 


On brocoſi and mutton round the year; 


ut ancient friends (tho* poor, or out of play), 


That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 


[is true, no turbots dignify my boards; 
But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords. 


To Hounſlow heath I point, and Banſted-down; 


| Thence comes your mutton, and theſe chicks my 


Own: 


| From yon old walnut-tree a ſhow'r ſhall fall ; 


And grapes, long ling'rivg on my only-wall, 
And hgs from ſtandard and eſpalier join; 


| The devil is in you, if you cannot dine: place): 
Then cheerful healths (your miſtreſs 
And, what 's more rare, a poet ſhall ſay grace. 


have 


Fortune not much of humbling me can boaſt = 
Tho' double. tax'd, how little have I loft! 

My life's amuſements have been juſt the ſame 
Before and after ſtanding armies came. 

My lands are fold, my Scher“ houſe is gone: 
e hire another's; is not that my own, { gate 
And yours, my friends? thro' whoſe free op ning 
None comes too early, none departs too late ; 
For I who hold fage Homer's rule the beft, 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the going gueſts - 
Pray Heaven it laſt! (cries Swift) as you goon; 
„ with to God this houſe had been your o. 
« Pity ! to build, without a ſon or wife; 
«© Why, you Il enjoy it only all your life.? 
Well, if the uſe be mine, can it concern | 
Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon? 
What 's property ? dear Swift 1 you ſee it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; 


* 
— 


Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's ſhare 3 


Or, in a jointure, vaniſh from the heir 
Or in pure equity (the caſe not clear) 


— 


The Chancery takes your rents for year: 
At beſt, it falls to ſome ungracious ſon, oon. 
Who cries, father 's damn'd, and aſt s my 
Shades, that to > Sac could retreat afford, | 


Become the portion of a booby lord 


And Hemſley, once proud Buckingham's delight, 
Slides to a ſeriv'ner, or a city knight. | 
Let lands and houſes have what . will, 


Let us be fix d, and our own maſters ſtili. 
The Fig Epifile of the Pins Book of Harace. 
EPISTLE 1. 4 , 
To Lord Bolingbroke. | 
sr. JOHN, whoſe love indulg'd my labours paſt, 
| ſhafl bound mla f 


Matures m ſent, and . 
y pren Why 


20 : 

Why will you break the Sabbath of my days ? 

Now fick alike of envy and of praiſe. 

Public too long, ah let me hide my age! 

See, modeſt Cibber now has left the Stage; 

Our Gen'rals, now, retir'd to their eſtates, 

Hang their old Trophies o'er the Garden gates; 

In Life's cool ev'ning, ſatiate of applauſe, 

Nor fond of bleeding even in Bruniwick's cauſe, 
A voice there is, that whiſpers in my car, 

(Tis Reaſon's voice, which ſometimes one can hear) 


Friend Pope! be prudent; let your Muſe take 


* And never gallop Pegaſus to death; breath, 

< Leſt tiff and ſtately, veid of fire or force, 

« Yowlimp, like Blackmore, on a Lord Mayor's 
« horſe.” 


Farewel then, Verſe, and Love, and ev'ry toy, 
The rhymes and rattles of the man or boy; 
What right, what true, what fit we juſily call, 
Let this be all my care—for this is All : 

To lay this harveſt up, and hoard with haſte, 
What ev'ry day will want, and moſt, the laſt. 
But aſk not to what Doctors I apply z 
Sworn to no maſter, of no ſect am I: 

As drives the ſtorm, at any door I knock; 
And houſe with Montaigne now, or now wit 
Sometimes a Patriot, active in debate, f Locke. 
Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 
Free as young Lyttelton her cauſe purſue, 

 Swill true to Virtue, and as warm as true: 
Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St. Paul, 
Indulge my candour, and grow all to all; 
\Back to my native moderation ſlide, | 

And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

Long, as to him, who works for debt, the day, 
Long as the night to her whoſe Love 's away, 

as the year's dull circle ſeems to run 
-When the briſk Minor pants for twenty-one ; 
80 flow th' unprofitable moments roll, 
That lock up all the functions of my foul; 
That me from myſelf, and ſtill delay 
Life's inſtant buſineſs to a future dzy: + 
That taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, 
The eldeſt is a fool, the youngeſt wiſe : 
Which done, the pooreſt can no wants endure ; 
And, which not done, the richeſt muſt be poor. 
Late as it is, I put myſelf ro ſchool, 
And feel ſome comfort not to be a fool. . 
- Weak tho I am of limb, and ſhort of ſight, 
from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite; 
do what Mead and Cheſclden adviie, 
To keep theſe limbs, and to preſerve theſe eyes. 
Not to go back, is ſomewhat to advance ; 
And men muſt walk at leaſt before they dance. 

Say, docs thy blood rebel, thy boſom move 
With — Av'rice, or as wretched Love? 
Know, chere are words and ſpells which can control, 

Between the Fits, this Fever of the ſoul; 
Know, 1 rhymes, which, freſh and freſh 


Will rhe arrant'ſt PUPPY of his pride. 
Be furious, «envious, flothful, mad, or drunk, 


Slave to a wife, or vaſſal to a punk, 
. A Switz, a High Dutch, or a Low Dutch bear; 
All that Ve aſk is but a patient car. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS; 


Boox If; 


*Tis the firſt Virtue, Vices to abhor ; 
And the firſt Wiſdom, to be Fool no more. 
But to the world ne bugbear is fo great 
As want of figure, and a ſmall eſtate. 
To either India fee the Merchant fly, 
Scar'd at the ſpectre of pale Poverty 
See him, with pains of body, pangs of ſoul, 
Burn through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole! 
Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end, 
Nothing, to make Philoſophy thy friend? 
To ſtop thy fooliſh views, thy long deſires, 
And eaſe thy heart of all that it admires? _ 
Here Wiſdom calls: “Seek Virtue firſt, be bold! 
« As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold.“ 
There, London's voice? Get money, money ſtill! 
© And then let Virtue follow, if the will.“ 
This, this the ſaving doctrine preach'd to all, 
From low St. James's up to high St Paul! 


From him whoſe quills ſtand quiver'd at his ear, 


To him who notches ſticks at Weſtminſter. 
* Barnard in ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth abounds ; 


Pray then, what wants he? Fourſcore thouſand 


pounds; | 
A penſion, or ſuch harneſs for a ſlave 
As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 
Barnard, thou art a Cit, with all thy worth; 
But Bug and D*1, their Honours and fo forth. 
Yet ey'ry child another ſong will fing: 
© Virtue, brave boys tis Virtue makes a King.“ 


True, conſcious Honour is to feel no ſin; 


He 's arm'd without that 's innocent within: 
Be this thy ſcreen, and this thy wall of braſs ; 
Campar'd to this, a Miniſter 's an Aſs. 

And ſay, to which ſhall our applauſe belong, 
This new Court jargon, or the good old ſong ? 
The modern Janguage of corrupted peers, 

Or what was ſpoke at Crefth or Poitiers? 

Who counſels beſt > who whiſpers, © Be but great, 
With praiſe or infamy, leave that to fate; 
Get Place and Wealth, if poſſible with grace; 
* If not, by any means get Wealth and Place: 
For what? to have a box where Eunuchs ſing, 
And foremoſt in the circle eye a King - 
Or he, who bids thee face with ſteady view 
Proud Fortune,and look ſhallowGreatneſsthro'; } 
And, while he bids thee, ſets th Example too? 

If ſuch a doctrine in St. James's air 


{Should chance to make the well - dreſt rabble tare; 


If honeſt S*z take ſcandal at a Spark 
That leſs admires the Palace than the Park, 
'Faith I ſhall give the anſwer Reynard gave : 
« | cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave; 
« Becauſe I ſee, by all the tracks about, 
„Full many a beaſt goes in, but none come out. 
Adieu to Virtue, if you 're once a Slave; 
Send her to Court, you ſend her to her grave. 
Well, if a King's a Lion, at the leaſt 
The people arc a many-headed beaſt : 
Can they direct what meaſures to purſue, 
Who know rhemſelves fo little what to do? 
Alike in nothing but one luſt of gold, | 
Juſt half the land would buy, and half be ſold ; 
Their country's wealth our mightier Miſers drain, 
Or crols, to plunder provinecs, the main; 


| | The 


book l. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


The reſt, ſome farm the poor-box, ſome the pews; 
Some keep aſſemblies, and would keep the ſtews ; 
Some with fat bucks on childleſs dotards fawn ; 
Some win rich Widows by their chine and brawn ; 
While, with the ſilent growth of ten per cent. 
In dirt and darkneſs, hundreds ſtink content. 
Of all theſe ways, if each purſues his own, 


Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone: 

But ſhew me one who has it in his pow'r 

To act conſiſtent with himſelf an hour. 

Sir ſob ſail'd forth, the evening briglit and ſtill, 

No place on earth (he cried) like Greenwich 

«mir | 
Up ſtarts. a palace, lol th' obedient baſe 
Slopes at its foot, the woods its ſides embrace 
The filver Thames reflects its marble face. 
Now let ſome whimly, or that Devil within 
Which guides all thoſe Who know not what 
they mean, 8 
But give the Knight (or give his Lang ſpleen; 
Away, away! take all your ſcaffolds down, 
For ſnug's the word: my dear | we'll live in 
town.” ; 
At am'rous Flavio is the ſtocking thrown 

That very night he longs to lic alone. 

The fool whoſe wife elopes ſome thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial ſolace dies a martyr, 
Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, 
Transform themſelves fo ſtrangely as the rich? : 
Well, butthe roſs: 7 havethe ſame itch; 
They change their weekly barber, weekly news, 
Prefer a new japanner to their ſhoes, 

\ Diſcharge their garrers, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a chaiſe and one; 
They hire their ſculler, and when once aboard 
Grow fick, and damn the climate like a lord. 

You laugh, half beau, half floven, if 1 ſtand, 
My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band 
You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary. 
But when no prelate's lawn with hair-ſhirt lin'd 
Ts half ſo incoherent as my mind, | 
When (each opinion with the next at ſtrife, 
One ebb and flow of follies all my life) 

I plant, root up; I build, and then confound ; 
Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round; 
You never change one muſcle of your face, 

You think this madneſs but a common caſe, 

Nor once to Chancery nor to Hale apply; 

Vet hang your lip, to ſee a ſeam awry ! 

Careleſs how ill I with myſelf agree, 

Kind to my dreſs, my figure, not to me, 

Is this my guide, philoſopher, and friend ? 

This he who loves me, and whoought to mend; 

Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 

That man divine whom wiſdom calls her own ; 

Great without title, without fortune bleſt ; [preſt; 

Rich even when plunder'd, honour'd while op- 

Lov'd without youth, and follow'd without pow r; 

At home, tho exil'd ; free, tho' in the Tow'r: 

In ſhort, that reas'ning, high, immortal thing ; 

Juſt leſs than Jove, and much above a king, 


Nay, half in heaven—except (what's mighty odd) 
A fit of vapours clouds this demi-god ? | 


2n 
EPISTLE vt. 


To Mr. Murray. 


« NOT to admire, is all the art I know 

« To make men happy, and to keep them ſo. 

(Plain truth, dear Murray! needs no flow'rs of 
ſpeech; 

So take it in the very words of Creech). - 

This vault of air, this congregated ball, 
Self-centred ſun, and ftars that riſe and fall, 
There are, my friend ! whoſe philoſophic eyes 
Look thro' and truſt the Ruler with his ſkies ; 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 

And view this dreadful all without a fear. 

Admire we then what earth's low Aa. | 
Or popularity, or ſtars and ſtrings ? . ” 
The mob's applauſes, or the gifts of kings? 

Say with what eyes we ought at courts to gaze, 
And pay the great our homage of amaze? 


Arabian ſtores, or Indian ſeas infold; [hold, 
All the mad trade of fools and ſlaves for gold? 
If weak the pleaſure that from theſe can ſpring, 


| The fear to want them is as weak a thing. 


Whether we dread, or whether we defire, 

In either caſe, believe me, we admire z 1 
Whether we joy or grieve, the ſame the curſe, 
Surpris'd at better, or ſurpris d at worſe. 
Thus, good or bad to one extreme betrag 
Th' unbalanc'd mind, and ſnatch the man away, 
For virtue's ſelf may too much zeal be had; | 
The worſt of madmen is a faint run mad. 
Go then, and if you can, admire the ſtate 
Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 


{ Procure a taſte to dauble the ſurpriſe, 


And gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes: 

Be ſtruck with bright brocade, or Tyrian dye, 

Our birth-day nobles' ſplendid livery. 

If not ſo pleas'd, at council-board rejoice, 

To ſee their judgments hang upon thy voice; 

From morn to > at ag * hall, 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 

But wherefore all this labour, all this rife > 

For fame, for riches, for a noble wife? 

Shall one whom nature, learning, birth conſpir'd 

To form, not to admire but be admir'd, 

Sigh while his Chloe, blind to wit and worth, 

Weds the rich dulneſs of ſome ſon of earth? 

Yet time ennobles or degrades each line; ; 

It brighten'd Craggs's, and may darken thine: 

And what is fame? The meaneſt have their day 

The greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. 

Grac'd as thou art with all the pow'r of words, 

So known, ſo honour'd, at the Houſe of Lords: 

Confpicuous ſcene ! another yet is nigh, 

(More filent far) where kings and poets lie; 

Where Murray (long enough his country's pride) 

Shall be no more than Tully, or than Hyde! 
Rack'd with ſciatics, martyr'd with the ſtone, 

Will any mortal let himſelf alone ? 

See Ward by batter'd beaus invited over, 

And deſp'rate miſery lays hold on Dover. 

The caſe is eaſier in the mind's diſeaſe; 


they pleaſe. 


| There all men may be eur d whene er 


1 'ould 


me 
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Takes the whole houſe upon the poet's day. 
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Would ye be bleſt ? deſpiſe low joys, low gains; 
Diſdain whatever Cornbury — * : : } 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 


But art thou one whom new opinions ſway, 


One who believes as Tindal leads the way ; 


Who virtue and a church alike difowns ; 

Thinks that but words, and this but brick and 
- ſtones? | 

Fly then on all the wings of wild defire, 

Admire whate'er the maddeſt can admire. 

Is wealth thy paſhon ? Hence ! from pole to pole, 

Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, 

For Indian ſpices, ws Porvinn gold, 

Prevent the greedy, or outbid the bold : 

Advance thy golden mountain to the Kies; 

On the broad baſe of fifty thouſand riſe, 

Add one round hundred, and (if that 's not fair) 

Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. 

For, mark th' advantage, juſt fo many ſcore 

Will gain a wife with half as many more; 

Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaſte ; 


EXTRACTS, Book II. 
From Latian Syrens, French Circzan feaſts, 
Return'd well rravell'd, and transform'd to beaſts ; 
Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame, 
Renounce our country and degrade our name? 
Ik, after all, we muſt with Wilmot own, 
The cordial drop of life is love alone, 

And Swift cry wiſely, « Vive la Bagatelle!“ 


Adieu—if this advice appear the worſt, 

Een take the counſel which I gave you firſt ; 
Or, better precepts if you can impart, 

Why do; I n follow them with all my heart. 


EPISTLE I. BOOK II. 


To Augnflus, 


The balanc'd world, and open all the min; 
Your country, chief, in arms abroad defend, 
At home, with morals, arts, and laws amend ; 


And then fuch friends—as cannot fail to laſt. An hour, and not defraud the public weal 2 


A man of wealth is dubb'd a man of worth ; 
Venus ſhall give him form, and Anſtis youth. 
(Believe me, many a German prince is worſe, 
Who, proud of pedigree, is poor of purſe) 

His wealth brave Timon gloriouſly confounds ; 
Aſc'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 
Or, if three ladies like a luckleſs play, 


Now, in ſnch exigencies not to need, 
Upon my word, you muſt be rich indeed ; 
A noble ſuperfluity it craves, 
Not for yourſelf, but for your fools and knaves ; 
Something, which for your honour they may cheat, 
And which it much "anabua you to forget. 
If wealth alone then make and keep us bleſt, 
Still, ſtill be getting; never, never reſt. 

But if to pow'r and place your paſſion lie, 


If in the pomp of life conſiſts the joy, 


Then hire a flave, or (if you will) a lord, 
To do the honours, and to give the word: 
Tell at your lever, as the crowds approach, 


To whom to nod, whom take into your coach, 


Whom honour with your hand: to make remarks 

Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks : 

«© This may be troubleſome, is ncar the chair; 

« That makes three members, this can chooſe a 
% may r. 8 


Inſtructed thus, you bow, embrace, proteſt, 


Adopt him fon, or coufin at the leaſt, 


Then turn about, and laugh at your own jeſt. J 

Or if your life be one continued treat, 
If to live well means nothing but to cat, 

Up, up! cries Gluttony, tis break of day; 
Go, drive the deer, and drag the finny prey ; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an appetite 
80 Rufſel did, bur could not eat at might; 
Call'd “ happy dog” the beggar at his door; 
And envied thirſt and hunger to the poor. 

Or ſhall we ev'ry decerey confound, | 
Throf taverns, ftews, and bagnios take our round; 
Go dine with Chartres, in each vice outdo 
KI lewd cargo, or Ty—y's crew, 


Edward and Henry, now the boaſt of fame, 
And viituous Alfred, a more ſacred name, 
After a life of gen'rous toils endur'd, 

The Gaul ſubdued, or property ſecur'd, 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities ſtorm d. 
Or laws eftabliſh'd, and the world reform'd ; 


{ Clos'd their long glories with a figh, to find 
Th' unwilling gratitude of baſe mankind! 


All human virtue, to its lateſt breath, 
Finds envy never conquer'd, but by death. 
The great Alcides, ev'ry labour paſt, 
Had ſtill this monſter to ſubdue at laſt. 
Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe rifing ray 
Each ſtar of meaner merit fades away! 
Oppreſt we feel the beam directly beat, 
Thoſe funs of glory pleaſe not till they ſet. 
To thee the world its preſent homage pays, 
The havveſt early, but mature the praite : 
Great friend of liberty] in kings a name 


Above all Greek, above all Roman fame: 


Whoſe word is truth, as ſacred and rever'd 
As heaven's own oracles from altars heard. 
Wonder of kings like whom to mortal eyes 
None e er has riſen, and none e'er ſhall 4 
Juſt in one inſtance, be it yet confeſt, 
Your le, fir, are partial in the reſt: 
Foes to all living worth except your own, 
And advocates A folly dead and gone, | 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; 
It is the ruſt we valve, not the gold. 
Chaucer's worſt ribaldry is learn'd by rote, 
And beaſtly Skelton heads of houſes quote: 


One likes no language but the Faery Queen ; 


A Scot will fight for Chriſt's Kirk o' the Green: 

And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 

He ſwears the Mufes met him at the Devil, 
Tho” juſtly Greece her eldeſt fons admires, 


| Why ſhould not we be wiſer than our fires ? 


In ev'ry public virtue we excel; 
We build, we paint, we ſing, we dance as well; 
And learned Athens to our art muſt ſtoop, 


Could ſhe behold us rumbling thro' a hoop. 
* : | 


The man that loves and lavghs muſt ſure do well. 


WHILE you, great patron of mankind ! ſuſtain 


| How ſhall the muſe from ſuch a monarch ſteal : 
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If time improve our wits as well as wine, 
Say at what age a poct grows divine? 
Shall we, of ſhall we not, account him fo, 
Who died, perhaps, an hundred years ago ? 
End all diſpute, and fix the year preciſe 
When Britiſh bards begia t' immortalize? 
© Who laſts a century can have no flaw ; 
4% hold that wit a claſſic, good in law.” 
Suppoſe he wants a year, will you compound? 
And ſhall we deem him ancient, right, and tound ? 
Or danin to all eternity at once, 
At ninety- nine, a modern and a dunce ? 
« We ſhall not quarrel for a year or two; 
« By courteſy of England, he may do.“ 
Thea, by the rule that made the horſe-tail bare, 
I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 
And melt down ancients like a heap of ſnow, 
While you, to meaſure merits, look in Stowe; 
And, eſtimating authors by the year, 
Beftow a garland only on a bier. | 
Shakeſpear (whom you and ev'ry playhouſe bill 
Style the divine, the matchleſs, what you will) 
For gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, 
And grew immertal in his own deſpite. 
Ben, old and poor, as little ſeem'd to heed 
The life to come, in ev'ry poet's creed, 
Who now reads Cowley ? if he picaſes yet, 
His moral pleaſes, not his pointed wit; 
Forgot his epic, nay Pindaric art! 
But ſtill J love the language of his heart. 
«Yet ſurely, ſurely, theſe were famous men 
% What boy but hears the fayings of old Ben? 
© In ali debates where critics bear a part, 
Not one but nods, and talks of Jonſon's art, 
« Of Shakelpear's nature, and of Cowley's wit; 
« How Beaumant's judgment check d what Flet- 
„ cher writ 3 | 
« How Shadwell haſty, Wycherly was flow; 
« But, for the patiions, Southern fure and Rowe. 
« Theſe, only theſe, ſupport the crowded ſtage, 
„From eldeſt Heywood down to Cibber's age.” 
All this may be; the peopte's voice is odd; 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 
o Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 
And yet deny the Carelefs tluſband praiſe, 
Or ſay our fathers never broke a rule; 
Why then, I ſay, the public is a fool. 
But let them own that greater faults than we 
They had, and greater virtues, III agree. 
Spenſer himſelf aflects the obſolete, 
And Sydney's verſe halts ill on Roman feet : 
Milton's ſtrong pinion now not heaven can bound, 
Now, ſerpent-like, in proſe be ſweeps the ground; 
In quibbles, angel and archangel join, 
And God the Father turns a ſchool-divine. 
Not that I 'd lop the beautics from his book, 
Like flaſhing Bentley, wich his deſp'rate hook; 
Or damn all Shakeſpear, like th' affected fool 
At court, who hates whate'cr he read at ſchool, 
But for the wits of either Charles's days, 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with eaſe; 
rat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more 
(Like twinkling ſtars the miſcellanics o'er), 


| To worſhip like his Fathers, was his care; 
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One fimile, that ſolitary ſhines 

In the dry deſert of a thoutand lines, 

Or lengthen'd thought that gleams thro* many a 


age, 

Has fanftikied whole poerhs for an age. 
[ loſe my patience, and I own it too, 
When works are cenſur'd not as bad, but new ; 
While, if our elders break all reaſon's laws, 
Theſe fools demand not pardon, but applauſe. 

On Avon's bank, where flow'rs eternal blow, 
If I but aſk if any weed can grow; 
One tragic ſentence if I dare deride, 
Which Betterton's grave action dignified, 
Or well-mouth'd Booth with emphaſis proclaims 
(Tho' but, perhaps, a muſter-roll of names), © 
How will our fathers rife up in a rage, 

And ſwear, all ſhame is loſt in George's age ! 
You'd think no fools diſgrac'd the formerreign, ' 
Did not ſome grave examples yet remain, | 
Who ſcorn a lad ſhould teach his father ſkill, _ 
And, having once been wrong, will be fo ſtill. 
He, who to ſeem more deep than you or I, 
Extols old bards, or Merlin's prophecy, 

Miſtake him not; he envics, not admires; 

And, to debaſe the ſons, exalts the fires. 

Had ancient times conſpir'd to difallow 

What then was new, what had been ancient now? 
Or what remain'd, fo worthy to be read 

By learned critics of the mighty dead ? 

In days of caſe, when now the weary ſword 
Was ſheath'd, and luxury with Charles reſtor d; 
tn ev'ry taſte of foreign courts improv d, f 
„All, by the king's example, liv'd and lov'd. 
Then peers grew proud in horſemanſhip t' excel; 
Newmarket's glory roſe, as Britain's fell; 

The ſoldier breath'd the gallantries of France, 
And ev'ry flow'ry courtier writ Romance. 

Then marble, ſoften'd into life, grew warm; 
And yielding metal flow'd to human form : 
Lely on animated canvas ſtole 5 | 
The ſicepy eye that ſpoke the melting ſoul. _ 
No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, 
The willing Muſes were debauch'd at court z © 
On each encrvate ſtring they taught the note 
To pant, or tremble thro” an eunuch's throat. 

But Britain, changeful as a child ar play, -_. 
Now calls in princes, and now turns aways. 

Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov'd we hate; 
Now all for pleaſure, now for church and ſtate 
Now for prerogative, and now for laws; t 
Effects unhappy ! from a noble cauſe. 

Time was, a ſober Engliſhman would 
His ſervants up, and riſe by five o'clock, 
Inſtruct his family in ev'ry rule, 

And ſend his wife to church, his ſon to ſchool. 


* 


knock 


To teach their frugal virtues to his heir; 

To prove, that luxury could never hold; 

And place, on good ſecurity, his gold. | 
Now times are chang'd, and one poetic itch - 
Has ſeiz'd the court and city, poor and rich: 
Sons, fires, and graudſires, all will wear the bays, 
Our vm read Milton, and our daughters plays; 
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” (Should Ripley venture, all the world would 


What better teach a foreigner the tongue, 


Aud in our own (excuſe from courtly ftains) 


And leave on Swift this grateful vei ſe engray'd 
* & The rights a Court attack'd, A poet ſav'd.“ 


Hopkins and Sternbold glad the heart with pſalms: 
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Tu theatres and to rehearſals throng; 
And all our grace at table is a ſong ! 
I, who fo oft renounce the Muſes, lie; 
Not 's ſelf e'er tells more ſibs than I: 
When, fick of muſe, our follies we deplore, | 
And promiſe our beſt friends to rhyme no more; 
We wake next morning in a raging fit, 
And call for pen and ink to ſhew our wit. 

He ſerv'd a *prenticeſhip who ſets up ſhop ; 
Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop; 
Even Radcliff s doctors travel firſt to France, 


X TRACTS; Book II. 


Verſe cheers their leiſure, verſe aſſiſts their work, 
Verſe prays for peace, or ſings down Pope and 
1 | 

The ſilenc'd preacher yields to potent ſtrain, 


The bleſſing thrills thro? all the lab'ring throvg, 
And heaven is won by violence of ſong. 

Cur rural anceſtors, with little bleſt, 

Patient of labour when the end was reſt, 
Indulg'd the day that hous'd their annual grain 
With feaſts and off rings, and a thankful ftrain : 


Nor dare:to-praftife till they ve Iearn'd to dance. The joy their wives, their ſons, and ſervants ſhare, 


Who builes a bridge that never drove a pile ? 


ſmile.) | 
But thoſe who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 
All rbyme, 2vd fcrawl, and ſcribble to a man. 
Vet, fir, reſſect, the miſchief is not great; 

Theſe madmen never hurt the church or ſtate ; 
Sometimes the folly benefits mankind ; | 
And rarely av'rice taints the tupeful mind. 
Allow him but his plaything of a pen, 

He ne'er rebels, or plots, like other men: 
Flight of caſhiers, or mobs, he l never mind; 
And krows no loſſes while the muſe is kind. 
To cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Peter, 
The gcod man heaps up nothing but mere metre; 
Enjoys nis garden and his book in quiet; 

And then—3 perfect hermit in his dict. 

Of little uſe the man you may ſuppoſe, 

Who ſays in verſe what others ſay in proſe: 
Vet let me ſhew, a poet 's of ſome weight, 
And (tho' no foldier) uſeful to the ſtate. 

What will a child learn ſooner than a fong ? 


What's long or ſt:-r, each accent where to place, 
And ſpeak in public with ſome fort of grace? 
I ſcarce can think him ſuch a worthicſs thing, 
Unleſs be praiſe ſome monſter of a king; 

Or virtue or religion turn to ſport, 

To pleaſe a lewd or unbelicving court. 
Vohappy Dryden! in all Charles's days, 
Roſcommon only boaſts unſpotted bays ; 


No whiter page than Addiſon's remains. 

He from the taſte obſcene reclaims our youth, 
And ſets the paſſions on the fide of truth; 
Forms the ſoft boſom with the gentleſt art, 
And pours cach human virtue in the heart. 
Let Ireland tell, how wit upheld her cauſe, 
Her trade ſupported, and ſupplied her laws ; 


Behold the hand that wrought a nation's cure, 
Stretch d to relieve the idiot and the poor, 
Proud vice to brand, or injur'd worth adorn, 
And ſtreteh the ray to ages yet unborn. 

Kot but there are who merit other palms ; 


The boys and girls whom charity maintains, 
Implore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains : 
How could devotion touch the country pews, 
Unleſs the Gods beſtow d a proper mule ? 


Eaſe of their toil, and partners of their care: 
The laugh, the jeſt, attendants on the bowl, 
Smooth'd ev'ry brow, and open'd ev'ry foul : 
With growing years the pleaſing licenſe grew, 
And taunts alternate innocently flew. 

But times corrupt, and nature ill-inclin'd, 
Produc'd the point that left the ſting behind ; 
Till friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
Triumphant malice rang'd thro' private life. 
Who felt the wrong, or fear'd it, tock ch' alarm, 
Appeal'd to law, and juſtice lent her arm. 

At length, by wholeſome dread of ſtatutes bound, 
The poers learn'd to pleaſe, and not to wound: 


| Moſt warp'd to flzttery's fide; but ſome, more nice, 


Preferv'd the freedom, and forbore the vice. 
Hence fatire roſe, that juſt the medium hit, 
And keals with morals what it hurts with wit. 
We conquer'd France, but felt our captive's 
charms ; , 
Her arts victorious triumph'd o'er our arms; 
Britain to ſoft refinements leſs a foe, 
Wit grew polite; and numbers learn'd to flow. 
Waller was ſmooth; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verſe, the full reſounding line, 5 
The long majeſtic march, and energy divine; 
Pho” ſtill ſome traces of our ruſtic vein 
And ſſ lay foot verſe remain d, and will remain. 
Late, very late, correctneſs grew our care, 
When the rir'd nation breatt'd from civil war. 
Exact Racine, and Corneille's noble fire, 


Not but the tragic ſpirit was our own, 

And full in Shakeſpear, fair in Otway ſhone: 

But Otway fail'd to poliſh or refine, 

And fluent Shakeſpear ſcarce effac'd a line. 

ven copicus Dryden wanted, or forgot, 

The laſt and greateſt art, the art to blor. 

Some doubt if equal pains or equal fire 

I he humbler muſe of comedy require. 

But, in known images of life, I gueſs 

The labour greater, as th' indulgence leſs: 

Obferve how ſeldom even the beſt ſucceed : 

Tell me if Congreve's Fools are fools indeed ? 

What pert low dialogue has Farquhar writ! 

How Van wants grace who never wanted wit ! 

The ſtage how looſely does Aſtrea tread, 

Who fauly puts all characters to bed! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 

To make poor Pinkey eat with vaſt applauſe ! 

But fill their purſe, our poets“ work is done; 

Alike to them, by Pathos or by Pun. 
| © you! 


And feels. that grace his pray'r beſought in vain; 


Snew'd us that France had ſomething to admire: 
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© you ! whom vanity's light bark conveys 
On fame's mad voyage by the wind of praiſe, 
With what a ſhifting gale your courſe you ply, 
For ever funk too low, or borne too high ! 
Who pants for glory finds but ſhert repoſe ; 
A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrows. 
Farewel the ſtage ! if, juſt as thrives the play, 
The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

There ſtill remains, to mortify a wit, 


The many-headed monſter of the Pit; 


A ſenſele(s, worthleſs, and unhonour'd crowd, 


Who, to diſturb their betters mighty proud, 


Clart'ring their ſticks before ten lines are ſpoke, 
Call for the Farce, the Bear, or the Black Joke. 
What dear delight to Britons farce affords ! 
Ever the taſte of mobs, but now of lords 

(Taſte, that eternal wanderer! which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes)! 
The play ſtands fill ! damn action and diſcourſe, 
Back fly the ſcenes, and enter foot and horſe; 
Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn, 
Peers, heralds, biſhops, ermin, gold, and lawn; 
The champion too and, to complete the jeſt, 
Old Edward's armour beams on Cibber's breaſt. 
With laughter ſure Democritus had died, 

Had he beheld an audience gape fo wide. 

Let bear or elephant be cer ſo white, 

The people, ſure the people, are the ſight ! 

Ah, luckleſs poet! ſtretch thy lungs and roar, 
That bear or clephant ſhall heed thee more; 
While all its throats the gallery extends, 


And all the thunder of the pit aſcends! 


Loud as the wolves, on Orcas“ ſtormy ſteep, 

Howl to the roarings of the northern deep, 

Such is the ſhout, the long-applauding note, 

Ar Quin's high plume, or Oldfeld's petticoat: 

Or when from Court a birth-day ſuit beſtow'd 

Sinks the lo# Actor in the tawdry load. 

Booth enters—hark ! the univerſal peal ! 

« But has he ſpoken ?” Not a ſyllable. 

© What ſhook the ſtage, and made the people ſtare? 

Cato's long wig, flower d gown,andlacquer'dchair. 
Yet leſt you think I rally more than teach, 

Or praiſe malignly arts I cannot reach, 

Let me for once preſume t' inſtruct the times, 

To know the Poet from the man of rhymes : -{/ 

'Tis he who gives my breaft a thouſand pains, 

Can make me feel each paſſion that he feigns ; 

Enrage, compoſe, with more than magic art, 

With pity and with terror tear my heart; 

And ſnatch me o'cr the earth, or thro' the air, 

To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 
But not this part of the poetic ſtate 

Alone deſerves the favour of the Great : 

Think of thofe Authors, Sir, who would rely 

More on a Reader's ſenſe, than Gazer's eye. 

Or who ſhall wander where the Muſes ſing ? 

Who climb their mountain, or who taſte their 

How ſhall we fill a library with wit, [ſpring ? 

When Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſh'd yer ? 

My Liege! why writers little claim your thought, 

Igveſs; and, with their leave, will tell the fault : 

We Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 

Of all mankind the creatures moſt abſurd; 
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The ſeaſon when to come and when to go, 
To ſing or ceaſe to ſing, we never know; 
And, it we will recite nine hours in ten, 
You loſe your patience juſt like other men. 
Then too we hurt ourſelves, when, to defend 
A ſingle verſe, we quarrel with a friend; 


| Repeat unaſk d; lament, the wit 's too fine 


For vulgar eyes, and point out ev'ry line. 25 
But moſt when, ſtraining with too weak a wing, 
We needs will write epiſtles to the King; 

And from the moment we oblige the town, 
Expect a place, or penſion from the Crown ; 

Or dubb'd Hiſtorians by expreſs command, 

T” enroil your triumphs o'er the ſeas and land; 
Be call'd ro Court to plan fome work divine, 
As once, for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 

Yet think, great Sir] ({o many virtues ſhewn) 
Ah think what Poet beſt may make them known! 
Or choole at leaſt ſome Miniſter of Grace, 

Fit to beſtow the Laurcat's weighty place. 

Charles, to late times to be tranſmitted fair, 
Aſlign'd his figure to Bernini's care; 

And great Naflau to Kneller's hand decreed 

To fix him graceful on the bounding Steed; 
So well in paint and ſtone they judg'd of merit: 
But Kings in Wit may want diſcerning Spirit. 
The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, 


One knighted Blackmore, and one penſion d 


| Yuarles; 

Which made old Ben and ſurly Denis ſwear, 

No Lord's anointed, but a Ruſſian Bear.” 

Not with ſuch majeſty, ſuch bold relief, | 

The forms auguſt of King or conq'ring Chief 

E'er ſwell'd on marble, as in verſe have ſhin'd 

(In poliſh'd verſe) the Manners and the Mind. 

Oh! could I: mount on the Mzxonian wing, 

Your Arms, your Actions, your Repoſeto ſing ! 

What ſeas you travers'd, and what fields you 

fought ! 

Your Wait. s peace how oft, how dearly bought! 

How barb'rous rage ſubſided at your word, 

And nations wonder'd while they dropp'd the 
| ſword! | 

How, when you nodded, o'er the land and d 

Peace _—_ her wing, and wrapp'd the- world in 

cep; ' 

Till earth's extremes your mediation own, 

And Aſia's Tyrants tremble at your Throne. 

But Verſe, alas! your Majeſty diſdaius; 

And I 'm not us d to Panegyric ſtrains : 

The Zeal of Fools offends at any time, 

But moſt of all the Zeal of Fools in rhyme, 

Beſides, a fate attends on all I write; 

That, when I aim at praiſe, they ſay I bite. 

A vile Encomium doubly ridicules : | 

There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 

If true, a woful likeneſs; and if hes, 

* Praiſe undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe :* 

Well may he bluſh who gires it or receives; N Fa 

And, when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 1 

(Like Journals, Odes, and ſuch forgotten things 

As Euſden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kiogs) : 

Clothe ſpice, line trunks, or flutt' ring ina row 

Retrinre the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 
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DEAR colonel, Cobham's and your country's 
You love a verſe, take ſuch as I can fend. [| friend ! 
A Frenchman comes, preſents you with his boy, 
Bows and begins—** This lad, Sir, is of Blois: 
% Obſerve his ſhape how clean, his locks how 

« curl d! | 
« My only ſon, I d have him fee the world: 
« His French is pure; his voice tvwo—you ſhal! 
% hear. | 
« Sir, he 's your flare, for twenty pounds a year. 
« Mere wax as yet, you faſhion hin with caſc, 
« Your barber, cook,upholi'rer,what you plcaſe: 
« A perfect genius at an opera ſony — | 
« To fay too much, might do my honour wrong. 
% Take him with all his vi tues, on my word 
«© His whole ambition was to ſerve a lord- 
% But, Sir, to you, with what would I not part? 
„ Tho' faith, I fœar, twillbreak his mother's heart. 
« Once (and but once) I caught him in a lic, 
* Ard then, unwhipp'd, he had the grace to cry: 
% The fault he has I fairly ſhall reveal; 
( Could rou o erlook but that) it is, to ſteal. A 

If, after this, you took the graceleſs lad, 
Could you complain, my friend, he prov'd fo bad: 
Faith, in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould proſecute, 

I think Sir Godfrey ſhould decide the ſuit; 
Who ſent the thief, that ſtole the caſh, away, 
And puniſh'd him that put it in his way. 

Conſider then, and judge me in this light; 

I told you, when I went, I could not wine; - 
You faid rhe fame ; and are you diſcontent 
Wich laws to which you gave your own aſſent? 
Nay worſe, to aſk for wet at ſuch a time 

D' ye think me good for nothing but to rbyme ? 

In Anna's war's, a foldier poor and old : 
Had dearly earn'd a little purſe of gold: 

Tir d with a tedious march, one lvckleſs night 
He flept, poor dog! and loft it to a doit. 

This put the man in ſuch a deſp'rate mind, 
Between revenge,and grief, ard hunger join'd, 5 
Againſt the foe, bymſelf, and all mankind, 

Ke leap'd the trenches, ſca!'d a caſtle wall, 
Tore down a ſtandard, took the fort and all. 

% Prodigiovs well! his great commander cried ; 
Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward beſidc. 
Next pleas d his Excellence a town to batter ; 
(Its name I know not, and tis no great matter) 
Go on, my friend (he cried), {ce yonder walls! 
Advance and conquer! go where glory calls 
© More honcurs, morerewards, attend the brave. 
Don't you remember what reply he gave? 
D' ye think me, noble Gen'ral, ſuch a for ? 

« Let him take caſtles who has ne er a groat,” 

Bred up at home, full early I begun 
To read in Greek rhe wrath of Peleus' fon. 
Beſides, my father taught me, from a lad, 

The better art io know the good from bad: 
(And little fure imported to remove, 
To hunt for truth in Maudlin's learned grore. 
Bur knottier points we knew not half fo well, 
Depriv'd us ſoon of our paternal cell; 


So tf, ſo mute! ſome ſtatue, you would ſwear, 
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And certain laws, by ſuff'rers thought unjuſt, 
Denied all poſts of profit or of truſt ; 
Hopes after hopes of pious Papiſts fail'd, 
While mighty William's thund'ringarm prevail'd. 
For Right Hereditary tax'd and fin'd, 
He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind; 
And me the Mules help to undergo it; 
Convict a Papiſt he, and I a Poet. 
But (thanks to Homer!) fince 1 live and thrive, 
Indebted to no prince or peer alive, 
Sure I ſhould want the care of ten Monroes, 
If 1 would {cribble rather than repoſe. 
Years following years ſteal ſomething ev'ry day, 
At laſt they fical us from ourſelves away ; 
lu one our frolics, one amuſements end, 
In one a miſtrets drops, in one a friend: 
This ſubtle thick of life, this paltry Time, 
What will it leave me, if it ſnatch my rhyme? 
If ev'ry wheel of that unwearied will, | | 
[ hat turn'd ten thouſand verſes, row ſtands ſtill? 
But, after all, what would vcu have me do, 
When out of twenty I can plcaſe not two; 
When this Heroics only deigns to praiſe, 
Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 
One likes the pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; 
The vulgar boil, the learned roaſt, an egg. 
Hard taſk to hit the palate of ſuch gueſts, 
When Oldfield loves what Dartincuf deteſts. 
But giant I may relapſe, for want of grace, 
Again to rhyme : can London be the place? 
Who there his Muſe, or felf, or ſoul attends, 
In crowds, and courts, law, buſineſs, feaſts, and 
| friends? 
My counſel ſends to execute a deed: 
A Poct begs me I will hear him read: 
In Paiace-yard at nine you l fiud me there 
Ar ten for certain, Sir, in Bloomſb'ry ſquarc— 
Before the Lords at twelve my Cauſe comes on — 
There's a Rehearſal, Sir, exact at one. ; 
Oh] but a Wit can ſtudy in the ſtreets, 


% And raiſe his mind above the mob he meets. 


Not quite ſo well however as one ought; 
A hackney-coach may chance to ſpoil a thought; 
And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 
God knows, may hurt the very ableſt head. 
Have you not ſeen, at Guiidhall's narrow paſs, 
Two Aldermen diſpute it with an Aſs; 
And Peers give way, exalted as they are, 
Even to their own S-r-v--nce in a car 
Go, lofty Poer! and in ſuch a crowd 
Sing thy ſonorous verſe but not aloud. 
Alas! to grottos and to groves we run; 
To eaſe and filence ev'ry Muſe's ſon : 
Blackmore himſelf, for any grand effort, 
Would drink anddoze at Tooting orEarl's-Court. 
How ſhall I rhyme. in this eternal roar ? ¶ before 
How match the bards whom none e'er match'd 
The man who, ſtretch'd in Ifis' calm retreat, 
To books and ſtudy gives ſeven years complete, 
See ! ſtrew'd with learned duſt, his nightcap on, 


He walks, an object new beneath the jun! 
The boys flock round him, and the people ſtare: ; 
Aud 


Stept from its pedeſtal to take the air! 
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And here, whiletown, and court, and city roars, 


With mobs, and duns, and ſoldiers, at their doors, 
Shall I in London act this idle part? 
Compoſing ſongs, for Fools to get by heart? 

The Temple late two brother Serjcants ſaw, 
Who deem'd each other Oracles of Law; 
With equal talents, theſe congenial ſouls, 
One lull'd th Exchequer, and one ſtunn'd the Rolls 
Each had a gravity would make you ſplit, 
And ſhook his head at Murray, as a wit. 
'Twas, “ Sir, your law”—and * Sir, your elo- 

© quence ;' ſenſe.” 

« Yours, Cowper's manner; and © Yours, Talbot”: 

Thus we diſpoſe of all poetic merit; 
Yours Miiton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpirit. 
Call Tibbald Shakeſpear, and he'll ſwear theNine, 
Dear Cibber ! never match'd one Ode of thine. 
Lord! how we ſtrut thro' Merlin's Cave, to fcc 
No Poets there but Stephen, you, and me, 
Walk with reſpe& behind, while we at cafe 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we 
« My dear Tibullus!“ if that will not do, | pleaſe. 
« Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 
„Or, I 'm content, allow me Dryden's ſtrains, 
« And you ſhall riſe up Otway for your pains.” 
Much do I ſuffer, much, to keep in peace 
This jealous, waſpiſh, wrong-head, rhyming race; 
And much muſt flatter, if the whim thould bite 
To court applauſe, by printing what I write: 
But, let the fit paſs o'er, I'm wiſe _— 
To ſtop my ears to their confounded ſtuff. 

In vain bad Rhymers all mankind reject, 
They treat 3 with moſt profound reſpett: 
Tis to ſmall purpoſe that you hold your tongue; 


Fach, prais'd within, is happy all day long: 


But how ſeverely with themſelves proceed 

The men who write ſach Verſe as we can read! 
Their own ſtrict Judges, not a word they ſpare 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care. 
Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 

Nay tho" at Court (perhaps) it may find grace: 
Such they l degrade; and ſometimes, in its ſtead, 
In downright charity revive the dead; | 
Mark where a bold expretfive phraſe appears, 
Bright thro'-the rubbiſh of ſome hundred years ; 
Command old words that long have ſlept, to wake, 
Words that wiſe Bacon or brave Raleigh ſpake ; 
Or bid the new be Engliſh, ages hence, 

(For Uſe will father what's begot by Senſe) 
Pour the full tide-of eloquence along, 


Serenely pure, and yet divinely ſtrong, 


Rich with the treaſures of each foreign tongue: 


Prune the Juxuriant, the uncouth refine, 


But ſhew no mercy to an empty line : 

Then poliſh all tv:th ſo much life and eaſe, 

You think 'tis Nature, and a knack to pleaſe : 

Fut eaſe in writing flows from art, not chance; 

As tlioſe move eaſieſt who have iearn'dto dance. 
If fuch rhe plague and pains to write by rule, 

Better (ſay 1) be pleas'd, and play the fool: 

Call, if you will, bad rhyming a diſeaſe; 

It gives men happineſs, or leaves them eaſe. 

There liv'd in primo Georgii (they record) 

A worthy member, no ſmall fool, a Lord 


Who, tho' the Houſe was up, delighted ſate, 
Jeard, noted, anſwer'd, as in full debate: 
n all but this, a man of ſober life, 
Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wife; 
Yot quite a madman tho' a paſty fell, 
And n:uch too wiſe to walk into a well. 
Him the damn'd Doctors and his Friends immur d, 
They bled, they cupp'd, they purg'd; in ſhort, 
they cur'd: | 
Whereat the gentleman began to ſtare— | 
My friends! he cricd, p-x take you for your care. 
[ hat, from a Patriot of diſtinguiſh'd note, 
Have bled and purg'd me to a fimple Vote, 
Well, on the whole, plain proſe muſt be my fate 
Wiſdom, curſe on it! will come ſoon or late. 
There is a time when Poets will grow dull: 
eien leave verſes to the boys at ſchool ; 
To rules of Poetry no more confin'd, 
learn to ſmooth and harmonize my Mind; 
Teach cv'ry thought within its bounds to roll, 
And keep the equal meaſure of the Soul. 
Soor as I enter at my country door, 
My mind reſumes the thread it dropp'd before 
thoughts which at Hyde-park-corner I forgot, 
Meet and rejoin me in the penſive Grot 
There all alone, and compliments apart, 
| aſk theſe ſober queſtions of my heart: 
If, when the 'more you driuk, the more you 
| crave, | 
You tell the Doctor; when the more you have, 
The more you want, why not with equal cale - 
Confels as well your Folly, as Diſeaſe ? 
The heart reſolves this matter in a trice : 
« Men only fcel the Smart, but not the Vice.” 
When golden Angels cea'e to cure the Evil, 


| You give all royal Witchcraft to the Devil 


When ſervile Chaplains cry that birth and place 


Endue a Peer with honour, truth, and grace, 


Look if that breaſt, moſt dirty D— be fair; 
Say, can you find out one ſuch lodger there? 
Yet till, not heeding what your heart can teach, 
You go to church to hear theſe Flatr'rers preach. 

Indeed, could wealth beſtow or wit or merit, 
A grain of courage, or a ſpark of ſpirit, 
The wiſeſt man might bluſh, I muſt agree, 
[FD*** lov'd ſixpence more than he. 

If there be truth in Law, and Uſe can give 
A Preperty, that 's yours on which you live. 
Delightful Abs- court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confeiles you its lard; | 
All Worldly's hens, nay partridge, ſold to town, 
His veniſon too, a guinea makes your own : 
He bought at thn what with betrer wit 
You purchaſe as you want, and bit by bir; 
Now, or long ſince, what diff rence will be found? 
You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. 

Heathcote himſelf, and ſuch' large- acred men, 
Lords of fat E ſham, or of Lincoln-fen, 
Buy ev'ry ſtick of wood that lends them heat: 
Buy ev'ry pullet they afford to eat. 
Yet theſe are Wighrs who fondly call their own 
Half that the Devil o'erlooks from Lincoln town. 
The Laws of God, as well as of the land, 
Abhor a Perpctuity ſhould ſtand : 
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Eſtates have wings, and hang in Fortunc's pow'r | 
Looſe on the point of ev'ry wav'ring hour, 
Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 

By fale, at leaſt by death, to change their lord. 
Man ? and for ever ? wretch ! what wouldfſt thou 
Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. have? 
All vaſt poſleiſions (juſt the fame the caſe 
Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chaſe) 
Alas, my Bathurſt ! what will chez avail ? 

Join Cotſwocd hills ro Saperton's fair dale; 

Let riſing granarics and temples here, 

There mingled farms and pyramids appear 
Link towns to towns with avenues of oak; 
Incloſe whole downs in walls— tis all a joke! 
Ine xorable Death fhall level all, 

And trees, and ſtones, and farms, and farmer fall. 
Gold, Silver, Iv'ry, Vaſes ſculptur'd high, 
Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Perſian dye, 
There are who have not - and thank heaven there 

are, 20 

Who, if they have not, think not worth their care. 

Tak what you will of Taſte, my friend, you'll 
Two of a face as ſoon as of a mind. (find 
Why, of two brothers, rich and reſtleſs one 
Ploughs, burns, manures, and toils f om fun to fun; 
The other flights, for women, ſports, and wines, 
All Townfſhend's turnips, and all Groſvenor's 

mines: 

Why one like Bu— with pay and ſcorn content, 
Bows, and votes on, in Court and Parliament ; 
One, driven by ſtrong Benevolence of ſoul, 
Shall fly, like Oglethorp, from pole to pole; 
Is known alone to that Directing Power 
Who forms the Genius in the natal hour; 
That God of Nature, who, within us fill, 
Inclines our action, not conſtrains our will: 
Various of remper, as of face or frame, 

Each individual; his great End the ſame, 

Yes, Sir, how ſmall ſoever be my heap, 

A part I will enjoy as well as keep. 

My heir may ſigh, and think it want of grace 
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With terrors round, can reaſon hold her throne, 
Deſpiſe the known, nor tremble at th' unknown? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire ? 
Pleas'd to look forward, plcas'd to look behind, 
And count each birth-day with a grateful mind! 
Has life no ſourneſs, drawn ſo near its end? 
Canft thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 
Has age but melted the rough parts away, 
As winter fruits grow mild eie they decay? 
Or will you think, my friend, your bulinets done, 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one? 
Learn to live well, or fairly make your will ; 
You 'veplay'd, and lov'd, and eat, and drauk your 
Walk ſober off, before a ſprightlier age [ till; 
Comes titt ing on, and ſhoves you from the ſtage: 
Leave ſuch to trifle with more grace and eaſec, 
Whom folly pleaſes, and whole follics pleaſe. 


$ 21. Epilogue to the Sutires. In two Dialogues. 

| | Pope. 

DIALOGUE I. | 

Fr. Nor twice a twelvemonth you appear in 

print; 

And when it comes, the Court ſee nothing in't. 

You grow correct, that once with rapture writ; 

And are, befides, too moral for a Wit. 

Decay of parts, alas l we all muſt feel 

Why now, this moment, don 't I ſee you fteal ? 

Tis all from Horace; Horace, long before ye, 

Said, Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a 
6G Torys” 5 

And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 

Jo laugh at Fools who put their truſt in Peter.” 

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice ; 

Bubo obſerves, he laſh d no fort of Vice: 

Horace would ſay, Sir Billy rv d the Crown, 

Blunt could dh &y/inefs, H-ggins knew the town ; 

In Sappho touch the Failings of the Ser, 

In rev'rend Biſhops note ſome ſmall negleds ; 


A man fo poor would live without a place: 

But fure no flatute in his favour ſays, 

How free or frugal I ſhall paſs my days; 

IJ. who at ſome times ſpend, at others {pare, 

Divided between careleſſneſo and care. 

*T is one thing madly to diſperſe my ſtore; 

Another, not to heed to treaſure more; 

Glad, like a boy, to ſnatch the firſt good day, 

And pleas'd if ſordid want be far away. 
What is t to me (a paſſenger, God wot) 

Whether my veſſel be firſt- rate or not? 

The ſhip irtelf may make a better figure, 

But I that fail am neither lefs nor bigger; 

I neither firut with ev'ry fav'ring breath, 

Nor ftrive with all the tempeſt in my tecth ; 

In pow'r, wit, figure, virtue, fortune plac'd” - 

Behind the foremoſt, and before the laſt. 
But why all this of avarice? I have none.“ 

I wiſh you joy, Sir, of a tyrant gone; 

But docs no other lord it at this hour, 

As wild and mad—the avarice of pow'r ? 

Does neither rage ieflame, nor frar appall ? 


Not the black fear of death, that ſaddens all? 


And own the Spaniard did a wg gl thing, 
Who cropp d our cars, and ſent them to the King. 
' His fly, polite, inſinuating ſtyle 
| Could pleaſe at Court, and make Auguſtus ſmile: 
An artful manager, that crept between 

His friend and ſhame, and was a kind of ſcreen. 
But, faith, your very friends will ſoon be fore; 
| Patrio{s there are who wiſh you d jeſt no more 
And where 's the Glory: twill be only thought 
The great man ut rer offer'd you a groat. 
Go ice Rir Robert 
| P. See Sir Robert !—hum— 
And never laugh for all my life to come? 
Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pl-afure, ill exchang d for Power; 
Seen him, uncumber'd with a venal tribe, 
Smile without art, and win without a bribe. 
Would he oblige me? let me only find 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come—t all I laugh he laughs, no doubt; 
The only diff rence is—I dare laugh our. 

F. Why yes, with Scriþ/zre ſtill you may be free; 
A horſe- laugh, if you pleaſe, at Honeſty ; | 


A Joke 
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A Joke on JEKYL, or ſome odd Old Vis, 
Who never chang'd his principle, or ig; 

A patriot is a fool in ev'ry age, 

Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the ſtage: 


Theſe nothing hurts; they Keep their faſhion fill. | 


And wear their ſtrange old virtue, as they will 

If any aſk you, Who's the man, fo near 
« His prince, that writes in verſe, and has his ear? 
Why anſwer, Lyttelton; and I *I! engsge 
The worthy youth fhall ne'er be in a rage: 

But were his verſes vile, his whiſper baſe, 

You 'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's cafe, 
Scjanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt Fleury; 

But well may put ſome Rateſmen in a fury. 

Laugh then at any but at fools or foes; : 
Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thoſe, 
Laugh - your friends; and, if your friends are 

ore, | 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 
To vice and folly to confine the jeſt, 
Sets half the world, God knows, againſt the reſt ; 
Did not the ſneer of more impartial men 
At ſenſe and virtue balance all again. 
Judicious wits ſpread wide the ridicule, 
And charitably comfort knave and fool. 
P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of youth: 
Adieu, diſtinction, ſatire, warmth, and truth! 
Come, harmleſs characters that no one hit; 
Come, Henley's oratory, Oſborne's wit ! 
The honey dropping from Favonio's tongue, 
The flow'rs of Bubo, and the flow of Ing! 
The gracious dew of pulpit cloquence, 
And all the well-whipp'd cream of courtly ſenſe, 
The firſt was H—vy's, F—'s next, and then 
The S—te's, and then H—vy's once again. 
O come, that eaſy, Ciceronian ſtyle, 
So Latin, yet fo Engliſh all the while, 
As, tho' the pride of Middleton and Bland, 
All boys may read, and girls may underſtand ! 
Then might I fing, without the leaſt offence, 
And all I ſung ſnould be the Nation's Senſe z 
Or teach the melancholy Muſe to mourn, 
Hang the fad verſe on Carolina's urn, 
And hail her paſſage to the Realms of Reſt, 
All parts perform'd, and al her children bleſt ! 
So Satire is no more feel it die 
No Gazetteer more innocent than 1 
And let, a-God's name, ev'ry fool and knave 
Be grac'd thro' life, and flatter'd in his grave. 

F. Why ſo ? if Satire knows its time and place, 
You ſtill may laſh the greateſt — in diſgrace: 
For merit will by turns forſake them all; 
Would you know when ? exactly when they fall. 
But let all ſatire in all changes ſpare 
Immortal S—k, and grave D—re. 

Silent and ſoft as ſaints remov'd to heaven, 

All ties diffolv'd, and ev'ry fin forgiven, 

Theſe may ſome gentle miniſterial wing 

Receive, and place for ever near a King! port, 

There, where no paſſion, pride, or ſhame tranſ- 

Lull'd with the ſweet Nepenthe-of a Court, 

There, where no father's, brother's, friend's diſ- 
race | 


But, paſt the ſenſe of human miſeries, 

All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes; 

No check is known to bluſh, no heart to throb, 

Save when they loſe a queſtion, or a job. 

P. Good Heaven forbid that I ſhould blaſt 
their glory, 

ho know how like Whig Miaiſters to Tory, 

And when three Sov reigns died, could ſcarce be 

Vext, 

Confid'ring what a gracious Prince was next. 

Have I, in ſilevt wonder, feen tuch things 

As pride in Slaves, and av'rice in Kings; 

And at a Peer or Pecreſs ſhall 1 fret, 

ho ſtwrves a ſiſter, or forſwears a debt? 

Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaſt z 

But thall the dignity of Vice be loft ? 

Ye Gods ! ihall Cibber's fon, without rebuke, 

Swear like a Lord, or Rich outwhore a Duke > 

A fav'rite's porter with his maſter vie, | 

Be brib'd as often, and as often lie? | 

Shall Ward draw contracts with a ſtateſman's 


fs it for Bond or Peter (paltry things!) 

To pay their debts, or keep their faith, like kings o 
If Blount difpatch'd himſelf, he play'd the man 
And ſo mayſt thou, illuſtrious Paſſeran ! | 
But ſhall a Printer, weary of his life, 
Learn from their books to hang himſelf and wife? 


This, this, my friend, I cannot, muſt not bear; 


Vice thus abus'd demands a nation's care; 
This calls the church to deprecate our fin, 
And hurls the thunder of the laws on gin. 

Let modeſt Foſter, if he will, excel 
Ten Metropolitans in preaching well; 
A fimple Quaker, or a Quaker's wife, 
Outdo Landaff in doftrine—yea in life; 
Let humble Allen, with an awkward ſhame, _ 
Do good by ſtealth, and bluſh to find it fame. 
Virtue may chooſe the high or low degree, 
'Tis juſt alike to virtue, and to me 
Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 
She's ſtill the ſame belov'd, contented thing. 
Vice is undone if ſhe forgets her birth, 
And ftoops from angels to the dregs of earth: 
But 'tis the Fall degrades her to a whore : 
Let Greatneſs own her, and ſhe s mean no more: 
Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts-confels, 
Chaſte matrons praiſe her, and grave biſhops bleſs ; 
In golden chains the willing world ſhe draws, 
And hers the goſpel is, and hers the laws 
Mounts the tribunal, lifts her ſcarlet head, 
And ſees pale Virtue carted in her ftead. 
Lo ! at the wheels of her triumphal car, 
Old England's genius, rough with many a ſcar, 
Dragg'd in the duſt! his arms hang idly rougd 
His flag inverted trails along the groundi 
Our youth, all liveried o'er with foreign gold, 
Before her dance; behind her, crawl the Old 
Sec thronging millions to the Pagod run, 
And offer country, parent, wife, or fon ! 
Hear her black trumpet thro' the land proclaim, 
That not to be corrupted is the ſhame. 
[n ſoldier, charchman, patriot, man in pow'r, 


Once break their reſt, or ſtir them from their place: 


'Tis av'rice all, ambition is no more ! | 
T 4 | dee 


Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, = will ? [ſkill > 
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See all our nobles begging to be ſlaves ! 

See all our fools afpiring to be knaves! 

The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 
Are what ten thouſand envy and adore : 

All, all look up, with reverential awe, 

At crimes that ſcape or triumph o'er the law; 
While truth, worth, wiſdom, daily they decry : 
% Nothing is ſacræd now but villany.” 


Yer may this verſe (if ſuch a verſe remain) 


Shew there was one who held it in diſdain. 


- DIALCGUE II. 


F. TIs all alibel—Pzxton (Sir) will ſay. 
P. Not yet, my friend | to-morrow, 'faith, ir j 
And for that very cauſe I print to-day. { may, 


How ſhould I fret to mangle ev'ry line, 


In rev'rence to the fins of Th:rty-n:nc / 
Vice with ſuch giant ftrides comes on amain, 


Invention ſtrives to be before in yain ; 


Feign what I will, and paint it e'er fo ſtrong, 
Some riſing g-=1us fins up to my ſong. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty laſh; 
Even Guthry faves half Newgate by a daſh. 
Spare then the perſon, and expoſe the vice. 

P. How, Sir} not damn the ſharper, but the 
Come on then, ſatire! general, unconka'd, ¶ dice? 
Spread thy broad wing, and ſouſe on all the kind. 
Ye ſtateſmen, prieſts, of one religion all ! 

Ye tradeſmen, vile, in army, court, or ball! 
Ye rev'rend Atheiſts F. Scandal! name them; 
| who? 

P. Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 
Who ſtarv d a ſiſter, who forſwore a debt, 

I never nam'd; the town 's enquiring yet. 

F. The pois ning dame, you mean.—P. I don't. 

F. You do. ; 

P. See, now I keep the ſecret, and not you 
The bribing ſtateſman. —F, Hold, too high you go. 

P. The bribd elector.— F. There you ſtoop 

too low, 

P, I faiy would pleaſe you, if I knew with 

_ what; 
Tell me which knave is lawful game, which not? 
Muſt great offenders, once eſcap'd the Crown, 
Like royal harts, be never more run down ? 
Admit your law to ſpare the knight requires, 
As beaſts of nature may we hunt the 'tquires ? 
Suppoſe I cenſure - you know what I mean— 
To ſave a Biſhop, may I name a Dean? 

F. A Dean, Sir? no; his fortune is not made; 
Yeu hurt a man that s riſing in the trade. 

P. If not the tradeſman who ſet up to-day, 
Much leſs the prentice who to-morrow may. 


| Down, down, praud fatire ! tho' a realm be ſpoil d, 


Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Vild; 
Or, if: 2 cnurt or country 's made a job, | 
Go drench a pickpocket, and join the mob. 

But, Sir, 1 beg you (for the love of vice !) 
The matter 's weighty, pray conſider twice; 
Have you leſs pity {or the needy chear, | 
The poor and friendleſz villain, than the great? 
Alas | the ſmal! diſcredit of a bribe 
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Then better ſure it Charity becomes 
To tax Directors, who, thank God, have plums; 
Still better Miniſters ; or, if the thing 
May pinch even there—why lay it on a King. 
F. Stop ! ſtop! | 
P. Muſt ſatire, then, nor riſe nor fall? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all. 
F. Yes, ſtrike that Wild, Il juſtify the blow, 
HP. Strike? why the man was hang 'd ten years 
ago; | 
Vho now that obſolete example fears? 
Even Peter trembles only for his cars. | 
F. What always Peter? Peterthinks you mad; 
You make men deſp rate, if they once are bad: 
Elſe might he take to virtue ſome years hence— 
P. As S—k, if he lives, will love the Prince, 
F. Strange ſpleen to S—k! _ | 
P. Do I wrong the man? 
God knows, I praiſe a Courtier where I can. 
When I confeis, there is who feels for fame, 
And melts to goodneſs, necd I Scarb'row name? 
Plcas'd let me own, in Efber's peaceful grove 
(Where Kent and nature vie for Pelham's love), 
The ſcene, the maſer, op'ning to my view, 
[ fit and dream I ſce my Craggs anew ! 
Even in a Biſhop I can ſpy deſert ; 
Secker is decent, Rundel has a heart: 
Manners with candour are to Benſon given; 
To Berkley ev'ry virtue under Heaven. 
But does the Court a worthy man remove ? 
That inſtant, I declare, he has my love : 
I ſhun his zenith, court his mild decline; 
Thus Somers once and Halifax were mine. 


ft, in the clear ſtill mirrour of retreat, 


I ſiucied Shrew/ury, the wiſe and great; 

Carleton's calm ſenſe and Stanbope's noble flame 

Compar'd, and knew their gea'rous end the fame: 

How pleafing Azterbury's ſofter hour! 

How thin'd the {oul, unconquer'd in the Tow'r? 

How can I Pl” ney, Ch:/erfield forget, 

While Roman ſpirit charms, and attic wit? 

Aigle, the State's whole thunder born to wield, 

And ſhake alike the ſenate and the field : 

Or Wyndham, juſt to freedom and the throne, 

The mafter of our paſſions, and his own : 

Names which I long have lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 

Rank'd with their friends, not number'd with 
their train 

And if yet higher the proud liſt ſhovld end, 

Still let me ſay, No follower, but a friend. 

Yet think not, friendſhip oaly prompts my lays; 
follow Virtue; where ſhe ſhines, I praiſe 
Point ſhe to Prieſt or Elder, Whig or Tory, 

Or round a Quaker's beaver caſt a glory. 
[ never (to my forrow i declare) 
Din d with the Man of Roſs, or my Lord Mayor, 


Some in their choice of friends (nay, look not 


grave : 
Have ſtill a ſecret bias to a knave : 


To find an honeſt man I beat about, 
And love him, court him, praiſe him, in or out. 


F. Then why fo few commended ? 
P. Not fo fierce ; 
Find you the virtue, and I'll find the verſe. 


Book II. 
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But random praiſe—the taſk can ne'er be done: 
Each mother aſks it for her booby ſon, 
Each widow aſks it for the bet of men ; 
For him ſhe weeps, for him the weds again. 
Praiſe cannot ſtoop, like ſatire, to the ground: 
The number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd, 
Enough for half the greateſt of theſe days, 
To 'ſcape my cenſure, not expect my praiſe, 
Are they not rich? what more can they pretend: 
Dare they to hope a poet for their friend— 
What Richelicu wanted, Louis ſcarce could gain ; 
And what young Ammon wiſh'd, but wiſh'd in 
vain ? 
No pow'r the Muſe's friendſhip can command; 
No pow'r, when virtue claims it, can withſtand : 
To Cato, Virgil pay'd one honeſt line; 
O ler my country's friends illumine mine! 
M hat are you thinkiag ? F. Faith, the thought's 
no in; : 
I think your friends are out, and would be in. 
P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 
The way they take is ſtrangely round about. 
F. They too may be corrupted, you Il allow. 
P. 1 only call thoſe knaves who are fo now. 
Js that tco little? Come then, I' comply 
Spirit of Arnall! aid me while I lie. 
Cobham 's a coward, Polwart is a ſlave; 
And Lyttelton a dark, deſigning knave; 
St. John has ever been a wealthy fool 
But let me add, Sir Robert's mighty. dull; 
Has never made a fliend in private life, 
And was, beſides, a tyrant to his wife. 
But pray, when others praiſe him, do I blame? 
Cal] Verres, Wolſey, any odious name? 
Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 
O all-accompliſh'd St. John! deck thy ſhrine? 
What, ſhall each ſpur-gall'd hackney of the day, 
When Paxton gives him double pots and pay; 
Or each new-penfion'd ſycophant, pretend 
To break my windows if 1 treat a friend; 
Then wiſcly plead, to me they meant no hurt; 
But *twas my gueſt at whom they threw the dirt? 
Sure, if I ſpire the Miniſter, no rules 
Of honour bind me not to maul his tools; 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may. be ſaid 
His ſaws arc toothleſs, and his hatchets lead. 
It anger'd Turenne, once upon a day, 
To ſee a footman kick'd that took his pay: _ 
But when he heard th' affront the fellow gave, 
Knew one a man of honour, one a knave; 
The prudent gen'ral turn'd it to a jeſt, 
And begg'd he'd rake the pains to kick the reſt: 
Which not at preſent having time to do [| you ? 
F. Hold, fr, for God's ſake,where's th' affront to 
Againſt your worſhip when had S—k writ ? 
Or P—ge pour'd forth the torrent of his wit? 
Or grant the Bard whoſe diſtich all commend 
(In oro r a ſervant, out of pow'r a friend) 
To W—le guilty of fome venial fin 
What 's that to you, who ne'er was out nor in? 
The Prieſt whoſe flattery bedropp'd the Crown, 
How hurt he you? he only ſtain'd the gown. 
And how did, pray, the florid youth offend, 
Whoſe ſpeech you took, and gave it to a friend? 
SO 
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P. Faith, it imports not much from whom 
it came; f 


Since the whole Houſe did afterwards the ſame. 
Let courtly wits to wits afford ſupply, 
As hog to hog 1n huts of Weſtphaly ; 
f one thro” nature's bounty, or his lord's, 
Has what the frugal dirty foil affords, 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 
As pure a meſs almoſt as it came in ; + 
The bleſſed benefit, not there confin'd, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles cloſe behind : 
From tail to mouth they feed and they carouſe; 
The laſt full fairly gives it to the Hoe. 

F. This filthy fimile, this beaſtly line 
Quite turns my ſtomach— . 

P. So does flatt'ry mine : 

And all your courtly Civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is excrement. 
But hear me farther—Japhet, tis agreed, 
Writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could write or read, 


| In all the Courts of Pindus guiltleſs quite; 


Bur pens can forge, my friend, that cannot 
writez 
And muſt no egg in Japhet's face be thrown, 
Becauſe the deed he forg'd was not my on? 
Muſt never Patriot then declaim at gin, 
Unleſs, good man! he has been fairly in? 
No zealous paſtor blame a failing ſpouſe, 
Without a ſtaring reaſon on his brows ? 
And each blaſphemer quite efcape the rod, 
Becauſe the inſult 's not on man, but God? 
Aſk you what provocation I have had? 
The ſtrong antipathy of good to bad. 
When truth or virtue an affront endures, 
Th affront is mine, my friend, and ſhould be yours. 
Mine, as a foe profeſt to falſe pretence, 
Who think a Coxcomb's honour like his ſenſe ; 
Nine, as a friend to ev'ry worthy mind; 
And mine as man, who feel for all mankind. 
F. You 're ſtrangely proud. 
So odd, my country's ruin makes me grave. } 
Yes, I am proud, I muft be proud, to ſee 
Men not afraid of God afraid of me : 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
Yet touch'd and ſham'd by ridicule alone. 
To all but Heaven-direCted hands denied, 
The Muſe may give thee, but the Gods muſt guide; 
Rev'rent I touch thee ! but with honeſt zeal ; 
To rouſe the watchmen of the public weal, 
To virtue's work provoke the tardy hall, 


P, So proud, I am no flave ; 
So impudent, I own myſelf no knave; 

O ſacred weapon! left for truth's defence 
Sole dread of folly, vice, and infolence ! 


| And goad the Prelate flumb'ring in his ſtall, 


Ye tinſel inſects! whom a court maintains, 
That counts your beauties only by your ſtains, 
Spin all your cobwebs o'er the eye of day ! 

The Muſe's wing ſhall bruſh you all away: 

All his Grace preaches, all his Lordſhip 3 
All that makes ſaints of queens, and gods of kings, 
All, all but truth, drops dead born — the preſs, 
Like the laſt Gazette, or the laſt addreſs. 2 
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When black ambition ſtains a public cauſe, 
A monarch's ſword when mad vain-gory draws, 
Not Waller's wreath can hide the nation's ſcar, 
Nor Boilcau turn the feather to a ſtar. 

Not fo, when diadem d with rays divine, 


Touch d with the flame that breaks frum /7r:we”s 


ſhrine, 
Her prieſteſs Muſe forbids the good to die, 
And opes the temple of Eternity. 
There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 
Than fuch as Anftis caſts into the grave; 
Far other ſtars than and © wear, 
And may deſcend to Mornington from Stair 
(Such as on Hough's unſullied mitre thine, 
Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) ; 
Let Exvy howl,while heaven's whole chorus t:ngs, 
And bark at honour not conferr'd by kings; 
Let Flax ſick ning ſee the incenſe rife, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkics : 
Truth guards the Poet, ſanctifies the line, 


And makes immortal, verſe as mean as mine. 


Yes, the laſt pen for freedom let me draw, 
When truth ſtands trembling on the edge of law; 
Here, laſt of Britons ! let your names be read; 
Are none, none living? let me praiſe the dead, 
And, for that cauſe which made your fathers ſhine, 
Fall by the votes of their degen'sate line. 

F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 
And write next winter more £/ays or: Ma. 


F 22. IMITATIONS or HORACE. Porr. 
EPISTLE VII. 


Imitated in the manner of Dr. S:if7, 
* true, my Lord, I gave my word 

I would be with you, June the third; 
Chang d it to Auguſt; and, in ſhort, 
Have kept it—as you do at Court. 
You humour me when I am ſick, 
Why not when I am ſplenetic? 


In town, what objects could I meet ? 


The ſhops ſhut up in ev'ry firect, 


And fun'rals black'ning all the doors, 


And yet more melancholy whores : 

And what a duſt in ev'ry place? | 
And a thin Court that wants your face, 
And fevers raging up and down, 

And W. and H** both in town ? 

The dog-days are no more the cafe.” 

*T is true, but winter coines apace : 

Then ſouthward let your bard retire, 
Hold out ſome months 'twixt ſun and fire, 
And you ſhall ſce, the firſt warm weather, 
Me and the butterflies together. 

My lord, your favours well I know ; 

"Tis with diſtinction you beftow ; 

And not to ev ry one that comes, 

Juſt as a Scotſman docs his plums. 
Pray, take them, ſir; enough 's a feaſt : 
Eat ſorne, and pocket up the reſt. 
What, rob your boys, thoſe pretty rogues ? 
« No, fir, you'll leave them to the hogs.” 

tus fools with compliments beſiege ye, 

Contriving never to oblige ye. ; 


Scatter your favours on a fop, 
Lngratitude 's the certain crop; | 
And 'tis but juft, I II tell you wherefore, 
You give the things you never care for, 
A wile man always is or ſhould 
Be mighty ready to do good; | 
But makes a di 'rence in his thought 
Betwixt a guinea and a groat, 
Now this I 'I fay; you Il find in me 
A ſafe companion, and a free; 
Burt if you 'd have me always near— 
A word, pray, in your Honour's ear. 
hope it is your refclution | 
To give me back my Conſtitution ! 
The ſprightly wit, the lively eye, 
Th' engaging fmile, the gaiety, 
That laugh'd down many a ſummer ſun, 
And kept you up ſo oft till one; 
And ail that voluntary vein, 
As when Belinda rais'd my ftrain, 
A weazel once made fhitfr to ſlink 
In at a corn-loft thro' a chink; 
But, having amply ſtuff d his ſkin, 
Could not get out as he got in: 
Which one belonging to the houſe 
(Twas not a man, it was a mouſe) 
Obſerving, cried, * You ſcape not fo ; 
Lean as you came, fir, you muſt go.“ 
Sir, you may ſpare your application, 
I 'm no ſuch beaſt, nor his relation ; 
Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm'sd to the throat with Ortolans : 
Extremely ready to refign 
All that may make me none of mine. 
South-ſea ſubſcriptions take who plcaſe, 
Leave me but liberty and ceaſe. 
"Twas what I faid to Craggs and Child, 
ho prais'd my modeſty, and ſmil'd. 
Give me, I cried (enough for me), 
My bread, and independency ! 
So bought an annual rent or two, 
And liv'd—juſt as you fee I do; 
Near fifty, and without a wife, 
[ truſt that ſinking fund, my life. 
Can I retrench ? Yes, mighty well; 
Shrink back to my paternal cell, 
A little houſe, with trees a-row, 
And, like its maſter, very low. 
There died my father, no man's debtor— 


And there I Il die, nor worſe nor better. 
To ſet this matter full before ye, 

Our old friend Swift will tell his ſtory : 
„Harley, the nation's great ſupport,” — 

But you may read it, I top ſhort. 


SATIRE VI. 


I VE often wiſh'd that I had clear, 
For life, fix hundred pounds a-year, 
A handſome houſe to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 

A terrace walk, and half a rood 

Of land ſet out to plant a wood. 


* 
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The foft part imitated in the year 1714 by Dr. 
Swift; the latter part added afterwards. 
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: 


Well, now. I have all this and more, 


I aſk not to inereaſe my ſtore ; 


« But here a grievance ſeems to lie, 

« All this is mine but till 1 die; 

« ] can't but think t would ſound more clever 

« To me, and to my heirs for ever.” 
If 1 ne'er got or loſt a groat 

By any trick, or any fault; 

And if I pray by reaſon's rules, 

And not like forty other fools, 

As thus : „ Vouchſafe, O gracious Maker! 

« To grant me this and t' other acre ; 

„Or, if it be thy will and pleaſure, 

Direct my plough to find a treaſure; 

But only what my ſtation fits, 

And to be kept in my right wits: 

« Preſerve, Almighty Providence 

« Juſt what you gave me, competence: 

And let me in theſe ſhades compoſe 

something in verſe as true as proſe; 

© Remov'd from all th' ambitious ſcene, 

Nor puff 'd by pride, nor ſunk by ſpleen.” 

In ſhort, I'm perfectly content, 

Let me but live on this fide Trent; 

Nor croſs the Channel twice a year, 

To ſpend ſix months with ſtateſmen here. 
muſt by all means come to town, 

'Tis for the ſervice of the crown. 

« Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe; 

© Send for him up, take no excuſe. 

The toil, the danger of the ſeas, 

Great Minifters ne'er think of theſe z 

Or let it coſt five hundred pound, 

No matter where the money 's found; 

It is but fo much more in debt, 

And that they ne'er conſider'd yet. | 
Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 

Let my Eord know you re come to town,” 

I hurry me in haſte away, : 

Not thinking it is levee-day ; 

And find his Honour in a pound, 


Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 


Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green; 


How ſhould 1 thruſt myſelf between ? 


Some wag obſerves me thus perplex'd, 
And, ſmiling, whiſpers to the next, | 
„thought the Dean had been too proud 
© To joftle here among a crowd.” 
Another, in a ſurly fit, 
Tells me I have more zeal than wit : 
© So eager to expreſs your love, 
« You ne'er coafider whom you ſhove, 
« But rvdely preſs before a Duke. 
I own I 'm pteas'd with this rebuke, 
And take it kindly meant to ſhew 
What 1 deſire the world ſhould know. 
I get a whiſper, and withdraw 
When twenty tools I never faw 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 
Deſiring 1 would ſtand their friend. 
This humbly offers me his caſe, 
That hes my int'reſt for a place: 
A hundred other men's affairs, 
Like becs, are humming in my cars. 
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To- morrow my appeal comes on; 
Without your help the cauſe is gone 
The Duke expects my Lord and you, 
About ſome great affairs, at two 


Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, 
Jo get my warrant quickly fign'd : 


© Conſider, 'tis my firſt requeſt.” 

Be ſatisfied, I Il do my beſt : 

Then prefently he falls to teaſe, 

« You may for certain, if you pleaſe; 


| © I doubt not, if his Lordſhip knew— 


And, Mr. Dean, one word from you 

"Tis (let me fee) three years and more 
(October next it will be four) 

Since Harley bid me firſt attend, 

And choſe me for a humble friend; 
Would take me in his coach to chart, 

And queſtion me of this and that; 

As, What's o'clock ?” and, How 's the wind? 
© Whoſe chariot 's that we left behind? 

Or gravely try to read the lines 

Writ underneath the country figns ; 

Or, Have you nothing new to-day 
From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay ?” 
Such rattle often entertains | 

My Lord and me as far as Stains ; 

As once a week we travel down 

Lo Windfor, and again to Town, 

Where all that paſſes inter nos | 
Might be proclaim'd at Charing-Croſs. 

Yet ſome I know with envy ſwell, 
Becauſe they ſee me us'd fo well: | 
„How think you of our friend the Dean? 
I wonder what ſome people mean; 
„My Lord and he are grown ſo great, 
Always together *#te-a-tfte ; 

„What, they admire him for his jokes 
« See but the fortune of ſome folks! 
There flies about a ſtrange report 

Of ſome expreſs arriv'd at Court: 


I'm ſtopp'd by all the fools I meer, 


And catechis'd in ev'ry ſtreet, 

« You, Mr. Dean, frequent the Great; 
Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 

Or do the prints and papers lie?“ 

'Faith, Sir, you Know as much as I. 

„Ah, Doctor, how you love to jeſt ! 

« "is now no ſecret” ] proteſt 

'Tis one to me -“ Then tell us, pray, 
„When are the troops to have their pay? 
And, tho' I ſolemnly declare 


I know no more than my Lord Mayor, 


They ſtand amaz'd, and think me grown 
The cloſeſt mortal ever known, 
Thus, in a ſea of folly toſt, 
My choiceſt hours of life are loſt ; 
Yet always wiſhing to retreat, 
Oh, could I fee my country ſeat ! 
There, leaning near a gentle brook, 
Sleep, or peruſe ſome ancient book; 
And there in ſweet oblivion drown + | 
Thoſe cares that haunt the court and town. 
Oh charming noons, and nights divine! 


Or when I ſup, or when I dine, 


My 
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My friends above, my folks below, 
Charting and laughing all a- row, 
The beans and bacon ſet before em, 
The grace - cup ſerv'd with all decorum: 
Each willing to be pleas d, and pleaſe, 
And even the very dogs at eaſe! 

Here no man prates of idle things, 
How this or that Italian ſings, 


A neighbour's madneſs, or his ſpouſe's, 


Or what's in either of the houſes : 

But ſomething much more our concern, 
And quite a ſcandal not to learn : 
Which is the happier, or the wiſer, 

A man of merit, or a miſer ? 

Whether we ought to chooſe our friends 
For their own worth, or our own ends ? 
What good, or better, we may call, 
And what, the very beſt of all? 


Our friend Dan Prior told (you know) 


A tale extremely à propos : 

Name a town life, and in a trice 

He had a ftory of two mice. 

Once on a time, fo runs the fable, 

A country mouſe, right hoſpitable, 
Receiv'd a town mouſe at his board, 
Juſt as a farmer might a lord. 

A frugal mouſe upon the whole, 
Yet luv'd his friend, and had a foul : 


Knew what was handſome, and would do 't, 


On juſt occaſion, coute gui coute. | 
He brought him bacon (nothing lean), 


Pudding that might have pleas d a dean; 


Cheeſe, ſuch as men in Suffolk make, 


But wilh'd it Stilton for his fake ; 


Yet, to his gueſt tho“ no way ſparing, 
He ate himſelf the rind and paring. 
Our courtier ſcarce would touch a bit, 
But ſhew'd his breeding and his wit; 
He did his beſt to ſeem to cat, 


And cried: © I vow you re mighty neat. 
« But, Lord! my friend, this ſavage ſcene ! 
« For God's ſake, come and live with mca : 


« Conſider, mice like men muſt dic, 


% Both ſmall and great, both you and I : 


« Then ſpend your life in joy and ſport. 
« This doctrine, friend, I learn'd at court. 


The verieſt hermit in the nation 


May yield, God knows, to ſtrong temptation. 


Away they come, thro thick and thin, 
To a tall houſe near Lincoln's-Inn : 
*T was on the night of a debate, 
When all their lordſhips had fat late. 


Behold the place where, if a poet 


Shin'd in deſcription, he might ſhew it; 
Tell how the moon-beam trembling falls, 


And tips with filver all the walls; 
Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 
Groteſco roofs, and ſtucco floors ; 
But let it, in a word, be ſaid, | 
The moon was vp, and men a-bed, 
The napkins white, the carpet red : 


The gueſts withdrawn had left the treat, 


And down the mice ſat, ete-d-iete. 
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Our courtier walks from diſh to diſh, 
Taſtes for his friend of fowl and fiſh; 
Tells all their names, lays down the law, 
«© Ore ga eff bon ! Ab, goutez ga! 

„That jelly 's rich, this malmſey healing; 
% Pray dip your whiſkers and your tail in.“ 
Was ever ſuch a happy ſwain? 

He ſtuffs and ſwills; and ſtuils again. 


I 'm quite aſham'd - tis mighty rude 


To eat fo much—hut all 's fo good 
J have a thouſand thanks to give 
„% My Lord alone knows how to live.” 
No ſooner ſaid, but from the hall 


1 Ruth chaplain, butler, dogs and all: 


« Arat! a rat! clap-to the door. 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor ! 

O for the heart of Homer's mice, 

Or gods, to ſave them in a trice ! 

(It was by Providence, they think, 

For your damn'd ſtucco has no chink.) 

« An't pleaſe your Honour,” quoth the peaſant, 
*« This {ame deſſert is not fo pleaſant : 

„Give me again my hollow tree, 

“A cruſt of bread, and liberty!“ 


ODE 1. BOOK IV, 


To Venus. 


AGAIN? new tumults in my breaſt ? 

Ah ſpare me, Venus] let me, let me reſt ! 
I am not now, alas! the man 

As in the gentle reign of my queen Anne, 
Ah found no more thy ſoft alarms, 

Nor circle fober fifty with thy charms! 
Mother too fierce of dear defires ! 


wt 


Turn, turn, to willing hearts your wanton fires, 


To number five direct your doves, loves; 

There ſpread round Murray all your blooming 
Noble and young, who ſtrikes the heart 

With ev'ry ſprightly, ev'ry decent, part; 
Equal, the injur'd to defend, 

To charm the miſtreſs, or to fix the friend. 
He, with a hundred arts refin'd, | 

Shall ftretch thy conqueſts over half the kind: 
To him each rival ſhall ſubmit, 

Make but his riches equal to his wit. 
Then ſhall thy form the marble grace 

(Thy Grecian form), and Chloe lend the face : 
His houſe emboſom'd in the grove, 

Sacred to ſocial life and ſocial love, 
Shall glitter o'er the pendant green, 

Where Thames reflects the viſionary ſcene : 
Thither the filver-ſounding lyres 

Shall call the ſmiling loves and young deſires : 
There ev'ry grace and muſe ſhall throng, - 

Exalt the dance, or animate the ſong ; 
There youths and nymphs, in concert gay, 

Shall hail the riſing, cloſe the parting day. 
With me, alas! thole joys are o'er; 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no more. 
Adieu, fond hope of mutual fire 

The ſtill-believing, ſtill- renew'd deſire; 
Adieu, the heart- expanding bowl! 

And all the kind deceivers of the ſoul ! 
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Book II. 
But why? ah tell me, ah, too dear! 

Steals down my cheek th' involuntary tear? 
Why words ſo flowing, thoughts to free, 

Stop, or turn nonſenſe, at one glance of thee ? 
Thee, dreſt in. fancy's airy beam, 

Abſent I follow thro' th' extended dream; 
Now, now I ceaſe, I claſp thy charms, 

And now you burſt (ah cruel !) from my arms; 
And ſwiftly ſkoot along the Mall, 

Or ſoftly glide by the Canal ; 
Now ſhewn by Cynthia's filver ray, 


And now on rolling waters ſnatch'd away. 


Part of the Ninth Ode of the Fourth Book. 
A FRAGMENT. | 


LEST you ſhould think that verſe ſhall die, 
Which ſounds the ſilver Thames along, 
Taught on the wings of truth to fly, 
Above the reach of vulgar ſong 


Tho' daring Milton fits ſublime, 
In Spenſer native muſes play; 

Nor yet ſhall Waller yield to time, 
Nor penſive Cowley 's moral lay. 


Sages and chiefs long fince had birth, 
Ere Cæſar was, or Newton nam'd ; 
Thiele rais'd new empires o'er the carth, 
And thoſe new heavens and ſyſtems fram'd. 
Vain was the chief's, the ſage's pride ! 
They had no poet, and they dicd 
In vain they ſchem'd, in vain they bled! 


They had no poet, and are dead. 


623: A Panepyric to my Lord Protector, of the 
preſent Greatneſs, and joint Intereſt, of bis 
Highneſs and this Nation. WALLER. 


HILE with a ſtrong, and yet a gentle hand, 
You bridle faction, and our hearts command; 
Protect us from ourſelves, and from the foe ; 
Make us unite, and make us conquer too : 
Let partial ſpirits ſtill aloud;complain, 
Thiak themſelves injur'd that they cannot reign; 
And own no liberty, but where they may 
Without controul upon their fellows prey. 


Above the waves as Neptune ſhew'd his face 


Jo chide the winds, and fave the Trojan race, 


So has your Highneſs, rais'd above the reſt, 
Storms of ambition, tofling us, repreſs d. 


Your drooping country, torn with civil hate, 


Reftor'd by you, is made a glorious ſtate; 
The ſeat of empire, where the Iriſh, come, 
And the unwilling Scots, to fetch their doom. 


The ſea 's our own : and now all nations greet, 
With bending fails, cach veſſel of our fleet: 
Your pow'r extends as far as winds can blow, 
Or ſwelling ſails upon the globe may go. 


Heaven (that hath plac'd this iſland to give law, 
To balance Europe, and her ſtates to awe) 
In this conjunction doth on Britain ſmile ; 


The greateſt Leader, and the greateſt Ile! 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| 


Whether this portion of the world were rent 
By the rude ocean from the continent, 

Or thus created; it was ſure deſign'd 

To be the ſacred refuge of mankind. 


| Hither th' oppreſſed ſhall henceforth reſort, 


Juſtice to crave, and ſuccour, at your court; 
And then your Highneſs, not for ours alone, 
But for the world's Protector ſhall be Known. 
Fame, ſwifter than your winged navy, flies 
Through ev'ry land that near the ocean lies; 


Sounding your name, and telling dreadful news 


To all that piracy and rapine ve. 


With ſuch a Chief the meaneſt nation bleſt, 
Might hope to lift her head above the reſt; 
What may be thought impollible to do 
By us, embraced by the Sea and You ? 


Lords of the world's great waſte, the ocean, we 
Whole foreſts ſend to reign upon the ſea 
And ev'ry coaſt may trouble or relieve ; 


| But none can viſit us without your leave. 


Angels and we have this prerogative, 

That none can at our happy ſeats arrive 
While we deſcend at pleaſure to invade 

The bad with vengeance, and the good to aid, 


Our little world, the image of the great, 

Like that, amidſt the boundleſs ocean ſer, 

Of her own growth hath all that nature craves ; 
And all that's rare, as tribute from the waves.- 


As Egypt does not on the clouds rely, 

But to the Nile owes more than to the {kv ; 

So what our earth, and what our heaven, deuics, 
Our ever-conſtant friend, the ſea, ſupplies. 


The raſte of hot Arabia's ſpice we know, 


Without the worm, in Perſian ſilks we ſhe; . 
And, without planting, drink of ev'ry vine. 


To dig for wealth we weary not our limbs; 


Gold, though rhe heavieſt metal, hither ſwims : 


Ours is the harveft where the Indians mow ; 
We plough the deep, and reap what others ſow. 


Things of the nobleſt Kind our own foil breeds; 
Stout are our men, and warlike are our ſteeds: 


Rome, tho' her eagle thro' the world had flown, 


Could never make this ifland all her own. 


Here the third Edward, and the Black Prince too, 
France-conqu'ring Henry, flouriſh'd; and now Y ouz 


For whom we ſtay'd, as did the Grecian ſtate, 
Till Alexander came to urge their fate. 


When for more worlds the Macedonian cried, 


He wiſt not Thetis in her lap did hide 
Another yet; a world reſecy d for you 
To make more great than that he did ſubdue. 


He ſafely might old troops to battle lead, 
Againſt th' unwarlike Perſian and the Mede; 
Whoſe haſty flight did, from a bloodleſs field, 
More ſpoils than honour to the victor yield. 


A race unconquer'd, by their clime made bold, 
The Caledonians, arm'd with want and cold, 
Have, by a fate indulgent o your fame, 


Been from all ages Kept for you to tame. 


Whom 


Free from the ſcorching fun that makes it grow; 


— 
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Whom the old Roman wall fo ill confin'd, 
With a new cham of garriſons you bind : 

Here foreign gold no more ſhall make them come; 
Our Englith iron holds them faſt at home. 


They, that henceforth muſt be content to know 
No warmer region than their hills of ſnow, 
May blame the ſun ; but muſt extol your Grace, 


Which in our ſenate hath allow'd them place. 


Preferr'd by conqueſt, happily o'erthrown, 
Falling they riſe, to be with us made one : 
So kind dictators made, when they came home, 


Their vanquiſh d foes free citizens of Rome. 


Like favonr find the Iriſh, with like fate, 
Advanc'd to be a portion of our fiate 

While by your valour, and your bountcous mind, 
Nations divided by the fea are join'd. 


Holland, to gain your friendſhip, is content 
o be our out-guard on the Continent : 

She from her fellow provinces would go, 

Rather than hazard to have you her foe. 


In our late fight, when cannons did diffuſe, 
Preventing poſts, the terror and the news ; 
Our neighbour princes trembled at their rear : 
But our conjunction makes them tremble more. 


Your never-failing {word made war to ccaſe; 

And now you heal us with the acts of peace: 

Our minds with bounty and with awe engage, 
Invite affection, and reſtrain our rage. 


Leſs pleaſure take brave minds in battles won, 
Than in reſtoring ſuch as are undonc: 
Tigers have courage, and the rugged bear; 
But man alone can whom he conquers ſparc. 


To pardon willing, and to puniſh loth, 
You ſtrike with one hand, but you heal with both: 
Lifting vp all that proſtrate lie, you grieve 

You cannot make the dead again to live. 


When fate or error had our age miſled, 

And o er this nation fuch confuſion ſpread ; 

The only cure which could from heaven come 
own, 

Was fo much pow'r and piety in one ! 


One, whoſe extraction fram an ancient line 
ives hope again that well-born men may thine : 
he meaneſt, in your nature mild and good; 
The noble, reſt ſecured in your blood. 


Oft have we wonder d, how you hid in peace 


A mind jon'd to fuch things as thete; 
How ſuch a ruling fp'rit you could reſtrain, 
And practiſe firſt over yourſelf to reign. 

Your private life did a juſt pattern give, 

How —— huſbands, pious ſons, ſhould live; 
Born to command, your princely virtues ſlept, 
Like humble David's, while the flock. he kept. 


But when your troubled country call'd you forth, 
Your flaming courage and your matchleſs worth, 
Dazzling the eyes of all that did pretend, 


To fierce contention gave a profp'rous end. 

Still as you riſe, the ſtate, exalted too, 

Finds no diſtemper while tis chang'd by you ; | 
. "th - 
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Had you, ſome ages paſt, this race of glory 


Run, with amazement we ſhould read your (tory ; 


But living virtue, all achievements paſt, 
Meets envy ftill to grapple with at laft. 


This Czfar found; and that ungrateful age, 


| With loſing bim, went back to blood and rage: 


Miſtaken Brutus thought to break their yoke, 
Bur cut the bond of union with that ſtroke. 


That ſun once ſet, a thouſand meancr ſtars 
Gave a dim light to violence and wars; 

To ſuch a tempeſt as now threatens all, 

Did not your mighty arm prevent the fall. 


If Rome's great ſenate could not wield that ſword, 
Winch of the conquer d world had made them 

lo:d, | [ yew, 
What hope had ours, while yet their pow'r was 
To rule victorious armies, but by you? 


You, that had taught them to ſubdue their focs, 
Could order teach, and their high ſp'rits compoſe: 
To ev'ry duty could their minds engage, 


So, when a lion ſhakes his dreadful mane, 
And angry grows, if he that firſt took pain 
To tame his youth, approach the haughty bcaſt, 
He bends to him, but frights away the reſt. 


As the vex'd world, to find repoſe, at laſt 
[tfelf into Augaſtus' arms did caſt ; 

So England now does, with like toil oppreſt, 
Her weary head upon your boſom reſt, 
Then let the Muſes with ſuch notes as theſe 
Inftruct us what belongs unto our pcace ! 
Your battles they hereafter ſhall indite, 

And draw the image of our Mars in fight; 


Tell of towns ſtorm'd, of armies over-run, 

And mighty kingdoms by your conduct won: 

How, while you thunder d, clouds of duſt did 
choke. 


Contending troops, and ſexs lay hid in ſmoke. 


THuftrious acts high raptures do infuſe, 
And ev'ry conqueror creates a Muſe : 


Here in low ſtrains your milder deeds we ſing ; 


But there, my Lord! we 'll bays and olive bring 


To crown your head; while you in triumph ride 
Der vanquith'd nations, and the fea beſide ; 


While all your ncighbovur-princes unto you, 


Lie Joſeph's ſheaves, pay reverence and bow. 


$ 24. Cooper's Hill. Denuan. 


QURE there are poets which did never dream 


Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the ftream 
Of Helicon ; we therefore may ſuppoſe 
Thoſe made not poets, but the poets thoſe. 
And as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 
So where the Muſes and tacir.train reſort, 
Parnaſſus ſtands; if I can be to thee. 


A pect, thou Parnaſſus art to me, 


Nor 
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Chang'd like the world's great ſcene! when with- 
out noiſe EW 
The riſing ſun night 's vulgar lights deſtroys. 


Provoke their courage, and command their rage. 
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Now ſhalt thou ſtand, tho' ſword, or time, or fire, 


Secure whilſt thee the beſt of poets ſings, 


Wich tuch an eafy and unforc'd aſcent, 


The gods' great mother, when her heav'nly race 
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Nor wonder, if (advartag'd in my flight 

By taking wing from thy auſpicious height) 
Through untrac'd ways and airy paths 1 fly, 
More boundleſs in my fancy than my eye: 

My eye, which ſwift as thought contracts the ſpace 
That lies between, and firſt ſalutes the place 
Crown'd with that ſacred pile, fo vaſt, fo high, 
That whether tis a part of earth or {ky 
Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud - 
Aſpiring mountain, or deſcending cloud, | 
Paul's, the late theme of ſuch a Muſe whoſe flight 
Has bravely reach'd and ſoar'd above thy hcight : 


Or zeal more fierce than they, thy fall conſpire ; 


Preſerv'd from ruin by the beſt of kings. 

Under his proud ſurvey the city lies, 

And, like a miſt, beneath a hill doth riſe ; 
Whoſe ſtate and wealth, the buſineſs and the crowd, 
Seem at this diſtance but a darker cloud; 
And is, to him who rightly things efteems, 

No other in effect than what it ſeems : | 
Where, with like haſte, tho' ſeveral ways they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone ; 

While loxury and wealth, like war and peace, 
Are each the other's ruin and increaſe ; 

As rivers loſt in ſeas ſome ſecret vein 

Thence reconveys, there to be loſt again. 

Oh happineſs of ſweet retir'd content ! 


(Like him in birth. thou ſhould be like in fame, 
As thine his fate, if mine had been bis flame) 
But whoſoc'er ir was, Nature defign'd 

Firſt a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 
Not to recount thoſe fev'ral kings, to whom 

It gave a cradle, or to whom a tomb; 

But thee, great Edward, and thy greater ſon , 
( Phe lilies which his father wore he won), 
And thy Bellona t, who the conſort came 

Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, 

She to thy triumph led one captive king 8. 

And brought that fon which-did the ſecond bringyh, 
Then didft thou found that order (whether love 
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move, 

Each was a noble cauſe, and nothing leſs 

Than the defign has been the great lucceſs), 
Which foreign kings and emperors eſteem 

The ſecond honour to their diadem. 

Had thy great deſtiny but given thee {kill 

To know, as well as pow'r to act, her will; 
That from thoſe kings, whothen thy captives were, 
In after-times ſhould fpring a royal pair, 

Who ſhould poſſefs all that thy mighty power, 
Or thy deſires more mighty, did devour; 

Po whom their better — reſerves whate'er | 
The victor hopes for, or the vanquiſh'd fear; 
Lhat blood ich thou and thy great grandſireſhed, 
And all that ſince theſe ſiſter nations bled, 

Had been unſpilt, bad happy Edward known 


To be at once ſecure and innocent. 

Windforthe next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 
Beauty with ftrength) above the valley ſwells 
Into my eye, and doth itſelf preſent | 


That no ſtupendous precipice denies 

Acceſs, no horror turns away our eyes; 

But fuch a rife as doth at once invite 

A plezfure and a rev'rence from the fight. 

Thy mighty maſter's emblem, in whole face 

Sat mecknels, heighten'd with majeſtic grace; 
Suck ſeems thy gentle height, made only proud 
To be the baſis of that pompous load, 

Than which a nobler weight no mountain bears, 
But Atlas only which ſupports the ſpheres. 
When Nature's hand this ground did thus advance, 
Twas guided by a wiſer pow'r than Chance; 
Mark'd out for ſuch an uſe, as if 'twere meant 
1” invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we chooſe 


That all the blood he ſpilt had been his own. 
When he that patron choſe, in whom are join'd 
Soldier and martyr, and his arms confin'd 
Within the azure circle, he did ſeem 

But to foretel and propheſy of him 

Who to his realms that azure round hath join'd, 
Which Nature for their bound at firſt deſign d; 
That bound which to the world's extremeſt ends, 
Endlets itſelf, its liquid arms extends. 


| Nor doth he need thoſe emblems which we paint, 


But is himſelf the ſoldier and the faint. 

Here ſhonld my wonder dwell, and here my praiſe, 
But my fix'd thoughts my wand ring eye betrays, 
Viewing a neighb'ring hill, whoſe top of late 

A chapel crown'd, till in the common fate. 

Fh' adjoining abbey fell (may no ſuch ſtorm 
Fall on our times, where ruin muſt reform 1). 
Tell me, my Muſe, what monſtrous dire offence, 
What crime, could any Chriſtian king incenſe 
To ſuch a rage? Was t luxury, or luſt ? 


Folly or blindneſs only could re fuſe. Was he fo temperate, ſo chaſte, ſo juſt? [more: 


A crown of ſuch majeſtic tow'rs doth grace 


Do homage to her ; yet ſhe cannot boaſt, 

Among that numerous and celeſtial hoſt, | 
More heroes than can Windſor ; nor doth Fame's 
Immortal book record more noble names. 

Not to look back fo far, to whom this iſle 

Owes the firſt glory of fo brave a pile, 

Whether to Cæſar, Albanact, or Brute, 

The Britiſh Arthur, or the Daniſh Cnute, 
(Though this of old no leſs conteſt did move, 


Were theſe their crimes? They were his own much 
But wealth is crime enough to him that's poor; 
Who, having ſpent the treaſures of his crown, 
Condemns their luxury to feed his own. 

And yet this act, to varniſh o'er the ſhame 

Of facriiege, muſt bear Devotion's name. 

No crime ſo bold but would be underſtood 

A real, or at leaſt a ſeeming, good. 

Who fears not to do ill yet fears the name, 

And, free from conſcience, is a ſlave to fame: 


Than when for Homer's birth ſeven cities trove), | 
* Mr, Waller. 


+ Edward III. and the Black Prince. 
& The kings of France and Scotland, 


Thus he the church at once protects and ſpoils : 
But princes' ſwords are ſharper than their ſty les. 


+ Queen Philippa. 
And 
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And thus to th' ages paſt he makes amends, 
Their charity deſtroys, their faith defends, 
Then did religion in a lazy cell, 

In empty airy contemplations dwell ; 


And, like the block, unmoved lay: but ours, 


As much too active, like the ſtork devours. 
Is chere no temperate region can be known ' 
Berwixr their frigid and our torrid zone ? 


Could we not wake from that lethargic dream, 


But to be reſtleſs in a worſe extreme; 
And for that lethargy was there no cure, 
Bur to be caſt into a calenture ? 


Can knowledge have no bound, but muſt advance 


So far, to make us with for ignorance ; 
And father in the dark to grope our way, 
Than led by a falſe guide to err by day ? 


Who fees theſe diſmal heaps, but would demand 


hat barbarous invader fack'd the land? 


But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 


This deſolation, but a Chriſtian king; 

When nothing but the name of zeal appeais 
Twixt our beſt actions and the u orſt of theirs; 
What does he think our facrilege would ſpare, 
When ſuch th' eſſects of our devotions are? 


Parting from thence twixt anger, ſhame, and fear, 
Thoſe for what 's paſt, and this for what 's too near, 


My eye, deſcending from the hill, ſurveys 


Where Thames among the wanton valleys ſtrays. 


Thames, the moſt lov'd of all the Occan's ſons 
By his old fire, to his embraces runs; 
Haſting to pay his tribute to the ſca, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 


Tho' with thoſe ſtreams he no reſcmblance bold, 


Whoſe foam is amber, aud their gravel gold; 
His genuine and lefs guilty wealth t' explore, 
Search not his bottom, bur ſurvey his ſhore ; 


Oer which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious wing, 


And hatches plemy for th' enſuing ſpring : 
Nor then deſtroys it with too fond a Ray, 
Like mothers who their infants overlay ; 
Nor with a ſudden and imperuous wave, 


Like profuſe kings, reſumes the wealth he gave. 


No unexpected inundations ſpoil 


The mower's hopes, or mock the plowman's toil: 


But godlike his uawearied bounty flows ; 
Firſt loves to do, then loves the good he does, 
Nor are his bleſſings to his banks confin'd, 
But free and common, as the fea or uind; 
When he, to boaſt or 10 diſperſe his ſtorcs, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful tho:es, 
Viſits the world, and in his flying towers 


Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
Finds wealth where tis, beftows it where it wants, 


Cities in deſerts, woods in cities, plants. 

So that to us no thing, no place is ſtrange, 
While his fair boſom is the world's exchange. 
O could I flow like thee, and make thy ſtreain 
My great example, as it is my theme! 

Tho' deep, yet clear ; tho gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o'erflowing full. 
Heaven her Eridanus no more ſhall boait, 


Whoſe fame in thine, like K fler cui rent, 's loſt, 
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Thy nobler ſtreams ſhall viſit Jove's abodes, 

Lo thine among the ſtars , and bathe the gods. 
Here nature, whether more intent to pleate 

Us for herſelf, with ſtrange varieties 

(For things of wonder give no leſs delight 

Uo the wife Maker's than beholder's ſiglit: 
Tho' thefe delights from ſev'ral cauſes move; 
For fo our children, thus our friends we love), 
Wiſely ſhe Knew, the harmony of things, + 
As well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings. 
Such was the diſcord which did firſt diſperſe 
Form, order, beauty, through the univerle ; 
While dryneſs moiſture, coldneſs heat reſiſts, 
All that we have, and that we are, ſubſiſts. 
While the ſteep horrid roughneſs of the wood 
Strives with the gentle calinneſs of the flood, 
Such huge extremes when nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence reſults, from thence delight: 
The fiream is ſo tranſparent, pure, and clear, 
That had the ſelf-enamour'd youth gaz'd here, 
So fataily-deceiv'd he had not been, 

While he the bottom, not his face, had ſeen. 
But his proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the clouds; his ſhoulders and his ſides 
A ſhady mantle clothes; his curled brows | 
Frown on the gentle ſtream, which calmly flows; 
While winds and ſtorms his lofty forehead beat, 
The common fate of all that's high or great. 
Low at his foot a ſpacious plain is plac'd, 
Between the mountain and the ſtream embrac'd 
Which ſhade and ſhelter from the hill derives, 
While the kind river wealth and beauty gives; 
And in the mixture of all theſe appears 
Variety, which all the reſt endears. 

This ſcene bad ſome bold Greek or Britiſh bard 
Beneld of old, what ſtories had we heard 

Of fairies, ſatyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 
Their feaſts, their revels, and their am'rous flames! 
Tia ſtill the ſame, although their airy ſhape - 


All but a quick poctic ſight eſcape. 


There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts, 
And thither all the horned hoſt re ſorts 

To graze the ranker mcad, that noble herd, 

On whole ſublime and ſhady fronts is rear d 
Nature's great malter- piccc ; to ſhew how ſoon 
Great things are made, but ſooner are undone. 
Here have I ſecn the King, when preat affairs 
Gave leave to flacken and unbend his cares, 
Attendcd to the chace by all the flow'r 

Of youth, whoſe hopes a nobler prey devour : 
Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would buy, 
And with a foe that would not only fly. 

The ſtag, now conſcious of his fatal growth, 
At once indulgent to his fear and ſloth, 

To ſome dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where nor man's eye nor heaven's ſhould invade 
His foft repoſe ; when th' unexpected ſound 

Of dogs, and men, his wakeful car does wound: 
Rous'd with the noiſe, he ſcarce believes his car, 
Willing to think th' illuſions of his fear 


} Confirms, that more than all his fears is true. 


The Toreſt. 


ö | 28 Betray'd 
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Had given this falſe alarm, but ſtraight his view 


Some 


And 
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Betray'd in all his ſtrengths, the wood beſet 
All inſtruments, all arts of ruin met; 

He calls to mind his ſtrength, and then his ſpeed, 
His winged heels, and thea his armed head; 
With theſe t' avoid, with that his fate to meet: 
But fear prevails, and bids him truſt his feet. 
So faſt he flies, that his reviewing eye 

Has loſt the chaſers, and his ear the & 4, 
Exulting, till he finds their nobler ſenſe 

Their diſproportion'd ſpeed doth recompenſe ; 
Then curſes his conſpiring feet, whoſe ſcent 
Betrays that ſafety which their ſwiftneſs lent. 
Then tries his friends; among the baſer herd, 
Where he ſo lately was obey'd and fear'd, 

His ſafety ſeeks : the herd, unkindly wiſe, 

Or chaſes him from thence, or from him flies; 
Like a declining ſtateſman, left forlorn 

To his friends' pity, and purſuers' ſcorn ; 

With ſhame remembers, while himſelf was one 
Of the ſame herd, himſelf the ſame had done, 
Thence to the coverts and the conſcious groves, 
The ſcenes of his paſt triumphs and his loves; 
Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone 

Prince of the foil, and all the herd his own ; 
And, like a bold knight errant, did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame; 

And taught the woods to echo to the ſtream 
His dreadful challenge and his clathing beam. 
Vet faintly now declines the fatal ſtrife, 

So much his love was dearer than his life. 

Now ev'ry leaf and ev'ry moving breath 
Preſents a foe, and ev'ry foe a death. 

Wearied, forſaken, and purſucd, at laſt 

All ſafety in deſpair of ſafety plac'd, | 
Courage he thence reſumes, reſolv'd to bear 

All their aſſaults, ſince 'tis in vain to fear. 

And now, too late, he wiſhes for the fight 

That ſtrength he waſted in ignoble flight: 

But when he ſees the eager chace renew'd, 
Himſelf by dogs, the dogs by men purſu'd, 
He ſtraight revokes his bold reſolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before; 

Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, 

And doubt a greater miſchief than deſpair. 
Then to the ſtream, when neither friends, nor force, 
Nor ſpced, nor art avail, he ſhapes his courſe; 
Thinks not their rage ſo deſp'rate to eſſay 

An element more mercileſs than they. 

Bur fearleſs they purſue, nor can the food 
Quenchrheir dire thirſt ; alas, they thirſt for blood 
do towards a ſhip the oar-finn'd ges ply, 
Which wanting ſea to ride, or wind to fly, 
Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 
Tempt the laſt fury of extreme deſpair. | 

$9 fares tHe ſtag among th' enraged hounds, 
Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds. 
And as a hero, whom his baſer foes ; 
In troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſe ; 
Though prodigal of life, diſdains to die 

By common hands; but if he can deſcry 

Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 

Aud begs his fate, and then contented falls: 


* . 


| Here was that charter ſeal'd, wherein the crown 


Not thank'd, but ſcorn'd ; nor are they gifts, but 


| The huſbandmen with high-rais'd banks ſecure 
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So when the king a mortal ſhaft lets fly 

From his unerring hand, then glad to die, 

Proud of the wound, to it refigns his blood, 

And ſtains the cryſtal with a purple flood. 

This a more innocent and happy chace, 3 
Than when of old, but in the ſelf-ſame place, 

Fair Liberty purſued , and meant a prey | 
To lawleſs pow'r, here turn'd and ſtood at bay. 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 

Which was, or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt, 


All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down: 
Tyrant and ſlave, thoſe names of hate and fear, 
The happier ſtyle of king and ſubject bear: 
Happy, when both to the ſame centre move, 
When kings give liberty, and ſubjects love. 
Therefore not long in force this charter ſtood ; 
Wanting that ſeal, it muſt be ſeal'd in blood. 
The ſubjects arm'd, the more their princes gave, 
Th' advantage only took the more to crave ; 
Till kings by giving give themſelves away, 
And ev'n that pow'r that ſhould deny betray. 
**.-Who gives conſtrain'd, but his own fear revilesz 


&« ſpoils. ”? 
Thus kings,by grafping more thanthey could hold, 
Firſt made their ſubjects by oppreſſion bold; 
And pop'lar ſway, by forcipg kings to give 
More than was fit for ſubjeEts to receive, 
Ran to the ſame extremes: and one exceſs 
Made both, by ſtriving to be greater, leſs. 
When a calm river, rais'd with rudden rains, 
Or ſnows diſſolv'd, o'erflows th' adjoining plains, 


Their greedy hopes ; and this he can endure. 
But if with bays and dams they ſtrive to force 
His channel to a new or narrow courſe, 
No-longer then within his banks he dwells ; 
Firſt to a torrent, then a deluge ſwells: 

Stronger and fiercer by reſtraint he roars, [ ſhores, 
And knows no bound. but makes his pow'r his 


$ 25. On Mr. Abrabam Cowley's Death, and Bu- 
rial amongfl the ancient Poets, DESBAM. 

OEP Chaucer, like the morning ſtar, 

To us diſcovers day from far; 

His light thoſe miſts and clouds diſſolv'd 

Which our dark nation long involy'd ; 

Zut, he deſcending to the ſhades, 

Darkneſs again the age invades. 

Next (like Aurora) Spenſer roſe, 

Whoſe purple bluſh the day foreſhews 

The other three with his own fires 

Phobus, the poet's god, inſpires; 

By Shakeſpear's, Jonſon's, Fletcher's lines 

Our ſtage's luſtre Rome's ourſhines ; 

Theſe poets near our princes ſleep, 

And in one grave our manhon keep. 

They liv'd to ſee ſo maay days, 

Till time had blaſted all their bays z 

Bur curſed be the fatal hour 


Tins pluck'd the faireſt, ſweeteſt low'r . 


That 
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But 


That in the muſe's garden grew, | When heroes, gods, or godlike kings 
And amongſt wither'd laurels threw ! They praiſe, on their exalted wings And 
Time, which made their fame out-live, To the celeſtial orbs they climb, Scre 
To Cowley ſcarce dig ripeneſs give. And with th' harmonious ſpheres keep time : Vit 
Old mother Wit and Nature gave Nor did their actions fall behind : Deg 
Shakeipear and Fletcher all they have; Their words, but with like candour ſhin'd ; | And 
In Spenſer, and in Jonſon, art Each drew fair characters, yet none I (v 
Of flower nature got the flart; Of theſe they feign'd excels their own. Scar 
But both in him fo equal are, Both by two generous princes lov'd, : Vain 
None knows which bears the happieſt ſhare. Who knew, and judg'd what they approv'd: 
To him no author was unknown, Yet having each the ſame defire, The 
Yet what he wrote was all his own; Both from the buſy throng retire. 'Tis 
He melted not the ancient gold, Their bodies, to their minds refign'd, Of fc 
Nor, with Ben Jonſon, did make bold Car'd not to propagate tbeir kind: But 
To plunder all the Roman ſtores | Yet though both fell before their hour, | The 
Of poets and of orators : Time on their offspring hath no pow'r ; The 
Horace's wit, and Virgil's ſtate, Nor kre nor fare their bays ſhall blaſt, Dravy 
He did not ſteal, but emulate ! Nor deati's dark veil their day o'ercaſt. 
And when he would like them appear, | I ſpe 
Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear : 8 26. An Effuy on Tranſlated Perſe. Wit 
He not from Rome alone, but Greece, | | ; | For | 
Like Jaſon, brought the golden flecce; EARL OF ROSCOMMON. As ft 
To him that language (though to none H APV chat author whoſe correct eſſay * 'Tis 
Of th' others) as his own was Known, Repairs fo well our old Horatian way: But; 
On a tiff gale (as Flaccus ſings) | And happy you, who (by propitious fate) For t 
The Theban fwan extends his wings: On great Apollo's facred ſtandard wait, Yet | 
When thro” th' ethercal clouds he flics, And with ſtrict diſcipline inſtructed right, And 
To the fame pitch our ſwan doth riſe ; Have learn'd to uſe vour arins before you fight. Invet 
Old Pindar's flights by him ate rcach'd, But ſince the preſe, the pulpit, and the ſtage, T] 
When on that gale his wings are ſtretch'd: Confpire to cenfure and expoſe our age; Muſt 
His fancy and his judgment fuch, Provok'd too far, we reſolutely muſt, Apol 
Each to the other ſcem d too much; To the few virtues that we have, be juſt. At tl 
His ſevere judgment (giving lav) For who have long d or who have labour'd more For 1 
His modeſt fancy kept in awe: To flearch the treaſures of the Roman ſtore, \ But 
As rigid huſbands jealous are, Or dig in Grecian mines for purer ore? TI 
When they believe their wives too fair. The nobleſt fruits, tranſplanted in our iſle, Is, tl 
His Engliſh ſtreams fo pure did tiow, With early hope and fragrant bloſſoms ſmile, No n 
As all that ſaw and taſted know. Familiar Ovid tender thoughts inſpires, Difſe 
But for his Latin ven, fo clcar, | And nature ſeconds all his ſoft deſires: Who 
Strong, full, and high, it doth appear, { Theocritus does now to us belong; Begir 
That, were immortal Virgil here, And Albion's rocks repeat his rural ſong. That 
Him for his judge he would not fear; Who has not heard how Italy was bleſt Cond 
Of that great portraiture, fo true | Above the Medes, above the wealthy Eaſt ? With 
A copy pencil never drew. Or Gallus! ſong, ſo tender and ſo true, Sung 
My muſe her ſong had caded here, As ev'n Lycoris might with pity view! [hearſe, And 
But both their Genii ſtraig t appear, When mourning nymphs attend their Dalipnis“ That 
Joy and amazement her did ſtrike, Who docs not weep that reads the moving verſe? Explc 
Two twins ſhe never faw ſo like. But hear, oh hear, in what cxalted ſtrains The 
»Twas taught by wiſe Pythagoras, Sicthan Muſes throvgh theſe happy plains Le: 
One ſoul might through more bodies paſs : Proclaim Saturnian tmes—our own Apollo Auda 
Seeing ſuch tranſmigration there, reigns ! Tis 
She thought it not a fable here. | When France had breath'd after inteſtine broils, - Wed; 
Such a reſemblance of all parts, And peace and conqueſt crown'd her foreign toils, Each 
Life, death, age, fortune, nature, arts; 1 here (cultivated by a royal hand) One x 
Thea lights her torch at theirs, to tell, Learutag grew faſt, and ſpread, and bleſs'd rhe Horac 
And ſhew the world this parallel: land; | [known, Nor | 
Fix'd and contemplative | #2 looks, The choiccſt books that Rome or Greece have Exam 
Still turning over nature's books: Her excellent tranſlators made her own; And \ 
Their works chaſte, moral, and divine, And Europe ſill confiderably gains Then 
Where protit and delight combine; Both by. their good example and their pains, And 
They, gildiog dirt, in noble verſe From hence our gencrous emulation came; | Unite 
Ruſtic phileſophy rehearſe, = a We undertook, and we perform'd the fame. 4 
| our 
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But now we ſhew the world a nobler way, 
And in tranſlated verſe do more than they; 
Serene and clear harmonious Horace flows, 
With ſweetneſs not to be expreſs'd in proſe : 
Degrading proſe explains his meaning ill, 
And ſhews the ſtuff, but not the workman's ſkill : 
I (who have ſerv'd him more than twenty years) 
Scarce know my maſter as he there appears. 
Vain are our ncighbours' hopes, and vain their 
cares z 
The fault is more their language's than theirs : 
'Tis courtly, florid, and abounds in words 
Of ſofter found than ours perhaps affords 
But who did ever in French authors ſee 
The comprehenſive Engliſh energy? 
The weighty bullion of one ſterling line, 
Drawn to French wire, would thro' whole pages 
ſhine. | , 
I ſpeak my private but impartial ſenſe, 
With freedom, and I hope without offence ; 
For I Il recant when France can ſhew me wit 
As ſtrong as ours, and as ſuecinctly writ. 
Tis true, compoſing is a nobler part; 
But good tranſlation is no eaſy art. 
For though materials have long ſince been found, 
Vet both your fancy and your hands are bound; 
And by improving what was writ before, 
Invention labouts leſs, but judgment more. 
The ſoil intended for Pieriau ſceds 
Muſt be well purg'd from rank pedantic weeds. 
Apollo ſtarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes, 
At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 
For none have been with admiration read, 
But who (beſide their learning) were well bred. 
The firſt great work (a taſk perform'd by few) 
Is, that yourſelf may to yourſelf be true: 
No matk, no tricks, no favour, no reſerve ; 
Diſſect your mind, examine ev'ry nerve. 
Whoever vainly on his ſtrength depends, 
Begins like Virgil, but like Mxvius ends. 
That wretch (in ſpite of his forgotten rhymes), 
Condemn'd to live to all ſucceeding times, 
With pempous nonſenſe and a bellowing found, 
Sung lofty Ilium tumbling to the ground. 
And (if my Maſe can through paſt ages ſee) 
That noiſy, nauſeous, gaping fool was he; 
Exploded, when, with univerſal ſcorn, 
The mountains labour'd, and a mouſe was born. 
Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wreſtler cries, 
Audacious mortals, and be timely wile !. 
is I that call, remember Milo's end, 
Wedg'd in that timber which he ſtrove to rend. 
Each poet with a diff*rent talent writes; 
One praiſes, one inſtructs, another bites. 
Horace did ne'er aſpire to Epic bays, - 
Nor lofty Maro ſtoop to Lyric lays. 
Examine how your humour 1s inclin'd, 
And which the ruling patſion of your mind; 
Then, ſeek a poct who your way does bend, 
And chooſe an author as you chooſe a friend; 
United by this ſympathetic bond, 
ou grow familiar, intimate, and fond; 
Your thoughts, your words, your ſtyles, your ſouls 
No longer his uterpreter, but he. { agree, 
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With how much eaſe is a young Muſe betray dl 

How nice the reputation of the maid ! 

Your early, kind, paternal care appears, 

By chaſte inſtruction of her tender years. 

The firſt impreſſion in her infant breaſt 

Will be the deepeſt, and ſhould be the beſt, 

Let not auſterity breed ſervile fear, 

No wanton ſound offend her virgin ear. 

Secure from fooliſh pride's affected ſtate, 

And ſpecious flattesy's more pernicious bait, 

Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts; 

But your neglect muſt anſwer for her faults. 
Immodeſt words admit of no defence; 

For want of decency is want of ſenſe. | 

What mod'rate fop would rake the Park or ſtews, 

W hoamong troops of faultleſs nymphs may chooſe? 

Variety of ſuch is to be found: 

Take then a ſubject proper to expound z 

But moral, great, and worth a poet's voice, 

For men of ſenſe deſpiſe a trivial choice: 

And ſuch applauſe it muſt expect to meet, 

As would ſome painter buſy in a ſtreet | 


To copy bulls and bears, and ev'ry fign 


That calls the ſtaring ſots to naſty wine. 

Yet tis not all to have a ſubject good, 
It muſt delight us when tis underſtogd. 
He that brings fulſome objects to my view 
( As many old have done, and many new} 
With nauſeous images my fancy fills, 
And all goes down like oxymel of ſquills. 
Inſtruct the liſt'ning world how Maro ſings 
Of uſeful ſabjeEts and of lofty things. 
Theſe will ſach true, ſuch bright ideas raiſe, 
As merit gratitude as well as praile : 
But foul deſcriptions are offenſive ſtill, 
Either for being like, or being ill. ? 
For who, without a qualm, hath ever look'd 
On holy garbage, though by Homer cook'd 2 
Whoſe railing heroes, and whoſe wounded Gods, 
Make ſome ſuſpect he ſnores as well as nods. 
But I offend— Virgil begins to frown, 
And Horace looks with indignation down 
My bluſhing Muſe with conſcious fear retires, 
And whom they like implicitly admires. 

On ture foundations let your fabric riſe, 
And with attractive majeſty ſurpriſe, 
Not by affected meretricious arts, 


But ſtrict harmonjous ſymmetry of parts; 


Which through the whole inſenſibly muſt paſs, 


[With vital heat to animare the mats ; 


A pure, an active, an auſpicious flame, [came z 
And bright as heaven, from whence the bleſſing 
But few, oh few, fouls pre-ordain'd by fate, 
The race of Gods, have reach'd that envied height, 
No rebel Titan's ſacrilegious crime, 

By heaping hills on hills, can hither elimb: 

The grizly ferryman of hell denied 

Aneas entrance, till he knew his guide: 


| How juſtly then will impious moitals fall, 


\W hoic pride would ſoar to heaven without a call! 
Pride (of all others the moſt dang'rous fault) 

Proceeds from want of ſenſe or want of thought, 

The men who labour and digeſt things moſt, 


Will be much aptec to deſpond than boaſt : 
Us" Far 
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Far if your author be profoundly good, 

*D will coſt you dear before he's underſtood. 
How many ages ſince has Virgil writ ! 

How few are they who underſtand him yet! 
Approach his altars with religious fear, 

No vulgar deity inhabits there: 

Heaven ſhakes not more at Jove's imperial nod, 

Than poets ſhould before their Mantuan god. 
Hail, mighty Maro! may that ſacred name 
Kindle my breaft with thy celeſtial flame; 
Sublime ideas and apt words infuſe; [Muſe ! 
The Muſe infiruct my voice, and thou inſpire the 
What | have inſtanc'd only in the beſt, 

Fs, in proportion, true of all the reſt. 

Take pains the genuine meaning to explore, 
There tweat, there firain, rug the laborious oar ; 
Search ev'ry comment that your care can find, 
Some here, ſome there, may hit the poet's mind; 
Yet be not blindly guided by the throng ; 

_ The multitude is always in the wrong. 

When things appear unnatural or hard, 

Conſult your author, with himſelf compar'd ; 
Who knows what bleſſing Phoebus may beſtow, 
And furure ages to your labour owe ? 

Such ſecrets are not cafily found out; 

But, once diſcover'd, leave no room for doubt. 


Truth ftamps conviction in your raviſh'd breaſt, 


And peace and joy attend the glorious gueſt. 
Truth ſtill is one; truth is divinely bright; 
No cloudy doubts obſcure her native light ; 
While in your thoughts you find the leaſt debate, 
You may confound, but never can tranſlate. 
Your ſtyle will this through all diſguiſes ſhew, 
For none explain more clearly than they know. 
He only proves he underſtands a text, 
Whoſe expoſition leaves it unperplex'd. 
They who too faithfully on names iufiſt, 
Rather create than diſſipate the miſt ; 
And grow unjuſt by being over-nice 
For ſuperſtitious virtue turns to vice). 
Crafſus' * ghoſt and Labienus tell 
How twice in Parthian plains their legions fell 
Since Rome hath been fo jealous of her fame, 
That few know Pacorus' or Monzfcs' name, 
Words in one language elegantly us'd, 
Will hardly in another be excus d. 
And ſome that Rome admir'd in Cæſar's time, 
May neither ſuit our genius nor our clime. 
The genuine ſenſe, intelligibly told, 
Shews a tranſlator both diſcreet and bold. 
Excurſions are incxpiably bad; 
And tis much ſafer to leave out than add. 
Abſtruſe and myſtic thoughts you muſt expreſs 
With painful care, but ſeeming eaſincſs; 
For _ _ brighteſt thro' the plaineſt 
8. 
Th' nean Muſe, when the appears in ſtate, 
Makes all Jove's thunder on her verſes wait; 
Vet writes ſometimes as ſoft and moving things 
As Venus ſpeaks, or Philomela fings. 
| Your author always will the beſt adviſe, 
Fall when he falls, and when he riſes riſe. 


® Hor, 
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AﬀeRed noiſe is the moſt wretched thing 
That to contempt can empty ſcribblers bring, 
Vowels and accents, regularly plac'd, 


On even ſyllables (and ſtill the laſt), 


Though groſs innumerable faults abound, 
In ſpite of nonſenſe, never fail of found. 
But this is meant of even verſe alone, 
As being moſt harmonious and moſt Known: 
For if vou will unequal numbers try, 
There accents on odd ſyllables muſt lie. 
Whatever ſiſter of the learned Nine 
Does to your ſuit a willing ear incline, 
Urge your ſucceſs, deferve a laſting name, 
She I crown a grateful and a conſtant flame, 
But if a wild uncertainty prevail, . 
And turn your veering heart with ev'ry gale, 
You loſe the fruit of all your former care 
For the ſad proſpect of a juſt deſpair. 

A quack (too ſcandalouſly mean to name) 

Had, Ly man-midwifery, got wealth and fame : 

As if Lucina had forgot her trade, 
The labouring wife invokes his ſurer aid. 
Well- ſeaſon d bowls the goſſip's fpirits raiſe, 
Who, while ſhe guzzles, chats the doctor's praiſe; 
And largely what ſhe wants in words ſupplics, 
With maudlin-eloquence of trickling cyes. 
But what a thoughtleſs animal is man! 
How very. active in his own trepan ! 
For, greedy of phyſicians' frequent fees, 
From female mellow praiſe he takes degrees ; 
Struts in a new unlicens'd gown, and then, 


From ſaving women, falls to killing men. 


Another ſuch had left the nation thin, 

In ſpite of all the children he brought in. 
His pills as thick as hand- granadoes flew ; 
And where they fell, as certainly they flew ; 
His name firuck every where as great a damp 
As Archimedes' through the Roman camp. 
With this, the doctor's pride began to cool; 
For ſmarting ſoundly may convince a fool. 
But now repentance came too late for grace; 


And meagre famine ftar'd him in the face: 


Fain would he to the wives be reconcil'd, 

But found no huſband left to own a child. 
The friends that got the brats were poiſon'd too; 
In this fad cafe, what could our vermin do? 
Worried with debts, and paſt all hope of bail, 
Th' unpitied wretch lies rotting in a jail : 

And there, with baſket-alms ſcarce kept alive, 
Shews how miſtaken talents ought to thrive. 

I pity, from my foul, unhappy men, 
Compell'd by want to proſtitute their pen; 
Who muſt, like lawyers, either ſtarve or plead, 
And follow, right or wrong, where guineas lcad | 
But you, Pompilian, — pamper'd heirs, 
Who to your country owe your ſwords and cars, 
Let no vain hope your eaſy mind ſeduce, 

For rich ill poets are without excuſe. 


Tis very dangerous, tampering with a muſe ; 


The profit's ſmall, and you have much to loſe * 
gh true wit adorns your birth or place, 


attainted race. 
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No poet any paſſion can excite, 


This ancient Rome and elder Athens found, 


But what they feel tranſport them when they write. | Before miſtaken ſtops debauch'd the ſound. 


Have you been led through the Cumæan cave, 


Aud heard the impatient maid divinely rave? 


] hear her now; 1 ſee her rolling eyes: 
And panting, Lo! the god, the god, ſhe cries ; 


M hen, by impulſe from Heaven, T young ſung, 
In drooping ſoldiers a new courage ſprung ; 
Reviving Sparta now the flight maintain'd, 

And what two gen'rals loſt, a poet gain'd. 


With words nor hers, and morethan human ſound, | By ſecret influence of indulgent ſkies, 
She makes th obedient ghoſts peep trembling thro'| Empire and poely together riſe. 


the ground, 


But, tho' we muſt obey when Heaven commands, | And, when they fa 


And man in vain the ſacred call withſtands, 
Beware what ſpirit rages in your breaſt; 

For ten inſpir'd, ten thouſand are poſſeſt. 
Thus make the proper uſe of each extreme, 


True poets are the 22 of the ſtate, 

il, portend approaching fate. 
For that which Rome to conqueſt did inſpire, 
Was not the veſtal, but the muſe's fire ; 
Heaven joins the 1 no declining age 
E' er felt the raptures of poetic rage. 


And write with fury, but correct with phlegm. | Of many faults rhyme is perhaps the cauſe; _ 


As when the cheerful hours too freely paſs, 


Too ſtrict to rhyme, we flight more uſeful laws; 


And ſparkling wine ſmiles in the tempting glaſs,| For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known, 


Your pulſe adviſes, and begins to beat 
Through ev'ry ſwelling vein a loud retreat : 
So when a muſe propitiouſly invites, 
Improve her favours, and indulge her flights; 
But when you find that vigorous heat abate, 
Leave off, and for another ſummons wait. 
Before the radiant fun a glimmering lamp, 
Adulterate metals to the ſterling ſtamp, 
Appear not meaner than mere hnman lines, 
Compar'd with thoſe whoſe inſpiration ſhines : 


Till by barbarian deluges o'erflown : 

Subdued, undone, they did at laſt obey, 

And change their own for their invader's way. 
I grant that, from ſome moſly idol oak, 

In double rhymes our Thor and Woden ſpoke; 

And by ſucceſſion of unlearved times, | 

1 As bards beyan, ſo monks rung on the chimes, 
But now that Phœbus and the ſacred Nine 

With all their beams on our bleſt iſland ſhine, 

Why ſhould not we their ancient rights reſtore, 


Theſe nervous, bold 3 thoſe languid and remiſs; | And be what Rome or Athens were before? 


There, cold ſalutes; but here a lover's kiſs. 

Thus have I ſeen a rapid headlong tide 

Wirth foaming waves the paſſive Soane divide; 

Whoſe lazy waters without motion lay, . 

While he, with eager force, urg'd his impetuous 
Way. 

The privilege that ancient poets claim, 
Now turn'd to licence by too juſt a name, | 
Belongs to none but an eſtabliſh'd fame, 

Which ſcorns to take it | 
Abſurd expreſſions, crude, abortive thoughts, 
All the lewd legion of exploded faults, 


— 


Bale fugitives, to that aſylum fly, 


And ſacred laws with inſolence defy. 

Not thus our heroes of the former days 
Deſerv'd and gain'd their never-fading bays z 
For I miſtake, or far the greateſt part | 
Of what ſome call neglect, was ſtudy's art. 
When Virgil ſeems to trifle in a line, 


. 'Tis like a warning-piece, which gives the ſign 


To wake your fancv, and prepare your fight, 

To reach the noble height of ſome unuſual flight. 

I loſe my patience when, with ſaucy pride, 

By untun'd ears I hear his numbers tried. 

Reverſe of nature; ſhall ſuch copies then 

Arraign th' originals of Maro's pen ; 

And the rude notions of pedantic ſchools 

Biaſpheme the ſacred founder of our rules? 
The delicacy of the niceſt car 

Finds nothing harſh or out of order there. 

Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe ; 

The ſound is ſtill a comment to the ſeuſe. 
A ſkilful ear in numbers ſhould preſide, 

Aad all diſputes without appeal decide. 
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Have you forgot how Raphael's numerous proſe 
Led our exalted fouls thro' heavenly camps, 
And mark'd the ground where proud apoſtate 
* thrones 
Defied Jehovah ! here, twixt hoſt and hoſt, 
(A narrow, but a dreadful interval) 
| Portentous fight ! before the cloudy van 
Satan with vaſt and haughty ſtrides advanc'd, 
Came tow ring arm'd in adamant and gold. 
There bellowing engines, with their Gery tubes, 
Diſpers'd ethereal forms, and down they fell 
By thouſands, angels on archangels roll'd; 
Recover'd, to the hills they ran, they flew, 
Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, 
waters, woods), 
From their firm ſeats torn by the ſhaggy tops, 
They bore like ſhields before them through the 
air, | 
Till moreincens'd they hurl'd them at their foes, 
All was confuſion, heaven's foundation ſhook, 
* Threat'ning no leſs than univerſal wreck ; 
For Michael's arm main promontories flung, 
© And over-preſs'd whole legions weak with fins 
Vet they blaſphem'd and ſtruggled as they lay, 
{© Till the great enfign of Mefthah blaz'd, : 
And (arm'd with vengeance) God's victorious 
* (Effulgence of paternal deity !) * Son 
Graſping ten thouſand thunders in his hand, 


| © Drove th' old original rebels headlong down, 


And ſent them flaming to the vaſt abyſs.” 

O may I live to hail the-glorious day, 
And ſing loud pæans through the crowded way, 
When in triumphant ſtate the Britiſh Muſe, 
True to herſelf, ſhall barbarous aid refuſe, 


And 


J 
| 
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And in the Roman majeſty appear, | 
Which none know better, and none come ſo near. 


C 27. Abſalom and Acvitophel. DRYDEN. 


* pious times, ere prieſtcraft did begin, 
Before polygamy was made a ſin; 

When man on many, multiplied his kind, 

Ere one. to one was curſedly contin'd ; 

When nature prompted, 2nd no law denied 
Promiſcuous. uſe of concubine and bride ; 
Then Iſrael's monarch. after Heaven's own heart, 
His vigorous warmth did variouſly impart 

To wives and flaves; and wide as his command, 
Scatter d his Maker's image thro' the land. 
Michal, of royal blood, the crown did wear; 
A ſoil ungrateful to the tiller's care: 

Not fo the reſt; for ſeveral mothers bore 

To godlike David ſeveral ſons before. 

But fince, like flaves, his bed they did aſcend, 
No true ſucceſſion could their feed attend. 

Of all the numerous progeny, was none 

So beautiful, fo brave, as Abſalom: 

Whether, inſpir'd by ſcme diviner luſt, 

His father got him with a greater guſt; 

Or that his conſcious deftiny made way, 

By manly beauty, to imperial ſway, 

Early in foreign fields he won renown, | 
With kings and ſtates allied to Iſrael's crown: 
In peace the thoughts of war he could remove, 
And ſeem'd as he were only born for love. 
Whate'er he did was done with fo much caſe, 
In him alone 'twas natural to pluafe : 

His morions all accompanied with grace; 

And paradiſe was open d in his face. 

With ſeci et joy indulgent David view'd 

His youthful image in his ſon rencw'd: 

To. all his wiſhes nothing he denit d; 

And made the charming Annabel his bride. 


What faults he had (for who from faults is free? ) 


His father could not, or he would not lee. 

Some warm exceſſes which the law forbore, 
Were conſtrued youth that purg'd by boiling o'er; 
And Amnon's murder, by a ſpecious name, 
Was call d a juſt revenge for injur'd fame. 


Thus prais d and icv'd the noble youth remain'd, 


While David undiſturb'd in Sion reign'd ; 

But life can never be ſincerely bleſt: 

Heaven puniſhes the bad, and proves the beſt. 

The Jews, a headſtrong, moody, murmuring race, 

As ever tried th extent and ſtretch of grace; 

God's pamper'd people, whom, debauch'd wich 
| caſe, 
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Who banifh'd David did from Hebron bring, 
And with a gen'ral ſhout proclaim'd him King: 
Thole very Jews, who at their very beſt 
Their humour more than loyalty, expreſs'd, 
Now wonder'd why fo long they had obey'd 
An idol monarch, which their hands had made; 
Thought they might ruin him they could create, 
Or melt him to that golden calf of ſtate. 

But theſe were random bolts; no form'd deſign, 
Nor int reft made the factious crowd to join: 

+ he ſober part of Iſrael, free from ſtain, 

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign; 
And, looking backward with a wiſe aftright, 
Saw ſeams of wounds diſhoneſt to rhe fight : 
In contemplation of whole ugly ſcars, 

They curs'd the memory of civil wars. 
The mod'rate fort of men thus qualified, 
Inclin'd the balance to the better fide : 

And David's mildneſs manag'd it fo well, 

The bad found no occaſion to rebel. 

But when to fin our biaſs d nature leans, 
The careful devil is ſtill at hand with means; 
And providently pimps for ill defires : 
The good old cauſe reviv'd a plot requires. 
Plots true or falſe are neceſſary things 
To rate up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 

Th' inhabitants of old Jeruſalem 

Were Jebuſites; the town fo call'd from them; 
And cheirs the native right 
But when the choſen people grew more ſtrong, 
The rightful cauſe at length became the wrong; 
And ev'ry loſs the men of Jebus bore, 

They ſtill were thought God's enemies the more. 
Thus worn or weaken'd, well or ill content, 
»nbmit they muſt to David's government; 
[mpoveriſh'd, and depriv'd of all command, 
Their taxes doubled as they loft their land; 
And, what was harder yet to fleſh and blood, 
Their gods diſgrac'd, and burnt like common 

wood, > DE — 

This ſer the heathen prieſthood in a flame; 

For priefts of all religions are the ſame. 

If whatſce'er deſcent their godhead be, 

Stock, ſtone, or other homely pedigree, 

In his defence his ſervants are as bold 

As if he had been born of beaten gold. 

The Jewiſh rabbins, though their enemies, 

in this conclude them honeſt men and wiſe: 
For 'twas their duty, all the learned think, 
I' efpouſe his cauſe by whom they cat and drink. 
From hence began that plot, the nation's curle, 
Bad in itſelf, but repreſented worſe ; 
Rais'd in extremes, and in extremes decried; 


No king could govern, nor no God could pleaſe, | With oaths affirm'd, with dying vows denied ; 


Gods they had tried of every ſhape and ſize, 
Thar godſmitlis could produce, or prieſts deviſe : 
Theſe Adam-wits, too fortunately free, 

Began to dream they wanted liberty; 

And when ro rule, no precedent, was found 

Of men by laws lefs circumſerib'd and bound, 
They led their wild deſires to woods and caves, 
And thought that all but ſavages were ſlaves. 
They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow, 


Made fooliſh Iſhboſherh the crown forego 


Not weigh'd nor winnow'd by the multitude; 
But ſwallow'd in the mafs, unchew'd and crude. 
Some truth there was, bur daſh d and brew d wit 
lo pleaſe the fools, and puzzle all the wiſe. [165 
Succeeding times did equal folly call, 
Believing nothing, or believing all. 

Th' Egyptian rites the Jebuſites embrac'd ; 
Where gods were recommended by their taſte. 
Such ſavoury deities muſt needs be good, 


As ſery'd at once for worſhip and for food. 


mon 
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Io compaſs this, the triple bond he broke; 


By force they could not introduce theſe gods ; 
For ten to one in former days was odds. 

So fraud was us'd, the facriticer's trade: 

Fools are more hard to conquer than perſuade. 
Their buſy teachers mingled with the Jews, 


And rak'd for converts even the court and ftews : 


Which Hebrew prieſts the more unkindly took, 
Becauſe the fleece accompanies the fleck. 
Some thought they God's anointed meant to flay 
By guns, invented fince full many a day : 


Our author ſwears it not; but who can know 


How far the devil and Jebuſites may go? 

This plot, which fail'd for want of common ſenſe, 

Had yet a deep and dangerous confequence : 

For as, when raging fevers boil the blood, 

The ſtanding lake toon floats into a flood, 

And every hoſtile humour, which before 

Slept quiet in its channels, bubbles o'er ; 

So ſev'ral factions from this firſt ferment, 

Work up to foam, and threat the government, 

Some by their friends, more by themſelves thought 
wile, | 

Oppos'd the pow'r to which they could not rife. 

Some had in courts been great; and thrown from 

Like tends, were harden'd inimpenttence. [ thence, 

Some, by their monarch's fatal mercy, grown 

From pardon'd rebels kinſmen to the throne, 

Were rais'd in pow'r and public office high : 


Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie. 


Of theſe the falſe Achitophel was firſt; 
A name to all ſucceeding ages curſt: | 
For cloſe defigns and crooked counſels fit; 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit ; 
Reſtleſs, unfix'd in principles and place; 
In pow'r unpleas'd, impatient of diſgrace : 
A fiery ſoul, which, working out its way, 
Fretted the pigmy-body to decay, i 
And o'er- inform'd the tenement of clay. 
A daring pilot in extremity | 
Pleas d with the danger when the waves went high, 
He ſought the ſtorms ; but, for a calm unſit, 
Would fteer too nigh the ſands to boaſt his wit. 
Great wits are ſure to madnets near allied, 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide; 
Elſe why ſhould he, with wealth and honour bleſt, 
Refuſe his age the ncedful hours of reft ? 
Puniſh a body which he could not pleaſe; 
Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of eaſe ? 
And all to leave what with his toil he won 
To that unfeather'd two-legg'd thing, a Son; 
Got, while his foul did huddled notions try; 
And born a ſhapeleſs lump, like anarchy. 
In friendſhip falſe, implacable in hate; 
Reſolv'd to ruin or to rule the ſtare. 


The pillars of the public ſafety ſhook ; j 
And fitted Iſrael for a foreign yoke : 

Then, ſeiz'd with fear, yer ſtill affecting fame, 
Uſurp'd a patriot's all- atoning name. 

So eaſy ſtil] it proves, in factious times, 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

How ſafe is treaſon, and how ſacred ill, 

Where none can fin againſt the people's will! 
Where crowds can wink, and no offence be known, 
zince in another's guilt they find their own ! 
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Yet fame deſerv'd no enemy can grudge : | 

The ſtateſman we abhor, but praiſe the judge. 

In Ifraci's courts ne'er fat an Abethdin 

With more diſcerning eyes, or hands more clean, 

Unbrib'd, unſought, the wretched to redreſs, 

Swift of diſpatch, and eaſy of acceſs. 

Oh! had he been content to ſerve the crown 

With virtues only proper to the gown; 

Or had the rank neſs of the ſoil been freed 

From cockle, that oppreſs'd the noble feed; 

David for him his tuneful harp had ſtrung, 

And heaven had wanted one immortal ſong, 

But wild ambition loves to ſlide, not ſtand ; 

And fortune's ice prefers to virtue's land. 

Achitophel, grown weary to poſſeſs 

A lawful fame, and lazy happineſs, 

Diſdain'd the golden fruit to gather free, 

And lent the crowd his arm to ſhake the tree. 

Now, manifeſt of crimes contriv'd long ſince, 

He ſtood at bold defiance with his prince 

Held up the buckler of the people's cauſe 

Agaiaſt the crown, and ſculk'd behind the laws, 

The wifh'd occaſion. of the plot he takes; 

Some circumſtances finds, but more he makes: 

By buzzing emiſſaries fills the cars 

Of liſt'ning crowds with jealouſtes and fears 

Of arbitrary counſels brought to light, 

And proves the King himſelf a Jebuſite. 

Weak arguments I which yet, he knew full well, 

Were ſtrong with people eaſy to rebel. 

For, govern'd by the moon, the giddy Jews 

Tread the {ame track when ſhe the prime Tenewsz 

And once in rwenty years, their ſcribes record, 

By natural inſtinct they change their lord. 

Achitophel ſtill wants a chief, and none 

Was found ſo fit as warlike Abfatom. 

Not that he wilh'd his greatneſs to create, 

For politicians neither love nor hate : 

But, for he knew his title not allow'd 

Would keephim ſtill depending on the crowd x 

That kingly pow'r, thus ebbing out, might be 

Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 

Him he attempts with ſtudied arts to pleaſe, 

And ſheds his venom in ſuch words as theſe ; 
Auſpicious prince ! at whoſe nativity 

Some royal planet rul'd the ſouthera iky; 


| Thy longing country's darling and de firez 


Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire; 
Their ſecond Moſes, whoſe extended wand 
Divides the ſeas, and ſhews the promis'd land; 
W hoſe dawning day, in ev'ry diſtant age, 


Has exercis'd the ſacred prophet's rage: 


The people's prayer, the glad diviner's theme, 

The young men's viſion, and the old men's 
dream ' 

Thee, Saviour, thee the nation's vows confels, 

And, never ſatisfied with ſeeing, bleſs; 

Swift unbeſpoken pomps thy iteps p.uclaim, 

And ſtamm'ring bahes are tauguc o liſp thy 

name. l 1 

How long wilt thou the gen'ral joy detain, 

Starve and defraud” the people of thy reign 5 

Content ingloriouſly to paſs thy days, 

Like one of Virtue's fools that feed on praiſe; 
94 
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Till thy freſh glories, which now ſhine fo bright, 
Grow ſtale, and tarniſh with our daily fight? 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit muſt be 
Or gather'd ripe, or rot upon the tree. 
Heaven has to all allotted, ſoon or late, 
Some lucky revolution of their fate; 
Whoſe motions if we watch and guide with fill, 
For human good depends on human will, 
Our fortune rolls as from a ſmooth deſcent, 
And from the firſt impreſſion takes the bent: 
But, if unſeiz d, ſhe liden away like wind, 
And leaves repenting folly far behind. 
Now, now ſhe meets vou with a glorious prize, 
And ſpreads her locks before you as the fiics. 
Had thus old David, from whoſe loins you ſpring, 
Not dar'd when fortune call'd him to be king, 
At Gath an exile he might ſtill remain, 
And Heaven's anointing oil had been in vain. 
Let his ſucceſsful youth your hopes engage; 
But ſhun th* example of declining age: 
Behold him ſetting in his weſtern ſkies, 
The ſhadows length'ning as the vapours riſe. 
He is not now, as when on Jordan's ſand 
The joyful people throng d to ſee him land, 
Covering the beach, and blackening all the 
firand; 
But, like the prince of angels, from his height 
Comes tumbling downward with diminifh'd light; 
Betray'd by one poor plot to public ſcorn; 
Our only bleſſing fince his curſt return: 
Thoſe heaps of people which one ſheaf did bind, 
Blown off and ſcatter'd by a puff of wind. 
What ſtrength can he to your deſigns oppoſe, 
Naked of friends, and round beſet with foes ? 
If Pharaoh's doubtful ſuccour he ſhould uſe, 
A foreign aid yyould more incenſe the jews : 
Proud Egypt would diſſembled friendſhip bring; 
Foment the war, but not ſupport the king: 
Nor would the royal party cer unite 
With Pharaoh's arms t' aſſiſt the Jebuhte ; 
Or, if they ſhould, their int reſt ſoon would break, 
And with ſuch cdiers aid make David weak. 
All ſorts of men, by my ſucceſsful arts, 
Abhorring kings, eſtrange their alter'd hearts 
From David's rule: and tis their general cry, 
Religion, commonwealth, and Jiberty. 
If . N as ehampion of the public good, 
Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 
What may not Iſragl hope, and what applauſe 
Might fuch a gen ral gain by ſuch a 44 
Not barren praiſe alone, that gaudy flow'r 
Fair only to the ſight, but ſolid power; 
And nobler is a limited command, 
Given by the love of all your native land, 
Than a ſucceſſive title, long and dark, 
Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noah's ark. 
What cannot praiſe effect in mighty minds, 
When flattery ſooths, and when ambition blinds ? 
Deſire of pow'r, on earth a vicious weed, 
Yer ſprung from high, is of ccleftial ſecd ; 
In God tis glory; and when men aſpire, 
”T is but a ſpark too much of lg fire. 
Th' ambitious youth, too covetous of fame, 
To9 full of avge!'s metal in his frame, 
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Unwarily was led from virtue's ways, 
Made drunk with honour, and debauch'd with 


praiſe. | 
. | Half loth, and half conſenting to the ill. 


For royal blood within him ſtruggled Rill, 

He thus replied :—And what pretence have [ 
To take up arms for public liberty ? 

My father governs with unqueſtion'd right; 
The faith's defender, and mankind's delight ; 
Good, gracious, juſt, obſervant of the laws ; 
And Heaven by wonders has eſpous'd his cauſe, 
Whom has he wrong'd in all his peaceful reign? 
Who ſues for juſtice to his throne in vain * 
What millions has he pardon'd of his foes, 

W hom juſt revenge did to his wiath expoſe ! 
Mild, caſy, humble, ftudious of our good; 
Inclin'd to mercy, and averſe from blood, 

If mildneſs ill with ſtubborn Iſrael ſuit, 

His crime is God's beloved attribute, 

What cauld he gain his people to betray, 

Or change his right for arbitrary ſway ? 

Let haughty Pharaoh curſe. with ſuch a reign 
His fruitful Nile, and yoke a ſervile train, 
If David's rule Jeruſalem diſpleaſe, 

The dog-ftar heats their brains to this diſeaſe, 
Why then ſhould I, encouraging the bad, 
Turn rebel, and run popularly mad! 

Were he a tyrant, who by lawleſs might 
Oppreis'd the Jews, and rais'd the Jcbuſite, 
Well might I mourn ; but nature's holy bands 
Would curb my ſpirits, and reſtrain my hands: 
The people might zijert their liberty; 

But what was right in them were crime in me. 
His favour leaves me nothing to require, 
Prevents my wiſhes, and out: uns defire; 

| Whar more can I expect while David lives? 
All but his kingly diadem he gives: 

And gr ings here he paus d; then, ſighing, 
| 4d | | 

Is juſtly deftin'd for a worthier head. 

or when my father from his toils ſhall reſt, 
And late augment the number of the bleſt, 
His lawful iſſue ſhall the throne aſcend, 

Or the collatera] line, where that ſhall end. 
His brother, though opprets'd with vulgar ſpite, 
Yet dauntleſs, and ſecure of native right, 

Of ev ry royal virtue ſtands poſſeſt; 

Still dear to all the braveſt and the beſt. 

His courage foes, his friends his truth proclaim ; 
His loyelty the king, the world his fame. 

His mercy e'en th offending crowd will find; 
For ſure he comes of a forgiving kind. 

Why ſhould I then repine at Heaven's decrce, 
Which gives me no pretence to 22 ? 


| 


Had rais'd my birth, or had debas'd my mi 
To my large ſoul not all her treaſure lent, 
And then betray'd it to a mean deſcent ! 

| find, I find my mounting ſpirits bold, 
And David's part diſdains my mother's mould. 
Why am I ſcanted by a niggard birth? 

My ſoul diſclaims the kindred of her earth; 
And, made for empire, whiſpers me within, 

| Deſuc of greatneſs is a godlike ſip, 
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Him ſtaggering ſo when hell's dire agent found, 

While fainting virtue ſcarce maintain'd her 
ground, 

He pours freſh forces in, and thus replies: 
Th' eternal God, ſupremely good and wiſe, 
Imparts not theſe prudigious gifts in vain : 
What wonders are reſerv'd to bleſs your reign ! 
Againſt your will your arguments have ſhewn, 
Such virtue 's only. giv'n te guide a throne. 
Nor'that your father's mildneſs I contemn ; 
But manly force becomes the diadem, 
*Tis true, he grants the people all they crave 
And more perhaps than ſubjects ought to have: 
For laviſh grants ſuppoſe a monarch tame, 
And more his goodneſs than his wit proclaim, 
But when ſhouſd people ſtrive their bonds to break, 
If not when kings are negligent or weak? 
Let him give on till he can give no more, 
The thrifty ſanhedrim ſhall keep him poor; 
And ev'ry ſhekel which he can receive 
Shall coſt a limb of his prerogative. 
To ply him with new plots. ſhall be my care, 


Or plunge him deep in ſome expenſive war; 


Which when his treaſure can no more ſupply, 

He muſt, with the remains of kingſhip, buy 

His faithful friends, our jealouſies and fears 

Call Jebuſites, and Pharaoh's penſioners; 

Whom when our fury from his aid has torn, 

He ſhall be naked left to public ſcorn. 

The next ſucceſſor, whom I fear and hate, 

My arts have made obnoxious to the ſtate 

Turn'd all his virtyes to his overthrow, 

And gain'd our elders to pronounce a foe. 

His right, for ſums of neceflary gold, 

Shall firſt be pawn'd, and afterwards be ſold ; 

Till time ſhall ever-wanting David draw 

To paſs your doubtful title into law: 

If not, the people have a right ſupreme 

To make their kings; for Kings are made for them. 

Ail empire is no mare than pow'r in truſt, 

Which, when refum'd, can be no longer juſt, 

Sueceſſion, for the gen'ral good defign'd, 

In its own wrong a nation cannot bind; 

If alt'ring that the people can relieve, 

Better one ſufler than a nation grieve. 

The Jews well know their power: ere Saul they 
choſe, 

God was their king, and God they durſt depoſe. 

Urge now your picty, your filial name, 

A father's right, and fear of future fame; 

The public good, that univerſal call, 

To which een Heaven ſubmitted, anſwers all. 

Nor let his love enchant your gen'rous mind; 

'Tis nature's trick to propagate her kind. 

Our fond begetters, who would never die, 

Love but themſelves in their poſterity. 

Or let kis kindneſs by th' effects be tried, 

Or let him lay his vain pretence aſide, 

God ſaid, he lov'd your father; could he bring 

A better proof than to anoint him king? 

It ſurely ſhew'd he jov'd the ſhepherd well, 

Who gave ſo fair a flock as Iſrael. 

Would David have you thought his darling ſon, 

What mcans he then to alienate the crown? 


The name of Godly he may bluſk to bear: 
Is t after God's own heart to cheat his heir? 
He to his brother gives ſupreme command, 
To you a legacy of barren land; | 


| Perhaps th old harp on which he thumps his lays, 


Or ſome dull Hebrew ballad in your praiſe. 
Then the nex: heir, a prince ſevere and wiſe, 
Already looks on you with jealous eyes; 

Sees through the thin diſguiſes of your arts, 
And marks your progreſs in the people's hearts ; 
Though now his mighty foul its grief contains: 
He meditates revenge who leaſt complains : 
And like a lion, flumb'ring in the way, 

Or ſleep diſſembling while be waits his prey, 
His fearleſs foes within his diſtance draws, 
Conſtrains his roaring, and contracts his paws ; 
Till at the laſt, his time for fury found, 

He ſhoots with ſudden vengeance from the ground; 
The proſtrate vulgar paſſes o'er and ſpares, 
But with a lordly rage his hunters tears, 

Your caſe no tame expedients will afford : 
Reſolve on death, or conquett by the ſword, 
Which for no leſs a ſtake than like you draw; 
And ſelf-defence is nature's eldeſt law. 

Leave the warm people no conſidering time; 
For then rebellion may be thought a crime. 
Avail yourſelf of what occaſion gives, 

But try your title while your father lives: 
And, that your arms may have a fair pretence, 


| Proclaim you rake them in the king's defence; 


Whoſe ſacred life each minute would expoſe 
To plots, from ſeeming friends and ſecret foes. 
And who can ſound the depth of David's ſoul ? 
Perhaps his fear his Kindneſs may controul. 

He fears his brother, though he loves his ſon, 


Vor plighted vows too late to bg undone. 
If fo, by force he wiſhes to be gain'd : 


Like women's lechery to ſeem conſtrain'd. 

Doubt not: but, when he moſt affects the frown, 

Commit a pleaſing rape upon the crown. 

Secure his perſon to ſecure your cauſe : 

They who poſicts the prince poſſeſs the laws, 
He ſaid : and this advice, above the xeſt,; 

With Abſalom's mild nature ſuited beſt; +» 


| Unblam'd of life, ambition ſer aſide, 


Not ſtain'd with cruelty, nor puff d with pride. 
How happy had he been, if deſtiny 

Had higher plac'd his birth, or not ſo high! 

His kingly virtues might have claim'd a throne, 
And bleſs'd all other countries but his own. » *, 
But charming greatneſs ſince ſo few refuſe, 

'Tis juſter to lament him than accule. 

Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 

With blandiſhments to gain the public love: 
To head the faction while their zeal was hot, 
And popularly proſecute the plot. 

Fo further this, Achirophel unites 

The malcontents of all the Iſraelites ; 

\Whoſe differing parties he could wiſely join, 
For ſeveral ends, to ſerve the ſame deſign. 

The beſt, and of the princes ſome were ſuch, 
Who thought the pow'r of n too much z 
Miſtaken men, and patriots in their hearts ; 


Not wicked, but ſeduc'd by impious arts. T 
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By theſe the ſprings of property were bent, 
And wound fo high, they crack d the government. 
The next for int reſt ſought r' embroil the ſtate, 
To fell their duty at a dearer rate, 

And make their Jewiſh markets of the throne; 
Pretending public good to ſerve their own. 
Others thought kings an uſeleſs heavy load, 
Who coſt too much, and did too little good. 
Theſe were for laying honeſt David by, 

On principles of pure good huſbandry. 

With them join d all th haranguers of the throng, 
That thought to get preferment by the tongue. 
Who follow next, a double danger bring, 

Not only hating David, but the king; 

The Solymæan rout; well vers'd of old 

In godly faction, and in treaſon bold; 

Cow'ring and quaking at a conqu'ror's ſword, 
Bur lofty to a lawful prince reftor'd ; 

Saw with diſdain an Ethnie plot begun, 

And ſcotn'd' by Jebuſites to be outdone. 

Hot Levites headed theſe; who pull'd before 
From th ark, which in the judges days they bore, 
Reſum'd their cant, and with a zealous cry 
Purfued their old belov'd theocracy : 

Where ſanhedrim and prieſt enflav'd the nation, 


And juſtified their ſpoils by inſpiration: 


For who fo fit to reign as Aaron's race, 

If once dominion they could found in grace ? 
Theſe led the pack, though not of ſureſt ſcent, 
Yet deepeſt mouth'd againſt the government. 
A num'rous hoſt of dreaming ſaints ſucceed, 
Of the true old enthuſiaſtic breed: 

*Gainſt form and order they their pow r employ, 


Nothing to build, and all things to deſtroy. 


But far more numerous was the herd ot ſuch 
Who think too little, and who talk too much; 
Theſe out of mere inſtinct, they knew not why, 
Ador d their fathers God and property; 

And. by the fame blind benefit of fate, 

The devil and the Jebufite did hate: 

Norn tn be fav'd, ev'n in theic own deſpite, 
Becauſe rhev could not help believing right. 
Such were the tools: but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of ſprouting heads too long to ſcore. 
Some of their chiefs were princes of the land: 
In the firſt rank of theſe did Zimri ſtand; 

A man fo various, that he ſcem'd to be 

Not one, bur all mankind's epitome : 

Stift in opinions, always in the wrong; 

Was ev'ry thing hy ſtarts, and nothing long; 
Bat in the courſe of one revolving moon 

Was chemiſt, fddler, ſtateſman, and buffoon; 
Then all for women, painting, rhy wing, drinking, 
Befides ten thouſand freaks that died in think ing. 
Bleſt madman ! who could ev'ry hour employ, 
With ſomething new to wiſh, or to enjoy. 
Railing and praiſing were his uſual themes: 
And both, to rao, By judgment, in extremes: 
So over - violent, or over-ctwil, 

That ev'ry man with him was God or Devil. 
In ſquand ring wealth was his pecuhar art: 
Nothing went unrewarded but deſort. 


| Beguar*dby fools, whom ſtill he found too late; 


He lad his jeſt, and they had his eſtate. 
7 | | 
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He laugh'd himſelf from court; then ſought relief 
By forming parties, but could ne'er be chief: 
For, ſpite of him, the weight of buſineſs fell 
On Abſalom and wife Achitophel : 
Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft, 
He left not faction, but of that was left. 

Titles and names 't were tedious to rehcarſe, 
Of lords, below the dignity of verſe. 
Wits, EY common wealtl1s-men, were the 
| ſt: 
Kind huſbands and mere nobles all the reſt. 
And therefore, in the name of dullneſs, be 
The well- hung Balaam and cold Caleb free: 
And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, 


| Who made new porridge for the paſchal lamb, 


Let friendſhip's holy band ſome names aſſure; 
Some their own worth, and ſome let ſcorn ſecure. 
Nor ſhall the raſcal rabble here have place, 
Whom kings no title gave, and God no grace : 
Not bull-fac'd Jonas, who could ſtatutes draw 
To mean rebellion, and make treaſon law. 

Bur he, though bad, is follow'd by a worſe, 

| The wretch who Heaven's anointed dar'd to curſe ; 
; Shime1, whoſe youth did early promiſe bring 
Of zeal to God, and hatred to his king, 

Did wifely from expenſive fins refrain, 

And never broke the Sabbath but for gain : 


| Nor ever was he known an oath to vent, 


Or curſe, unleſs againſt the government. 

Thus heaping wealth by the moſt ready way 
Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray; 
The city, to reward his pious hate | 
Agamit his maſter, choſe him magiſtrate. 

His hand a vaſe of juſtice did uphold; 

His neck was loaded with a chain of gold. 
During his office treaſon was no crime; 

The ſons of Belial had a glo- ious time; 

For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf, 

Yet lov'd his wicked neighbour as birnſelf. 
When two or three were gather'd to declaim 
Againſt the monarch of Jeruſalem, i 
Shimet was always in the midſt of them: 

And, if they curs'd the king when he was by, 
Would rather curſe than break good company. 
If any durſt his factious friends accuſe, 

| He pack d a jury of diſſenting Jews ; 


| Whoſe fellow- feeling in the godly cauſe 5 


Would free the ſuff ring faint from human laws, 
For laws are only made to puniſh thoſe 

W ho ſerve the king, and to protect his foes, 

If any leiſure time he had from pow'r, 

Becauſe tis ſin to miſemploy an hour, 

His buſineſs was, by writing to per ſuade 

That kings were vlclefs, and a clog to trade: 
And, that his noble ſtyle he might refine, 

No Rechabite more ſnunn'd the fumes of wine. 
Chaſte were his cellars, and his ſhrieval board 
The groſſneſs of a city feaſt abhorr'd ; 

His cooks, with long diſuſe, their trade forgot; 
Cool was his kitchen, though his brains were hot. 
Such frugal virtue malice may accule ; 

But ſure 'twas neceſſary to the Jews : 

For towns, once burnt, ſuch maviſtrates require 
As dare not tempt God's providence by fire. 
; With 


With ſpiritual food he fed his ſervants well, 

But free from fleſh that made the Jews rebel: 
And Moſes laws he held in more account, 

For forty days of faſting in the mount. 

To freak the reſt, who better are forgot, 
Would tire a well-breath'd witneſs of the plot. 
Yet, Corah, thou fhalt from oblivion paſs ; 
Erect thyſelf, thou monumental braſs, 

High as the ſerpent of thy metal made, 

While nations ſtand ſecure beneath thy ſhade. 
What though his birth were baſe, yet comets riſe 
From earthly vapours ere they ſhine in ſkies. 
Prodigious actions may as well be done 

By weaver's iſſue, as by prince's fon. 

This arch- atteſtor for the public good, 

By that one deed, ennobles all tis blood. - 
Who ever a{k'd the witneſs's high race, 

Whoſe oath with martyrdom did Stephen grace ? 
Ours was a Levite; and, as times went then, 
His tribe were God Almighty's gentlemen. 
Sunk were his eyes, his voice was harſh and loud; 
Sure ſigus he neither choleric was, nor proud: 
His long chin prov'd his wit ; his faint-like grace 
A church vermilion, and a Moſes' face. 

His memory, miraculoutly great, 

Could plots, exceeding man's belief, repeat: 
Which therefore cannot be accounted lies, 

For human wit could never fuch deviſe. 

Some future truths are mingled in his book; 
But where the witnels fail 'd, the prophet ſpoke; 
Some things like viſionary flights appear; 
The ſpirit caught him up the Lord knows where; 
And gave him his rabbinical degree, 

Unknown to foreign univerſity. | 

His judgment yet his memory did excel ; 
Which pierc'd his wondrous evidence {o well, 
And ſuited to the'temper of the times, 

Then groaning under Jebuſitie crimes, 

Let Iſrael's foes ſuſpect his heavenly call, 

And raſhly judge his writ apocryphal ; 

Our laws for ſuch affronts have forfeits made: 
He takes his life who takes away his trade. 
Were I myſelf in witneſs Corah's place, 

The wretch who did me ſuch a dire difgrace 
Should whet my memory, though once torgot, 
To make him an appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to Heaven made him his prince deſpiſe, 
And load his perſon with indignities. 

But zeal peculiar privilege affords, 
Indulging latitude to deeds and words : 
And Corah might fer Agag's murder call, 
In terms as coarle as Samuel us'd to Saul, 
What others in his evidence did join, 

The beſt that could be had for love or coin, 
In Corah's own predicament will fall: 

For Witneſs is a common name to all. 
Surrounded thus with friends of ev'ry ſort, 
Deluded Abſalom forſakes the court : | 

Impatient of high hopes, urg'd with renown, 
And fir'd with near poſſeſſion of a crown. 

Th' admiring — are dazzled with ſurpriſe, 
And on his goodly perſon feed their eyes. 

His joy conceal'd, he ſets himſelf to ſhow 


On cach ſide bowing popularly low: 
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His looks, his geſtures, and his words he frames, 
Aud with familiar caſe repeats their names. 
Thus form'd by nature, furniſf*d out with arts, 
He glides unfelt into their ſecret hearts. | 
Then with a kind compathonating look, 
And ſighs, beſpeaking pity ere he ſpoke, 
Few words he ſaid ; but eaſy thoſe and fit, 
More flow than Hybla-drops, and far more ſweet. 
I mourn, my countrymen, your loſt eſtate; 
Though far unable to prevent your fate : 
Behold a baniſh'd man for your dear cauſe 
Expos'd a prey to arbitrary laws ! 
Yet oh ! that I alone could be undone, 
Cur off from empire, and no more a fon ! 
Now all your liberties a ſpoil are made; | 
Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade, } 
And Jebuſites your ſacred rites invade. 
My father, whom with rev'rence yet I name, 
Charm'd into eaſe, is careleſs of his fame; 
And, brib'd with petty ſums of foreign gold, 
Is grown in Bathſheba's embraces old; 
Exalts his enemies, his friends deſtroys ; 
And all his pow'r againſt himſelf employs. 
He gives, and let him give, my right away : 
But why ſhould he his own and yours betray 2 
He, only he, can make the nation bleed, 
And he alone from my revenge is freed. 
Take then my tears (with that he wip'd his 
eyes), | 

'Tis all the aid my preſent pow'r ſupplies : 
No court-informer can theſe arms accuſe ; 
Theſe arms may ſons againſt their fathers uſe: 
And tis my with the next ſucceſſor's reign 
May make no other Iſraelite complain. 

Youth, beauty, graceful action, ſeldom fail ; 
But common int*reſt always will prevail: 
And pity never ceaſes to be ſhown 
To him who makes the people's wrongs his own. 
The crowd, that ftill believe their kings oppreſs, 
With lifted hands their young Mefliah bleſs : 
Who now begins his progreſs to ordain ' 


| With chariots, horſemen, and a num'rous train . 


From caſt to weſt his glories he diſplays, 
And, like the fun, the promis'd land ſurveys. 
Faine runs before him as the morning tar, 
And ſhouts of joy falute him from w A 
Each houſe receives him as a guardian god, 
And conſecrates the place of his abode. 

But hoſpitable treats did moſt commend | 
Wiſe Iflachar, his wealthy weſtern friend. 


mp, did other ends diſguiſe ; 
Achitophel had form'd it, with intent 

To ſound the depths, and fathom where it went, 
The people's hearts diſtinguiſh friends from foes, 
And try their ſtrength before they came to blows, 
Yet all was colour'd with a ſmooth prerence 

Of ſpecious love, and duty to their prince. 
Religion, and redreſs of grievances, | 
Two names that always cheat and always pleaſe, 
Are often urg'd ; and good king David's life 
Endanger'd by a brother and a wife. | 
Thus in a pageant ſhow a plot is made 

And peace itſelf is war in maſquerade. 


Oh 


This moving court, that caught the people's eyes, 
And feem'd but 
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Oh fooliſh Ifrae! ! never warn'd by il! 
Still the ſame ban, and circumventcd ſtill! 
Did ever men forſake their preſent eaſe ; 
In midſt of health imagine a diſeaſe; 
Take pains contingent miſchiefs to foreſee ; 
Make heirs for monarchs, and for God decree * 
What ſhall we think? Can people give away, 
Both for themſelves and ſons, their native ſway ? 
Then they are left defenceleſs to the ſword 
Of each unbounded arbitrary lord : 
And laws are vain, by which we right enjoy, 
If kings unqueſtion'd can. thoſe laws detiroy. 
Yer if the crowd be judge of fit and juſt, 
And kings are only officers in truſt, * 
Then this reſuming cov*nant was declar'd 
When kings were made, or is for ever barr'd. 
If thoſe who gave the ſceptre could not tie 
By their own deed their own erity, 
How then could Adam bind his future race ? 
How could his forfeit on mankind take place ? 
Or how could heavenly juſtice damn us all, 
Who ne er conſented to our father's fall? 
'Then kings are flaves to thuſe whom they com- 

| mand, 
And tenants to their people's pleaſure ſtand. 
Add, that the pow'r tor property allow d 
Is miſchicvoutly feated in the crowd : 
For who can be ſecure of private right, | 
If fovereign ſway may be diffolv'd by might? 
Nor is the people's judgment always true: 
The moſt may err as grolsly as the few; 
And faultleſs kings run down by common cry, 
For vice, oppreſſion, and for tyranny. 
What ſtandard is there in a fickic rout, 
Which, flowing to the mark, runs faſter out? 
Nor only crowds, but ſanhedrims may be 
Infected with this public lunacy, 
And ſhare the madneſs of rebellious times, 
To murder monarchs for imagin d crimes. 
If they may give and take whene'er they plcaſe, 
Not kings alone, the Godhcad's images, 
But government itſelf, at length muſt fail 
To nature's ſtate, where all have right to all. 
Yet, grant our lords the people kings can 

make, 

What prudent men a ſettled throne would ſhake ? 
For hatſoe er their ſufferings were before, 
That change they covet makes them ſuffer more. 
All other errors but diſturb a fiate; : 
But innovation is the blow of fate. 
If ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall, 
To patch their flaws, and buttreſs up the wall, 
Thus far 'tis duty : but here fix the mark ; 
For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 
To change foundations, caſt the frame anew, 
1s work for rebels, who baſe ends purſue; 
At once divine and human laws controul, 
And mend the parts by ruin of the whole. 
The tzmp'ring world is ſubject to this curſe, 
To phyfic their diſeaſe into a worſe. | 

ow. what relief can righteous David bring ? 
How fatal tis to be too good a king 
Friends be has few, ſo high the madneſs grows; 
Who dare be fuch muſt be the people's fors. 
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Vet ſome there were, ev'n in the worſt of days; 
Some let me name, and naming is to praiſe. 

In this ſhort file Barzillai firſt appears; 
Barzillai, crown'd with honour and with vears. 
Long ſince, the riſing rebels he withſtood | 
In regions waſte beyond the Jordan's flood : 
Unfortunately brave to buoy the ſtate 

Bur finking underneath his maſter's fate : 

In exile with his godlike prince he mourn'd ; 
For him he ſuffer d, and with him return'd. 
The court he practis'd, not the courtier's art: 
Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart; 
Which well the nobleſt objects knew to chooſe, 


The fighting warrior, and recording muſe. 
His bed could once a fruitful iſſue boaſt; 


Now more than half a father's name is loſt. 

His eldeſt hope, with ev'ry grace adorn'd, 

By me (fo Heaven will have it) always mourn'd 
And always honour'd, ſnatch d in manhood”s 
B unequal fates. and providence'scrime : [prime 
Yet not before the goal of honour won, 
All parts fulfill'd of ſubject and of fon : 
Swilt was the race, but ſhort the time to run. 

h narrow circle, but of pow'r divine, 

Scanted in ſpace, but perfect in thy line! 

By fea, by land, thy matchleſs worth was known, 
Arms thy delight, ar.d war was all thy own : 
Thy force infus'd the fainting Tyrians propp'd: 
And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune ſtopp'd. 
Oh ancient honour ! oh unconquer'd hand, 


Whom foes unpuniſh'd never could withſtand ! 


But Iſrael was unworthy of his name: 

Short is the date of all immod'rate fame, 

It looks as Heaven our ruin had defign'd, 

And durſt not truſt thy fortune and thy mind. 

Now, free from cartiz, thy diſencumber d foul 

Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and 
ſtarry pole: | | 

From 2 thy kindred legions mayſt thou 

ring, 

To aid the guardian angel of thy king. 

Here ſtop, my Muie, here ccaſe thy painful flight: 

No pinions-can purſue immortal height: 

Tell good Barziliai thou canſt fing no more, 

And tell thy foul ſhe ſhould have fled before: 

Or fied ſhe with his life, and left this verſe 

To hang on her departed patron's hearſe ? 

Now take thy ſtecpy flight from heaven, and ſee 

If thou canſt find on earth another he: 

Another he would he too hard to find ; 

See then whom thou canſt ſee not far behind. 


Zadoc the prieſt, whom, ſhunning pow'r and 


place, 
His lowly mind advanc'd to David's grace. 
Wich him the Sagan of Jeruſalem, 
Of hoſpitable foul and noble ſtem ; 
Him of the weſtern dome, whoſe weighty ſenſe 


| Flows in fit words and heavenly eloquence. 


Ihe prophet's ſons, by ſuch example led, 
To learning and to loyalty were bred : 
For colleges on bounteous kings depend; 
And never rebel was to arts a friend. 

To theſe ſucceed the pillars of the laws; 


Who beſt can plead, and beſt can judge, a cauſe. 


Next 
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Next them a train of loyal peers aſcend ; 
Sharp-judging Adriel, the Muſes? friend, 
Himſelf a Muſe : in ſanhedrims debate 
True to his prince, but not a ſlave of ſtate; 
Whom David's love with honours did adorn, 
That from his diſobedient fon were torn. 
Jotham of piercing wit, and pregnaut thought; 
Endued by nature, and by learning taught, 
To move aſſemblies, who but only tried 
The worle awhile, then choſe the better ſide: 
Nor choſe alone, but turn'd the balance too; 
So much the weight of one brave man can do. 
Huſhai, the friend of David in diſtreſs; 
In public ſtorms of 2 ſtedfaſtneſs: 
By foreign treaties he inform'd his youth, 
And join'd experience to his native truth. 
His frugal care ſupplied the wanting throne ; 
Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own : 
'Tis eaſy conduct when exchequers flow; 
But hard the taſk to manage well the low : 
For fov'reign pow'r is too depreſs'd or high, 
When kings are forc'd to ſel], or crowds to buy. 
Indulge one labour more, my weary Muſe, 
For Amiel : who can Amiel's praiſe refuſe ? 
Of ancient race by birth, bur nobler yet 
In his own worth, and without title great: 
The ſanhedrim long time as chief he rul'd, 
Their reaſon guided, and their patſion coob d: 
So dext'rous was he in the crown's defence, 
So form'd to ſpeak a loyal nation's ſenſe, 
That, as their band was Iſrael's tribes in ſmall, 
So fit was he to repreſent them all. 
Now rafſher charioteers the ſeat aſcend, 
Whoſe looſe careers his ſteady ſkill commend : 
They, like th' unequal ruler of the day, 
Miſguide the ſeaſons, and miſtake the way; 
While he withdrawn at their mad labours ſmiles, 
And ſafe enjoys the ſabbath of his toils. 
Theſe were the chief, a ſmall but faithful band 
Of worthies, in the breach who dar'd to ſtand, | 
And tempt th' united fury of the land. 
With grief they view'd ſuch pow'rful engines 
bent ; 
To batter down the lawful government : 
A num'rous faction, with pretended frights, 
In ſanhedrims to plume the regal rights ; 
The true ſucceſſor from the court remov'd ; 
The plot by hireling witneſſes improv'd. 
Theſe ills they ſaw, and, as their duty bound, 
They ſhew'd the king the danger of the wound : 
That no conceſſions from the throne would pleaſe, 
But lenitives fomented the diſeaſe : 
That Abſalom, ambitious of the crown, 
Was made the lure to draw the people down : 
That falſe Achirophel's pernicious hate 
Had turn'd the plot to ruin church and tate ; 
The council violent, the rabble worſe : 
That Shimei taught Jeruſalem to curſe, 
With all theſe loads of injuries oppreſt, 
And long revolving in his careful breaſt 
Th' event of things, at laſt his patience tir'd, 
Thus from his royal throne, by heaven inſpir'd, 
The godlike David fpoke ; with awful fear 
His train their Maker in their maſter hear ; 


— 
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ut 


Thus long have I, by native mercy ſway'd, 
My wrongs Tilſewbled, my revenge delay d: 
So willing to forgive th' offending age; 

So much the father did the king aſſuage. 

But now fo far my clemency they light, 

Th' offenders queſtion my forgiving right: 
That one was made for many, they contend z 
But tis to rule; for that 's a monarch's end. 
They call my tenderneſs of blood my fear; 


3 manly tempers can the longeſt bear. 


Yet, ſince they will divert my native courſe, 
Tis time to ſhew I am not good by force. 

Thoſe heap'd affronts that haughty ſubjects bring 
Are burdens for a eamel, not a king. 


| Kings are the public pillars of the ſtate, 


Born to ſuſtain and prop the nation's weight ; 

If my young Samſon will pretend a call 

To ſhake the column, let him ſhare the fall: 

But, oh! that yet he would repent and live! 

How eaſy tis foe parents to forgive 

With how few tears a pardon might be won 

From nature, pleading for a darlmg fon ! 

Poor, pitied youth, by my paternal care 

Rais'd up to all the height his fame could bear: 

Had God ordain'd his fate for empire born, 

He would have given his foul another turn: 

Gull'd with a patriot's name, whoſe modern 
ſenſe 

Is one that would by law ſupplant his prince; 

The people's brave, the politician's tool; 

Never was patriot yet but was a fool. 


Whence comes it that religion and the laws 


Should more be Abſalom's than David's cauſe 3 
His old inſtructor, ere he loſt his place, 

Was never thought endued with ſo much grace. 
Good heavens ! how faction can a patriot paint | 
My rebel ever proves my people's ſaint. 

Would they impoſe an heir upon the throne, 
Let ſanhedrims be taught to give their own. 

A king's at lcaft a part of government; 
And-mine as requiſite as their conſent : 
Without my leave a future king to chooſe, 
Infers a right the preſent to depoſe. 

True, they petition me t' approve their choice: 
Bur Eſau's hands ſuit ill with Jacob's voice. 


| My pious ſubjects for my ſafety pray 


Which to ſecure, they take my pow'r away. 
From plots and treaſons heaven preſerve my years, 
But ſave me moſt from my petitioners ! 

Unſatiate as the barren womb or grave, 

God cannot grant ſo much as they can crave. 
What then is left, but with a jealous eye 

To guard the ſmall remains of royalty ? 

The law ſhall ſtill dire& my peaceful ſway, 


And the ſame law teach rebels to obey : 


Votes ſhall no more eſtabliſh'd power controul, 
Such votes as make a part exceed the whole. 
No groundleſs clamours ſhall my friends remove, 


Nor crowds have pow'r to punith ere they prove 


For Gods and godlike kings their care expreſs, 


| 


Muſt 


Still ro defend their ſervants in diſtreſs. 


Oh, that my pow'r to ſaving were copfin'd ! 
Why am I forc'd, like heaven, againſtmy mind, 
To make examples of another kind? 
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Muſt I at length the ſword of juſtice draw 
Oh curſt effects of neceſſary law c 
How ill my fear they by my merey ſcan ! 
Beware the fury of a patient man. 
Law they require, let Co then ſhew her face; 
They could not be content to look on grace, 
Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye 
To tempt the terror of her frent, and die. 
By their own arts *tis righteouſly decreed, 
Thoſe dire artificers of death ſhall bleed; 
Againſt themſelves their witneſſes will ſwear, 
Till, viper-like, their mother plot they tear; 
And ſuck for nutriment that bloody gore, 
Which was their principle of life before. 
Their Belial with their Beclzebub will fight: 
Thus on my foes my foes ſhall do me right. 
Nor doubt th' event: for factious crowds engage, 
In their firſt onſet, all their brutal rage. 
Then let them rake an unreſiſted courle : 
Retire, and traverſe, and delude their force: 
But when they ſtand all breathiefs, urge the tight, 
And rife upon them with redoubled might: 
For lawful pow'r 1s ſtill ſuperior found ; 
When long driven back, at length it ſtands the 
round. | 

He ſaid : th* Almighty nodding gave conſent ; 
And peals of thunder ſhook the firmameur. 
Henceforth a ſeries of new time began, 
The mighty years in long proceſſion ran: 
Once more the godlike David was reſtor' d. 
And willing nations knew their lawful los d. 


II. 


* zi gui: tame baec quoque, ſi quis 
% Captus amore leget-— 

In the year 1680, Mr. Dryden undertook the 
oem of Abſalom and Achitophel, non the drffre of 
king Charles IT. The performance was applauded 
by every one; and ſeveral perſons prefſing bim to 
zurite a Second Part, be, upon declining it himſelf, 
ſpoke to Mr. Tate to write one, and gave bim bis 
advice in the direction of it : and that part begin- 
ning with | 

Next theſe, a troop of buſy ſpirits preſs,” . 
and ending with 5 

To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee,” 
containing near two hundred verſes, was entirely 
Mr. Di dens compoſition, befides fome touches 11 
ether places. — The preceding lines, upwards of three 
bundred in number, were wriilen by Mr. Tut. 

The poem is bere printed complete. 


ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL., 


SINCE men, like beaſts, cach other's prey were 

made; | 

Since trade began, and prieſthood gre a trade; 

Since realms were form'd, none tures 10 curſt as 
thoſe 

That madly their own happine's oppoſe ; 

There Heaven itſelf, and godlike kings in vain 

Show's down the manna of a gentle reign 
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While pamper'd crowds to mad ſedition run, 
And monarchs by indulgence are undone. 
Thus David's clemency was fatal grown, 

| Whilewwealthy faction aw'd the wanting throne. 
For now their ſovereign's orders to contemn 
Was held the charter of Jerulalem; 

His rights t' invade, his tributes to refuſe, 


A privilege peculiar to the Jews; 


As if from heavenly call this licenſe fell, 
And Jacob's ſeed were choſen to rebel! 
Achitophel with triumph ſees his crimes 


| [Thus ſuited to the madneſs of the times ; 


And Abſalom, to make his hopes ſucceed, 
Of flatt ring charms no longer ftands in need; 


Oer tribes outſtrip the youth's ambitious thought; 
His ſwifteſt hopes with ſwifter homage meer, 
And crowd their ſervile necks beneath his feet. 
Thus to his aid while preſſing tides repair, 

He mounts, and ſpreads his ſtreamers in the air. 


But what can our beſotted Iſrael plead > 
Sway'd by a monarch whoſe ſerene command 
Seems half the bleſſing of our promis'd land, 
Whoſe only grievance is excels of cafe; 
Freedom our pain, and plenty our diſeaſe ! 
Yet as all folly would lay claim to ſenſe, 
And wickedneſs ne'er wanted a pretence, 
With arguments they 'd make their treaſon good, 
And righteous David's ſelf with flanders load: 
That arts of foreign ſway he did affect, 

And guilty Jebuſnes from lew protect, 


_ |} Whoſe very chiefs, convict, were never freed; 
| Nay we have ſeen their ſacrifices bleed! 


Accuſers' infamy is urg'd in vain, | 

While in the bounds of ſenſe they did contain ; 

But ſoon they launch'd into th' unfathom'd tide, 

And in the depths they knew diſdain'd to ride. 

or probable diſcoveries to diſpenſe, 

Was thought below a penſion'd evidence; 

Mere truth was dull, nor inited with the port 

Of pamper'd Corah when advanc'd to court. 

No leis than wonders now they will impoſe, 

And projects void of grace or ſenſe diſcloſe. 

Such was the change on pious Michal brought, 

Michal that ne'er was crucl even in thouglit, 

The beft of queens, and moſt obedient wife, 

[mpeach'd of curſt defigns on David's life! 

His life, the theme of her eternal pray'r, 

is ſcarce fo much his guardian angel's care. 

Not ſummer morns ſuch mildneſs can diſcloſe, 

The Hermon lily, nor the Sharon roſe. 

Neglecting each vain pomp of majeſty, 

Tranſported Michal feeds her thoughts on high: 

She lives with angels, and, as angels do, 

Quits heaven ſometimes to bleſs the world below: 

here, cheriſh'd by her bounty's plenteous ſprings 

Reviving widows ſmile. and orphans fing. 

Oh! when rebellious Iſracl's crimes at height 

Are threaten'd with her lord's approaching fate, 

The piety of Michal then remain 

In Heaven's remembrance, and prolong his reign! 
Leſs deſolation did the peſt purſue 

That from Dan's limits to Beerſheba flew, 


While, fond of change,tho' ne er fo dearly bought, 


The charms of empire might his youth miſlead, 


| Leſs 
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Leſs fatal the repeated wars of Tyre, 

And leſs Jeruſalem*s avenging fire ; 

With gentler terror theſe our ſtate o'er-ran, 
Than ſince our evidencing days began! 


. On ev'ry cheek a pale confuſion fat,: 


Continued fear beyond the worſt of fate! 

Truſt was no more; art, ſcience, uſeleſs made; 

All occupations loſt but Corah's trade. 

Meanwhile a guard on modeſt Corah wait, 

If not for ſafety, needful yet for ſtate. 

Well might he deem each peer and prince his ſlave, 

And lord it o'er the tribes which he could fave : 

Even vice in him was virtue—what fad fate 

But for his honeſty had ſeiz'd our ſtate! 

And with what tyranny had we been curſt, 

Had Corah never prov'd a villain farſt ! 

T' have told his knowledge of th' intrigue in 

Had been, alas! to our deponent's loſs : -| grols, 

The travell'd Levite had th experience got, 

To huſband well, and make the beſt of 's plot; 

And therefore, like an evidence of kill, 

With wiſe reſerves ſecur'd his penhion ſtill; 

Not quite of future pow'r himſelf bereft, 

hut limbos large for unbelievers left. 

And now his writ ſuch reverence had got, 

'Twas worſe than plotring to ſuſpect his plot. 

Some were ſo well convinc'd, they made no doubt 

Themſelves to help the founder'd ſwearers out. 

Some had their ſenſe impos'd on by their fear, 

But more for interett ſake believe and ſwear : 

Even to that height with ſome the phrenſy gre, 

They rag'd to find their danger not prove true, 
Yet, than all theſe a viler crew remain, 

Who with Achitophel the cry maintain; 

Not urg'd by fear, nor thro' miſguided fenſe— | 

Blind zeal and ſtarving need had ſome pretence— 

But for the good old cauſe that did excite | 

Th' original rebels' wiles—revenge, aud ſpite. 

Theſe. raiſe the plot to have the ſcandal thrown 

Upon the bright ſucceſſor of the crown, 

Whofevirtue with ſuch wrongs they had purſued, 

As ſeem'd all hope of pardon to exclude. 

Thus, while on private ends their zeal is built, 

The cheated crowd applaud and ſhare their guilt. 

Such practices as ttiefe, too grols to lie 
Long unobſerv'd by each diſcerning eye, 

The more judicious Ifraelites unſpell'd, 
Though full the charm the giddy rabble held. 
Even Abſalom, amidſt the dazzling beams 

Of empire, and ambition's flatt'ring dreams, 
Perceives the plot, too foul to be excus d, 

To aid deſigns, no leis pernicious, us'd : 

And, filial ſenſe yer ſtriving in his breaſt, 
Thus to Achitophel his doubts expreſs' d: 

Why are my thoughts upon a crown employ'd, 
Which once obtain'd can be but half enjuy'd ? 
Not ſo when virtue did my arms require, 

And to my father's wars I flew entire. 
ly regal pow'r how will my foes reſent, 
When 1 myſelf have ſcaice my own content ! 
Give me a ſon's unblemiſh'd truth again, 
Or quench the ſparks of duty that remain, 
How flight to force a throne that legions guard 
le taſc to me; to prove unjuſt, how hard! 


| 


And if tt” imagin'd guilt thus wound my thought, 

What will it when the tragic ſcene is wrought ? 

Dire war muſt firſt be conjur'd from below, 

he realm we'd rule we firſt muſt overthrow ; 

Aud when the civil furies are on wing, 

Phat blind and undiſtinguiſh'd flaughters fling, c 

Who knows what impious chance may reach 

the king ? 

Ih! rather let me periſh in the ſtrife, 

Than have my crown the price of David's life ! 

Or, if the tempeſt of the war he ſtand, 

In peace, ſome vile officious villam's hand 

His ſoul's anointed temple may invade, : 

Or, preſs'd by clam'rous crowds, myſelf be made 

His murderer—rebellious crowds, whoſe guilt 

Shall dread his vengeance till his blood be ſpilt. 

W hich if my filial tenderneſs oppoſe, _ 

Since to the empire by their arms I roſe, 

Thoſe very arms on me ſhall be employ'd, 

A new vuſurper crown'd, and I deſtroy'd: 

The ſame pretence of public good will hold, 

And new Achitophels be found as bold | 

To urge the needful change, perhaps the old. 
He laid : the ſtateſman with a ſmile replies, 

A ſmile that did his riſing ſpleen diſguiſe: 

My thoughts preſum'd our labours at an end, 

And are we ſtill with conſcience to contend, 

Whoſe want in kings as needful is allow'd 

As tis for them to find it in the crowd ? 

Far in the doubtful paſſage you are gone, 

And only can be ſafe by preſſing on. 

The crown's true heir, a prince ſevere and wiſe, 

Has view'd your motions long with jealous eyes; 

Your perſon's charms, your more prevailing arts, 

And mark'd your progreſs in the people's hearts, 

Whole patience is th' effect of tinted pow'r, 


| But treaſures vengeance for the fatal hour; 


And, if remote the peril he can bring, 

Your preſent danger 's greater from the king. 
Let not a parent's name deceive your ſenſe, 

Nor trvſt the father in a jealous prince 

Y our trivial faults if he could fo reſent, 

10 doom you little leſs than baniſhment, 

What rage muſt your preſumption ſince inſpire “ 
Againſt his orders you icturn from Tyre. 

Nor only fo, but with a pomp more high, 

And open court of popularity, | 

The factious tribes—And this reproof from thee? 
The prince replies, O ſtateſman's winding {kill ! 
They firſt condemn that firſt advis'd the iI! 
[]luftrious youth, return'd Achitophel, 
Miiconſtrue not the words that mean you well. 
The courſe you ſteer I worthy blame conclude, 
But 'tis becauſe you leave it unpurſued. 

A monarch's'crown with fate ſurrounded lies; 
W ho reach, lay hold on death that miſs the prize. 
Did you for this expoſe yourſelf to-ſhow, 

And to the crowd bow popularly low ? | 

"or this your glorious progreſs next ordain, 
With chariots, horſemen, and a numerous train; 
With fame before you like the morning ſtar, 
And ſhours of joy ſaluting from afar? _ 

Oh, from the he! = in you'vereach'd but take a view, 


Scarce leading Lucifer could fall like you! 
| | | And. 
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And muſt I here * ſhipwreck'd arts bemoan ? 

Have I for this {6 oft made Iſracl groan ? 

Your ſingle jut reſt with the nation weigh'd, 

And turn d the icale where your deſires were laid! 

Even when at helm a a ſo dang'rous mov'd 

To land your hopes as my removal prov'd. 
not diſpute, the royal youth replics, 

The known perfection of your policies; 

Nor in Achitophel yet grudge or blame 

The privilege that ſtateſmen ever claim; 

Who private int reſt never yet purſued, 

But ſtill pretended twas for others gocd : 

What politician yet e er ſcap'd his fate, 

Who ſaving his own neck not ſav'd the ſtate? 

From hence on eviy humorous wind that 

veer*d, 

With ſhifted fails a ſeveral courſe you ſteer d. 

What from a ſway did David e'er purſue, 

That ſeem'd like abſolute, but ſprung from you? 

Who at your inftance quaſh'd cach penal law, 

That kept diſſenting factious Jews in awe; 

And who ſuſpends fix d laws, may abrogate; 

That done, form new, and fo enſlave the ſtate. 

Even pr , whoſe champion now you ſtand, 

And — 8 this the idol of the ts 

Did ne'er ſuſtain ſuch violence before, 

As when your counſel ſhut the royal ſtore; 

Advice, that rum to whole tribes procur'd, 

But ſecret kept till your own banks ſecur d. 

Recount with this the triple cov'nant broke, 


And Iſrael fitted for a foreign yoke ; 


Nor here your counſels' fatal progreſs ſtaid, 

Bur ſent our levied pow'rs to Pharaoh's aid. 

Henee Tyre and Iſracl low in ruins laid, 

And Egypt, once their ſcorn, their common terror 
made. ” 

Even yet of ſuch a ſeaſon can we dream, 

When royal rights you made your darling theme, 

For pow'r unlimited could reafons draw, 

And place p tive above the law ; 

Which on your fall from office grew unjuſt, 

The laws made king, the king a flave in truſt : 

Whom with ftate-craft, to int reſt only true, 

You now accuſe of ills contriv'd by you. 

To this hell's agent—Royal youth, fix here, 
Let int'reft be the ſtar by which you ſicer ; 
Hence to repoſe your truſt in me was wiſc, 
Whoſe int'reſt moſt in your advancement lies: 
A tie ſo firm as always will avail, 


When friendſhip, nature, 2nd religion, fail. 


On ours the ſafety of the crowd depends ; 
Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends; 
Whem I will cauſe fo far our guilt to ſhare, 
Till chey are made our champions by their fear. 
What 1 can your rival bring, 
While fanhedrims are jealous of the king? 
His ſtrength as yet in David's friendſhip lies, 
And what can David's ſelf without ſupplics? 
Who with excluſive bills muſt now diipenic, 
Debar the heir, or ſtarve in his defence; 
Conditions which our elders ne'cr will quit, 
And David's juſtice never can admit. 

Or fore d by wants his brother to betray, 

To your ambition next he clears the Way ; 


Perfiſting elſe his ſenates to diſſo 
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For if ſucceſſion once to nought they bring, 
Their next advance removes the rome King: 


ve, 

In equal hazard ſhall his reign involve. 

Our tribes, whom Pharaoh's pow'r ſo much alarms, 
Shall riſe without their prinee t' oppoſe his arms; 
Nor boots it on what cauſe at firſt they join, 
Their troops once up are tools for our defign, 
At leaſt ſuch ſubrile cov'nants ſhall be made, 
Till peace itſelf is war in maſquerade. 


} Aſſociations of yſterious ſenſe, | 


Againfi, but feeming for, the king's defence 

Een on their courts of juſtice fetters draw, 

And from our agents muzzle vp their law: 

By which a conqueſt if we fail to make, 

Tis a 1 3k game at worſt, and we ſecure our 
ſtake. . 

He faid; and for the dire fucceſs depends 
On various ſects, by common guilt made friends; 
Whoſe heads, tho ne'er ſo diff ring in their creed, 
I" th' point of treaſon yet were well agreed. 
Mongſt thcfe, extorting Iſhban firſt appears, 
Purſued by meagre troops of bankrupt heirs. 
Bleſt times, when Iſhban, he whoſe occupation 
So long has been to cheat, re forms the nation! 
Iſhban of conſcience ſuited to his trade, 

As good a faint as uſurer ever made. 

Yet Mammon has not fo engroſs'd him quite, 

But Belial lays as large a claim of ſpite; 

Who, for thoſe pardons from his prince he draws, 

Returns reproaches, and cries up the cauſe, 

That year in which the city he did ſway, 

He left rebellion in a hopeful way. 

Vet his ambition once was found ſo bold, 

To offer talents of extorted gold; 

Could David's wants have fo been brib'd, to 
ſhame | 

And ſcandalize our peerage with his name; 

For which, his dear {edition he d forſwear, 

And ev'n turn loyal to be made a peer. 

Next him, let railing Rabſheka have place, 

So full of zcal he has no need of grace; 

A faint that can both fleſh and ſpirit uſe, 

Alike hauntconventicles and the ſtews : 

Of whom the queſtion difficulr appears, 

If moſt I th' preacher's or the bawd's arrears, 

What caution could appear roo much in hin 

T hat keeps the treaſure of Jeruſalem ! 

Let David's brother but approach the town, 

Double our guards, he cries, we are undone 

Proteſting that he dares not ſteep in 's bed, 

Leſt he ſhould riſe next morn without his head. 

Next theſe, a troop of buſy ſpirits 1 
Of little fortunes, and of conſcience leſs; _ 
With them the tribe, whoſe luxury had drain d 
Their banks, in former ſequeſtrations gain'd , 
Who rich and great by paſt rebellions grew, 
And long to fifh the troubled ſtreams ancw--. 
Some future hopes, ſome prefent payment drav's, 
To ſell their conſcience and eſpouſe the cauſc. 
Such ſtipends thoſe vile hirelings beſt beſit, 
Prieſts without grace, and poets without wit. 
Shall that falſe Hebronite eſcape our curſe, 
Judas that keeps the rebel penſive purſe ; 


| 


Judas | 


5 


5 


0 


Judas that pays the treaſon-writer's fee, 

udas that well deſerves his nameſake's tree; 
Who at Jeruſalem's own gates erects 
His college for a nurſery of ſects; 
Young prophets with an early care ſecures, 
And with the dung of his own arts manures ? 
What have the men of Hebron here to do ? 
What part in Iſrael's promis'd land have you? 
Here Phaleg the lay-Hebronite is come, 
Cauſe like the reſt he could not live at home; 
Who from his own poſſeſſions could not drain 
An omer even of Hebronitiſh grain, 
Here ficuts it like a patriot, and talks high 
Of injur'd ſubjects, alter'd 8 - 
An emblem of that buzzing inſect juſt, | 
That mounts the wheel, and thinks ſhe raiſes duſt. 
Can dry bones live ? or ſkeletons produce 
The viral warmth of cuckoldizing juice? 
Slim Phaleg could, and at the table fed, 
Return'd the grateful product to the bed. 
A waiting-man to travelling nobles choſe, 
He his own laws would faucily impoſe ; 
Jill baſtinadoed back again he went, 
To learn thoſe manners he to teach was ſent. 
Chaſtis'd he ought to have retreated home; 
But he reads a. wi to Abſalom. 
For never Hebronite, tho kick'd and ſcorn'd, 
To his own country willingly return'd. 
But, leaving famiſh'd Phaleg to be fed, 
Aad to talk treaſon for his daily bread, 
Let Hebron, nay let hell, produce a man 
So made for miſchief as Ben-Jochanan ; 
A Jew of humble parentage was he, 
By trade a Levite, thongh of low degree : 
His pride no higher than the deſk aſpir'd; 
But for the drudgery of prieſts was hir'd, 
To read and pray in linen ephod brave, 
And pick up ſingle ſhekels | SO the grave. 
Married at laſt, but finding charge come faſter, 


He could not live by God, fo chavg'd his maſter: 


Inſpir'd by want, was made a factious tool; 
They got a villain, and we loſt a fool. 
Still violent, whatever cauſe he took, 
But moſt againſt the party he forſook. 
For renegadoes, who ne'er turn by halves, 
Are bound in conſcience to be double knaves, 
So this proſe-prophet took moſt monſtrous pains, 
To let his malters ſee he earn'd his gains. 
But, as the devil owes all his imps a ſhame, 
He choſe th” apoſtate for his proper theme; 
With little pains he made the picture true, 
And from reflection took the rogue he drew. 
A wondrous work, to prove the Jewiſh nation 
In every age a murmuring generation; 
To trace them from their infancy of ſinning, 
And ſhew them factious from their firſt beginning. 
To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock, 
Much to the credit of the choſen flock ; 
A ſtrong authority, which muſt convince, 
That ſaints own no allegiance to their pringe, 
As 'tis a leading card to make a whore, 

o prove her mother had turn'd up before. 
But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch bleſs 
The ſon that ſnew d his father's nakedneſs > 
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Such thanks the preſent church thy pen will give 
Which proves rebellion was fo B 

Mutt ancient failings be examples made ? 

Tnen murderers from Cain may learn their trade, 
As thou the heathen and the faint haſt drawn, 
Methinks th' apoſtate was the better man; 

And thy hot father, waving my reſpect, 

Not of a mother-church, but of a ſect: 

And ſuch he needs muſt be of thy inditing 
This comes of drinking aſſes milk, and writing. 
[f Balak ſhould be call'd to leave his place, 

As profit is the loudeſt call of grace, 


| His temple, diſpoſſeſs'd of one, would be 


Replenith'd with ſeven devils more by thee. 
Levi, thou art a load, I'll lay thee down, 

And ſhew rebellion bare, without a gown ; 

Poor ſlaves in metre, dull and addle-pated, 

Who rhyme below ev'n David's Pſalms tranſlated, 

Some in my ſpeedy pace I muſt out-run, 

As lame Mephiboſheth, the wizard's ſon : 

To make quick way, I'll leap o'er heavy blocks, 

Shun rotten Uzza as I would the poxz ; 

And haſten Og and Doeg to rehearſe, | 

Two fools that crutchtheir feeble ſenſe on yerſe ; 

Who by my Muſe to all ſucceeding times 

Shall live, in ſpite of their own doggrel rhymes, 
Doeg, though without knowing how or why, 


Made ſtill a blundering kind of melod 


Spurr'd boldly on, and daſh'd thro' chick and thin, | 


Thro' ſenſe and nonſenſe, never out nor in; 


Free from all meaning, whether good or bad, 

And, in one word, heroically mad : 

He was too warm on picking-work to dwell, 

But fagotted his notions as they fell, 

And, it they rhym'd and rattled, all was well ; 

Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a ſatire, 

For ſtill there goes ſome thinking to ill nature: 

He needs a more than birds and beaſts to 
think, | 

All his occafions are to eat and drink. 

Lf he call rogue and raſcal from a garret, ; 

He means you no more miſchief than a parrot 2 

The words for friend and foe alike were made; 

To fetter them in verſe, is all his trade. 

For almonds he Il cry whore to his own mother; 

And call young Abſalom king David's brother, 

[ct him be gallows-free by my conſent, 

And nothing ſuffer fince he nothing meant; 

Hanging _—_— human ſoul and reaſon 

This animal's below committing treaſon z 

Shall he be hang'd who never could rebel? 


That's a preferment for Achitophel. 


The woman that committed buggery 
Was rightly ſentenc'd by the law to die; 
But 't was bard fate that to the gallows led 
The dog that never heard the ſtatute read, 
Railing in other men may be a crime, 
But ought to paſs for mere inſtin& in him: 
Inſtinct he follows, and no farther knows 
For to write verſe with him is to tranſproſe. 
'T were pity treaſon at his door to lay, 

Vho makes heaven's gate a lock to its own key: 
Let him rail on, let his invective Muſe 


Have four-and-twenty letters to abuſe z 
X Which, 
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Indict him of a capital offence. 
In fre- works give him leave to vent his ſpite, 
Thoſe are the only ſerpents he can write; 
The height of his ambition is, we know, 
But to be maſter of a puppet-ſhow ; 
On that one ſtage his works may yet appear: 
And a month's harveſt keeps him all the year. 
Now ſtop your noſes, readers, all and ſome, 
For here 's a tun of midnight-work to come, \ 
Og from a treaſon-tavern rolling home. 
Round as a globe, and liquor'd ev'rv chink, 
Goodly and great he fails behind his link ; 
With all this bulk there 's nothing loſt in Og ; 
For every inch that is not foal, is rogue : 
A monſtrous maſs of foul corrupted matter, 
As all the devils had ſpew'd to make tlie batter. 
When wine has given him courage to blaſpheme, 
He curſes God, but God before curs'd him ; 
And, if man could have reaſon, none has more, 
hat made his paunch fo rich, and him ſo poor. 
ith wealth he was not truſted, for Heaven knew 
What 'twas of old to pamper up a Jew ; | 
To what would he on quail and phcalant ſwell, 
hat e en on tripe and carrion could rebet ? 
But tho Heaven made him poor, with rev rence | 
ſpeaking, : 
He never was a poet of God's making ; 
he midwife laid her hand on his ttiick ſkull, 
Vith this prophetic bletling—“ Be thou dull; 
Drink, fwear, and roar ; forbear no lewd delight 
Fit for thy bulk; do any thing but write: 
Thou art of laſting make, like thoughtleſs men; 
A ſtrong nativity but for the pen! | 
Eat opium, mingle arſenic in thy drink, 
Still thou mayſt live, avoiding pen and ink: 
I fee, 1 ſee, tis counſel given in vain, 
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Which, if he jumbles to one line of ſenſe, | The wiſe and rich for purſe and council brought, 


The fools and beggars for their numbers ſought ; 
Who yet not only on the town depends, 

For ev'n in court the faction had its friends; 
Theie thought the places they poſſeſs'd too ſmall, 
And in their hearts wiſh'd court and king to fall: 


M hoſe name the Muſe diſdaining, holds © th'dark, 


Thruſt in the villam herd without a mark; 
With paraſites and libel-ſpawning imps, 
[ntriguing fops, dull jeſters, and worſe pimps, 
Diſdain the raſcal rabble to purſue ; 

Their ſet cabals are yet a viler crew : 

See where mvolv'd in common ſmoke they fit ; 
Some for our mirth, ſome for our ſatire fit: 


7 heſe gloomy, thoughtful, and on miſchief bent, 
While thoſe for mere good fellowſhip frequent 


Th' appointed club, can let ſedition paſs, 
Senſe, no ſenſe, any thing, t' employ the glaſs; 
And who believe in their dull honeſt hearts, 
The reſt talk treaſon but to ſhew their parts; 
Who ne er had wit or will for miſchief yet, 
But pleas d to be reputed of a ſet. | 
But, in the ſacred annals of our plot, 
Induſtrious Arod never be forgot: 

The labours of this midnight magiſtrate 

May vie with Corah's to preſerve the ſtate. 


In {earch of arms he fail'd not to lay hold 


Or war's moſt pow'rfvl, dangerous weapon, gold; 


And laſt, to take from Jebuſites all odds, 


Their altars pillag'd. ſtole their very gods. 
Oft would he cry, when treaſure he ſurpris'd, 
Tis Baaliſh gold in David's coin diſguis'd ; 
Which to his houſe with richer relics came, 
While lumber idols only fed the flame: 

For our wiſe rabble ne'er took pains t' enquire 
What 'twas he burnt, fo 't made a rouſing fire. 
With which our clder was enrich'd no more 


For treaſon botch'd in rhyme will be thy bane: . 

Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck, 

Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck: 

Why ſhould thy metre good king David blaſt ? 

A pfolm of his will-furely be thy laft. 

Dar ſt thou preſume in verſe to meet thy foes, - 

Thou whom the penny pamphlet foil'd in profe ? 

DPaeg, whom God for mankind's mirth has made, 
O'ertops thy talent in thy very trade; 

Doeg to thee, thy paintings are fo coarſe, 

A poet is, tho' he 's the poet's horſe. 

A double nooſe thou on thy neck doſt pull 
For writing treaſon, and for writing dull: 

To die for faction is a common evil; 

But to be hang d for nonſenſe is the devil. 
Hadſt thou the glorres of thy king exprets'd, 
Thy praiſes had been ſatite at the beſt; 

But thou in clumſy verſe, unlick d, unpointed, 
Haſt ſhamefully de ſied the Lord's anointed : 
J will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes, 
For who would read thy life that reads thy rhymes? 
But of king David's foes be this the doom, 
May all be like the young man Abſalom ! 
And for my foes, may this their bleſſing be, 
To talk like Doeg, and 30 write like thee !” 
Achitophel each rank, degree, and age, 
For various. ends neglects not to engage 


Than falſe Gehazi with the Syrian's ſtore ; 


Even for tis ſtinking votes he ran in debt; 

For meat the wicked, and, as authors think, 

The ſaints he chous'd for his electing drink; 

Thus ev'ry ſhift and ſubtle method paſt, 

And all ro be no Zaker at the laſt. 

Now, rais'd on Tyre's ſad ruins, Pharaoh's 
pride 

Soar'd high, his legtons threat'ning far and wide. 

As when a battering ſtorm engender'd high, 

By winds vpheld, hangs hovering in the ſky, 

Is gaz d upon by ev'ry trembling ſwain ; 

This for his vineyard fears, and that his grain; 

For biooming plants, and flowers new opening, 
_ theſe, 

For lambs yean'd lately, and far-labouring becs : 

1 To guard his ſtock each to the gods does call, 

Uncertain where the fire-charg'd clouds will fall: 

Ev'n fo the doubtful nations watch his arms, 

Wich terror each expecting his alarms. 

Where, Judah, where was now the hon's roar? 

Thou only couldſt the captive lands reſtore : 

But thou, with inbred broils and faction preſt, 

From Egypt need'ſt a guardian with the reſt. 

Thy prince from ſanhedrims no truſt allow'd, 

Too much the repreſenters of the crowd, 
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So poor, that when our chcofing-tribes were met, 
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Who for their own defence give no ſupply, 
But what the crown s prerogatives muſt. buy : 
As if their monarch's rights to violate 
More needful were, than to preſerve the ſtate ! 
From preſent dangers they divert their care, 
And all rheir fears are of the royal heir ; 
Whom now the reigning malice of his foes, 
Unjudg'd would ſentence, and ere crown d depoſe; 
Religion the pretence, but their decree | 
To har his reign, whate'er his faith ſhall be 
By ſanhedrims and clam'rous crowds thus preſt, 
What paſſions rent the righteous David's breaſt ! 
Who knows not how t' oppoſe or to comply, 
Unjuſt to grant, and dang'rous to deny! 
How near in this dark juncture Iſrael's fate, 
Whoſe peace one ſole expedient could create, 
Which yet th' extremeſt virtue did require, 
Ev'nof that prince whoſe downfall they confpire ! 
His abſence David does with tears adviſe. 
T' appeaſe their rage : undaunted he complies. 
Thus he who, prodigal of blood and calc, 
A royal life expos'd to winds and ſeas, 
At once contending with the waves and fire, 
And heading danger in the wars of Pyre, 
Inglorious now forſakes his native fand, 
And, like an exile, quits the promis'd land ! 
Our monarch ſcarce from preiling tears refrains, 
And painfully his royal ftate maintains , 
Who now embracing on th' extremeſt ſhore 
Almoſt revokes what he cnjoin'd before: 
Concludes at laſt more truſt to be allowꝰ'd 
To ſtorms and ſcas than to the raging crowd! 
Forbear, raſh Muſe, the parting ſcene to draw, 
With filence charm'd as deep as theirs that ſaw ! 
Not only our attending nobles weep, 
But hardy failors ſwell with tears the deep! 
The tide reftrain'd her courſe, and more amaz'd 
The twin-ſtars on the royal brothers gaz d: 
White this ſole fear | 
Does trouble to our ſuffering hero bring, 
Leſt next the popular rage oppreſs the ; 
Thus parting, each for.th' other's danger griev'd, 
The ſhore the king, and ſeas the prince receiv'd. 
Go, injur'd hero, while propitious gales, 
doft as thy conſort's breath, inſpire thy ſails; 
Well may ſhe truſt her beauties on a flood, 
Where thy triumphant fleets ſo oft have rode! 
date on thy breaſt reclin'd her reſt be deep, 
Rock d like a Nereid by waves aflcep 
While happieſt dreams her fancy entertain, 
And to Elyſian fields convert the main ! 
Uo, injur'd hero, while the ſhores of Tyre 
At thy approach ſo ſilent ſhall admire, 
Who on thy thunder ſtill their thoughts employ, 
And preet thy landing with a trembling joy. 
On herocs thus the prophet's fate is thrown, 
Aumir'd by ev'ry nation but their own ; 
Yet while our factious Jews his worth deny, 
heir aching conſcience gives their tongue the 
lie. 
Ev'n in the worſt of men the nobleſt parts 
Confeſs him, and he triumphs in their hearts, 
Whom to his King the beſt reſpects commend 
Of fubje&t,, ſoldier, kinſman, prince, and friend; 
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All ſacred names of moſt divine eſteem, 
And to perfection all ſuſtain'd by him; 
Wile, juſt, and conſtant, courtly without art, 
Swift to diſcern and to reward deſert ; 
No hour of his in fruitleſs eate deſtroy'd, 
But on the nobleſt ſubjects ſtill employ'd : 
W hoſe ſteady ſoul ne'er learnt to ſeparate 
Between his monarch's int'reſt and the ſtate z 
But heaps thoſe bleſſings on the royal head, 
Which he well knows muſt be on ſubjects ſhed, 
On what pretence could then the vulgar rage 
Againſt his worth and native rights engage: 
Religious fears their argument are made, 
Religious fears his ſacred rights invade ! 
Of future ſuperſtition they complain, 
And J ebuſitic wœrſhip in his reign : | 
With ſuch alarms his foes the crowd deceive, 
With dangers fright which not themſelves believe, 
Since nothing can our ſacred rights-remove, 
W hate'er the faith of the ſucceſſor prove: 
Our Jews their ark ſhall undiſturb'd retain, 
At leaſt while their religion is their gain; 
Who know, by old experience, Baal's commands 
Not only claim'd their conſcience but their lands; 
They grudge God's tithes, how therefore ſhall they 
An idol full poſſeſſion of the field? yield 
Grant ſuch a prince enthron'd, we muſt confeſs 
The people's ſufferings than that monarch's leſs, 
Who muſt to hard conditions ſtill be bound, 
And for his quiet with the erowd compound; 
Or, ſhould his thoughts to tyranny incline, _ 
Where are the means to compaſs the deſign ? 
Our crown's revenues are too ſhort a ſtore, 
And jealous ſanhedrims would give no more, 
As vain our fears of Egypt's potent aid, 
Not ſo has Pharaoh learnt ambition's trade; 
Nor ever with ſuch meaſures can comply, 
As ſhock the common rules of-policy ; _ 
None dread like him the growth of Iſrael's king 
And he alone ſufficient aids can bring; 
Who knows that prince to Eg; pt can give law; 
That on our ſtubborn tribes his yoke could draw, 
At ſuch profound expence he has not flood, 
Nor dyed for this his hands ſo deep in blood; ¶ take, 
Would ne'er thro' wrong and right his progreſs 
Grudge his own reſt, and keep the world awake, 
To fix a lawlefs prince on Juda's throne, 
Firſt to invade our rights, and then his own : 
His dear-gain'd conqueſts cheaply to deſpoil, 
And reap the harveſts of his crimes and toi]. 
We grant his wealth vaſt as our ocean's ſand, 
And curſe its fatal influence on our land, 
Which our brib'd Jews ſo num'rouſly partake, 
That ev'n an hoſt his penſioners would make; 
From theſe deceivers our diviſions ſpring, 
Our weakneſs, and the growth of Egypr's king; 
Theſe, with pretended friendſhip to the Rate, 
Our crowd's ſuſpicion of their prince create; 
Both plecas'd and frighten'd with the ſpecious crys 
To guard their ſacred rights and property; 
To ruin thus the choſen flock ure ſold, 
W hile wolves are ta en for guardians of the fold; 
Seduc'd by theſe we groundleſsly complain, 
And loath the manna of a gentle reigu : 
X 2 Thus 
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Thus our forefathers' crooked paths are trod; 
We truſt our prince no more than they their God. 
But all in vain our reas ning prophets preach 

To thoſe whom ſad experience ne'er could teach, 
Who can commence new broils in bleeding ſcars, 
And freſh remembrance of inteſtine wars; 
When the fame houſehold mortal foes did yield. 
And brothers ftain'd with brothers blood the field; 
When fons' cutſt ſteel the fathers' gore did tain, 
And mothers mourn'd for ſons by fathers flain ! 
When thick as Egypt's locuſts on the ſaud 

Our tribes lay ſlaughter d thro' the promis'd land, 
Whoſe few ſurvivors with worle fate remain, 
To drag the bondage of a tyrant's reign: 
Which ſcene of woes, unknowing, we renew, 
And madly, ev'n thoſe ills weyfear, purſue; 
While Pharaoh laughs at our domettic broils, 
And ſafely crowds his tents with nations' ſpoils. 
Yet our fierce ſanhedrim in reſtleſs rage | 
Againſt our abſent hero till engage; 

And chiefly urge, ſuch did their phrenſy prove, 
The only ſuit their prince forbids to move; 
Which till obtain'd they ceaſe affairs of fate, 
And real dangers wave for groundleſs hate. 
Long David's patience waits relief to bring, 
With all th' indulgence of a lawful king, 
Expecting till the troubled waves would ceaſe, 
But found the ragiug billows ſtill increaſe. 

The crowd, whoſe infolence forbearance ſwells, 
While he forgives too far, almoſt rebels. 

At laſt his deep reſentment ſilence broke, 

Th imperial palace ſhook while thus he ſpoke : 

Then Juſtice wake, and Rigour take her time, 

For, lo! our mercy is become our crime. 
While halting Puniſhment her ftroke delays, 
Our ſov'rejgn right, heaven's ſacred truſt, decays! 
For whoſe ſupport ev'n ſubjects“ intereſt calls, 
Woe to that [hom where the monarch falls! 
That prince who yields the leaſt of regal ſway, 
So far his people's freedom does betray. | 
Right lives by late, and law ſubſiſts by pow'r 
Diſarm the ſhepherd, wolves the flock devour. 
Hard lot of empire o'er a ſtubborn race, 

Which Heaven itſelf in vain has tried with grace! 
When will our reafon's long-charm'd eyes uncloſe, 
And Liracl judge between her friends and foes ? 
When ſhall we ſee expir'd decervers ſway, 

And credir what our God and monarchs fav ? 
Diſſembled patriots, brib'd with Egypt's gold, 
Ev'n ſanhedrims in blind obedience hold; 
Thoſe patriots falſchood in their actions lee, 
And judge by the pernicious fruit the tree ; 

If aught for which fo loudly they declaim, 
Religion, laws, and freedom, were their aim; 
Our ſenares in due methods they had led, 
T*avoid thoſe miſchiefs which they ſcem*dtodread; 
But firſt ere yet they propp'd the ſink ing ſtate, 
T' impeach and charge. as urg'd by private hate; 
Proves that they neꝰ er believ d the fears they picls'd, 
But barb'rouſly deſtroy d the nation's reſt 

O! whither will ungovern'd ſenates drive, 

And to what bounds licentious votes arrive? 
When their injuſtice we are preſo d to ſhare, 
The monaich urg d t exclude the lawful heir; 
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Are princes thus diſtinguiſh'd from the crowd, 
And this the privilege of royal blood? 

But grant we ſhould confirm the wrongs they preſ;, 
His ſufferings yet were than the people's lets; 
Condemn d for life the murdering ſword to wield, 
And on their heirs entail a bloody field: 

Thus madly their own freedom they betray, 
And forth' oppreſſion which they fear make way; 
Succeſſion fix d by Heaven, the kingdom's bar, 
\Which once diſſolv'd admits the flood of war: 
Waſte, rapine, ſpoil, without, th' aſſault begin; 
And our mad tribes ſupplant the fence within. 
Since then their good they will not underſtand, 


'Tis time to take the monarch's pow'r in hand; 


Authority and force to join with kill, 
And fave the lunatics againſt their will. 
The ſame 2 means that ſuage the crowd, ap- 
| a | 
Our us raging with the crowd's diſeaſe. 
Henceforth unbiaſs d meaſures let them draw 
From no falſe gloſs, but genuine text of law; 
Nor urge thoſe crimes upon religion's ſcore, 
Themſelves fo much in Jebuſites abhor. 
Whom laws convict, and only they, ſhall bleed; 
Nor Phariſees by Phariſees be freed. 
impartial juſtice from our throne ſhall ſhow'r; 
All ſhall have right, and we our for'rcign pow'r, 
He faid : th' attendants heard with awful joy, 
And glad preſages their fix d thoughts employ ; 
From Hebron now the ſuffering heir return'd, 
A realm that long with civil diſcord mourn d; 
Til his approach, like ſome arriving God, 
Cumpos'd and heal'd the place of his abode ; 
The deluge check'd that to Judea ſpread, 
And ſtopp'd ſedition at the fountain's head. 
Thus in torgiving David's paths he drives, 
And, chas d from Ifrael, Ifracl's peace contrives, 
The field confefs'd his pow'r in arms before, 
And ſeas proclaim'd his triumphs to the ſhore, 


As nobly has his ſway in Hebron ſhewn, 


How fit t' inherit godlike David's throne. 
Through Sion's ſtreets his glad arrival 's ſpread, 
And conſcious faction ſhrinks her ſnaky head ; 
His train their ſufferings think o'erpaid, to ſce 
The crowd's applauſe with virtue once agree. 
Succe's charms all, but zeal for worth diſtreſt 
A virtue proper to the brave and beſt; 
Mongſt whom was Jothran, Jothran always bent 
Lo ſerve the crown, and loyal by deſcent; 
Whole conſtancy fo tirm, and conduct juſt, 
Deſerv'd at oncc two royal maſters' truſt; 
Who Tyre's prond arms had manfully withſtosd 
On ſcas, and gather'd laurels from rhe flood; 
Of learning yet no portion was denied, 
Friend to the Muſes, and the Muſcs' pride. 
Nor can Benaiah's worth forgotten lie, 
Of ſteady ſoul when public ſtorms were high; 
W hoſe conduct, while the Moor fierce onſets made, 
Secur d at once our honour and our trade. f 
Such were the chief. who moſt bis ſufferings 
mourn'd, 
And view'd with filent joy the prince return d; 
While thoſe that fought His ablence to betrav, 
Preſs firſt their nauſeous falle reſpects to . 
Il 
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Him ſtill th' officious hypocrites moleſt, 
And with malicious duty break his reſt. | 

While real tranſports thus his friends employ, 
And foes are loud in their diffembled joy, 


- His triumphs, ſo refounded far and near, 


Miſs'd not his young ambitious rival's ear; 

And as when joyful hunters' clamorous train 
Some flumbering lion wakes in Moab's plain, 
Who oft had forc'd the bold affailants yield, 
And ſcatter d his ppm through the field, 
Diſdaining, furls his mane and tears the ground, 
His eyes inflaming all the deſert round, 

With roar of ſeas directs his chaſers' way, 
Provokes from far, and dares them to the fray; 
duch rage ſtorm'd now in Abſalom's fierce breaſt, 
Such indignation his fir'd eyes confels'd ; 

Where now was the inſtructor of his pride? 
Slept the old pilot in ſo rough a tide ? 

Whoſe wiles had from the happy ſhore betray'd, 


And thus on ſhelves the credulous youth convey'd; 


In deep revolving thought he weighs his ſtate, 
Secure of craft, nor doubts to baffle fate; 
At leaſt, if his ſtorm'd bark muſt go adrift, 
To baulk his charge, and for himſelf to ſhift, 
In which his dext'rous wit had oft been ſhewn, 
And in the wreck of kingdoms ſav'd his own. 
But now, with more than common danger preſt, 
Of various reſolutions ſtands poſſeſt, 
Perceives the crowd's unſtable zeal decay, 
Leſt their recanting chief the cauſe betray ; 
Who on a father's grace his hopes may ground, 
And for his pardon with their heads compound. 
Him therefore, ere his fortune ſlip her time, 
The ſtateſman plots t' engage in ſome bold crime 
Paſt pardon, whether to attempt his bed, 
Or threat with open arms the royal head, 
Or other daring method, and unjuſt, 
That may conhrm him in the people's truſt. 
But failing thus t' enſnare him, nor ſecure 
How long his foil'd ambition may endure, 
Plots next to lay him by, as paſt his date, 
And try ſome new pretender's luckier fate 
Whoſe hopes with equal toil he would purſue, 
Nor cares what claimer 's crown'd except the true. 
Wake, Abſalom, approaching ruin ſhun, 
And ſee, oh ſee, for whom thou art undone ! 
How are thy honours and thy fame betray'd, 
The property of deſperate villains made 

pow'r and conſcious fears their crimes create, 
And guilt in them was little leſs than fate: 
But 12 ſhouldſt thou, from ev'ry grievance 

ree 


, 
Forſake thy vineyards for their ſtormy ſea ? 
For thee did Canaan's milk and honey flow; 
Love mY thy bow'rs, and laurels ſought thy 
row 

Preferment, wealth, and pow'r thy vaſſals were, 
And of a monarch all things but the care. 
Oh ſhould our crimes again that curſe draw down, 
And rebel-arms once more attempt the crown, 
dure ruin waits unhappy Abſalom, 
Alike by conqueſt or defeat undone ; 
Who could relentleſs fee ſuch youth and charms 

pire with wretched fate in impious arms? 
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A prince ꝰ form'd with earth's and heaven's 
applauſe, _ 

To triumph o'er crown'd heads in David's cauſe: 

Or, grant him victor, ſtill his hopes muſt fail, 

Who conquering would not for himſelf prevail; 

The faction whom he truſts for future ſway, 

Him and the public would alike betray ; 

Amongſt themſelves divide the captive ſtate, 

And found their hydra-empire in his fate! 

Thus, having beat the clouds with painful flight, 

The pitied youth, with ſceptres in his fight, 

So have their cruel politics decreed, | 

Muſt, by that crew that made him guilty bleed ! 

For could their pride brook any prince's ſway, 

Whom but mild David would they chooſe t' obey? 

Who once at ſuch a gentle reign repine, 

The fall of monarchy itſelf deſign; 

From hate to that their reformations ſprirfy, 

And David not their grievance, but the king. 

Seiz'd now with panic fear the faction lies, 

Leſt this clear truth ſtrike Abſalom's charm'd 

eycs, 

Leſt he 3 from long enchantment free, 


V hat all beſide the flatter d youth muſt ſee. 
But whate'er doubts his troubled boſom ſwell, 


Fair carriage ſtill became Achitophel 

Who now an envious feſtival enſtals, 

And to ſurvey their ſtrength the faction calls, 
Which fraud, religious worſhip too muſt gild ; 


But oh how weakly does ſedition build! 


For, lo! the royal mandate iſſues forth, 
Daſhing at once their treaſon, zeal, and mirth ! 
So have I ſeen diſaſtrous chance invade, 
Where careful emmets had their forage laid, 
Whether fierce Vulcan's rage the furzy plain 
Had feiz'd, engender'd by ſome careleſs ſwain z 
Or ſwelling Neptune lawleſs inroads made, 


And to their cell of ſtore his flood convey d; 
| The commonwealth broke up, diſtracted go, 


And in wild haſte their loaded mates o erthrow: 

Ev'n fo our ſcatter'd gueſts confus'dly meet, 

With boil'd, bak'd, roaſt, all juſtling in the ſtreet; 

Dejecting all, and ruefully diſmay 'd, 

For ſhekel without treat or treaſon paid. 
Sedition's dark eclipſe now fainter ſhews, 

More bright each hour the royal planet grows, 

Of force the clouds of envy to diſperſe, 

In kind conjunction of aſſiſting ſtars. 

Here, lab'ring Muſe, thoſe glorious chiefs relate, 

That turn'd the doubtful ſcale of David's fate; 

The reſt of that illuſtrions band rehearſe, 

Immortaliz'd in laurel'd Aſaph's verſe : 

Hard taſk! yet will not I thy flight recal; 

View heaven, and then enjoy thy glorious fall. 
Firſt write Bezaliel, whoie illuſtrious name 

Foreftals our praiſe, and gives his poet fame. 

The Kenites' rocky province his command, 

A barren limb of fertile Canaan's land ; 

W hich for its generous natives yet could be 

Held worthy ſuch a preſident as he ! a 

Bezaliel with each grace and virtue fraught, 

Serene his look s, ſerene his life and thought; 

On whom fo largely nature heap'd her ſtore, 

There ſcarce remain'd for arts to give him more] 
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To aid the crown and ſtate his greateſt zeal, | 
His ſecond care that ſervice to conceal : 
Of dues obſervant, firm to ev'ry. truſt, 
And to the needy always more than juſt : 
Who truth from ſpecious falſehood can divide, 
Has all the gownſmen's {kill without their pride; 
Thus crown'd. with worth from heights of ho- 
nour won, 
Sees all his glories copied in his fon, 
Whoſe forward fame ſhould ev'ty Muſe engage; 
Whole youth boaſts ſkilt denied to others age. 
Men, manners, language, books. of nobleſt kind, 
Already are the conqueſt of his mind; 
W hoſe loyalty before its date was p: ime, 
Nor waited the dull courſe of rolling time: 
The monſter Faction early he ditmay'd, 
And David's cauſe long ſince confeſs d his aid. 
Brave Abdael o'er the prophet's ſchool was 
plac'd ; 
Abdael with all his father's virtue grac'd; 
A hero, who, while ſtars look'd wond ring down, 
Without one Hebrew's blood reſtor'd the crown. 
That praiſe was his ; what therefore did remain 
For following chiefs, but boldly to maintain 
That crown reſtor d? and in this rank of fame, 
Brave Abdael with the firſt a place muſt claim. 
Proceed, illuſtrious, happy chicf! proceed, 
Foreſeize the garlands for thy brow decreed, 
While th' inſpir'd tribe attend with nobleſt ſtrain 
To regiſter the glories thou ſhalt gain: 
For ſure the dew ſhall Gilboah's hills forfake, 
And Jordan mix-his ſtream with Sodom's lake ; 
Or ſeas retir d their ſecret ſtores diſclole, 
And to the ſun their ſcaly brood expoſe; 
Or fwell'd above the clifts their billows raiſe, 
Before the Mules leave their patron's praiſe. 
Eliab our next labour does invite, 
And hard the taſk to do Eliab right : 
Long with the royal wandercr he rov'd, 
And firm in all the turns of fortune prov'd ! 
Such ancient ſervice, and deſert fo large, 
Well ciaim'd the royal houſehold for his charge; 
His age with only one mild heireſs bleſt, 
In all the bloom of ſmiling nature dreſt, 
And bleſt again to ſee his flow'r ailied 
ToDavid'sftock, and made young Othniel's bride! 
The bright reſtorer of his father's youth, 
Devoted to a ſon's and ſubject's truth: i 
Ref6lv'd to bear that prize cf duty home, 
So bravely ſought, while ſought by Abſalom. 
Ah prince ! th illuſtrious planet of thy birth, 
And thy more pow'rful virtue, guard thy worth' 
That no Achitophel thy ruin boaſt ! 

Iſrael too much in one ſuch wreck has loft. 
E'en envy muſt conſent to Helon's worth, 
Whoſe ſoul, though Egypt glories in his birth, 

Could for our captive-ark its zcal retain, - 

And Pharaoh's altars in their pomp diſdain : 

To ſlight his gods was ſmall; with nobler pride, 
He all th' allurements of his court defied. 
Whom profit nor example could betray, 

But Iſrael's friend, and true to David s ſway, 
What acts of favour in bis province fall, 

On merit he confers, and freely all. 
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The ſong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. 
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Our liſt of nobles next let Amri grace, 
Whote merits claim'd the Abethdin's high place; 
Vho, with a loyalty that did excel, 
3rought all th' endowments of Achitophel. 
>Incere was Amri, and not only knew, 
But Iſrael's ſanctions into practice drew; 
fur laws, that did a boundleſs ocean ſeem, 
Were coaſted all, and fathom'd all by him. 
No rabbin ſpeaks like him their myttic ſenſe, 
So juſt, and with ſuch charms of cloquence : 
To whom the double bleſſing does belong, 
With Mo'es'in{piration, Aaron's tongue. 
Than Shava none more loyal zeal have ſhewn, 
Wakeful as Judah's lion tor the crown, 
Who for that cauſe ſtill combats in his age, 
For which his youth with danger did engage. 
In vain our factious prieſts the cant revive ; 
In vain ſeditious ſcribes with libel ſtrive 


Obſerves, and ſhcots their treaſons as they fly; 
Their weekly frauds his keen replies detect; 
He undeceives more faſt than they infect. 

So Moles, when the peſt on legions prey'd, 
Advanc'd his ſignal, and the plague was ſtay'd. 

Once more, my-fainting Muſe, thy pinions try, 
And ſtrength's exhauſted ſtore let of ſupply. 
What tribute, Aſaph, ſhall we render thee 
We'll crown thee with a wreath from thy own 
Thy laurel grove no envy's flaſh can blaſt; [ tree! 
The fong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. 

With wonder late poſterity ſhall dwell 

On Abſalom and falſe Achitophel: 

Thy ſtrain ſhall be our flumb'ring prophets' dream, 
And when our Sion virgins ſing their theme, 
Our jubilees ſhall with thy verſe be grac'd 
tame! 

How fierce his ſatire loos'd l reſtrain'd, how 
How tender of th' offending young man's fame! 
How well his worth and brave adventures ſtyl d 
Juſt to his virtues, to his error mild. 

No page of thine, that fears the ſtricteſt view, 
But teems with juſt reproof, or praiſe as true. 
Not Eden could a fairer proſpect yield; 

All paradiſe without one barren field: 
Whoſe wit the cenſure of his foes has paſt, 
The fong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. 

What praiſe for ſuch rich trains ſhall we allow? 
What juſt rewards the grateful crown beſtow ? 
While bees in flow'rs rejoice, and flow'ts in dew, 
While ftars and fountains to their courſe are true; 
While Judah's throne and Sion's rock ſtand fall, 
The ſong of Aſaph and the fame ſhall laſt. 

Still Hebron's honour'd happy foil retains 
Our royal hero's beautcous dear remains; 

Who now fails of with winds nor wiſhes ſlack, 
To bring his ſuff*rings' bright companion back. 
But ere ſuch tranſport can our ſenſe employ, 

A bitter grief muſt poiſon half our joy ; 

Nor can our coaſts reſtor d thoſe bleffings ſce 
Without a bribe to envious deſtiny ! 


Curs'd Sodom's doom for ever fix the tide 
Where, by inglorious chance, the valiant died! 
Give not inſulting Aſkalon to know, | 


Nor let Gath's daughters triumph in our wor. 
= 0 


T' iaflame the crowd ; while he with watchful eye 
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No ſailor with the news ſwell Egypt's pride, 
By what inglorious fate our valiant died! 
Weep, Arnon! Jordan, weep thy fountains dry, 


While Sion's rock diſſolves for a ſupply. 


Calm were the elements, night's ſilence deep, 


The waves ſcarce murmuring, and the winds alleep; 


Vet fate for ruin takes ſo ſtill an hour, 

And treach'rous ſands the princely bark devour; 
Then death unworthy ſeiz d a generous race, 
To virtue's ſcandal, and the ſtars diſgrace ! 

Oh! had th' indulgent pow*rs vouchſaf d to yield, 
Inſtead of Caithlefs ſhelves, a lifted field ; 

A liſted field of Heaven's and David's foes, 
Fierce as the troops that did his youth oppoſe ; 
Each life had on his flaughter'd heap retir'd, 
Not tamely and unconquering thus expir'd : 

But deſtiny is now their only foe, 


And dying e'en o'er that they triumph too; 


With loud laſt breaths their maſter's *{cape applaud, 
Of whom kind force could ſcarce the fates defraud; 
Who for fuch followers loſt, O matchleſs mind ! 
At his own ſafety now almoſt repin'd! 


© Say, royal Sir, by all your fame in arms, 


Your praiſe in peace, and by Urania's charms, 

If all your ſuff rings paſt ſo nearly preſs'd, 

Or pierc'd with half fo painful grief, your breaſt ? 

Thus ſome diviner Muſe her hero forms, 

Not ſooth'd with ſoft delights, but toſs'd in ſtorms; 

Nor ſtretch'd on roſes in the myrtle grove, 

Nor crowns his days with mirth, his nights with 
love; a 

But far remov'd in thund'ring camps is found, 

His flumbers ſhort, his bed the herblefs ground: 

In taſks of danger always ſeen the firſt, 

Feeds from the hedge, and flakes with ice his thirſt, 

Long muſt his patience ſtrive with fortune's rage, 

And long oppoſing gods themſelves engage; 

Muſt ſee his country flame, his friends deſtroy'd, 

Before the promis'd empire be enjoy'd : 

Such toil of fate muſt build a man of fame, 

And ſuch to Iſrael's crown, the godlike David 
came, 

What ſudden beams diſpel the clouds fo faſt, 
Whoſe drenching rains laid all ourvineyards waſte! 
The ſpring ſo far behind her courſe delay'd, 

On th inſtant is in all her bloom array'd; 
The winds breathe low, the element ſerene ; 


Vet mark what motion in the waves is ſeen ! 


Thronging and buſy as Hyblæn ſwarms, 

Or ſtraggled ſoldiers fummon'd to their arms. 
See where the princely bark in looſeſt pride, 
With all her guardian flect, adorns the tide ! 
High on her deck the royal lovers ſtand, 
Our crimes to pardon ere he touch'd our land. 
Welcome to Iſrael and to David's breaſt ! 


Here all your toils, here all your ſuff rings reſt, 


This year did Ziloah rule Jeruſalem, 
And boldly all Sedition's ſyrtes ſtem. 
Howe'er encumber'd with a viler pair 


Than Ziph or Shimei to affiſt the chair; 


Yet Ziloah's loyal labours ſo prevail'd, 
That faction at the next election fail'd ; 
When ev'n the common cry did juſtice ſound, 
And merit by the multitude was crown'd: 


| Doeg, 


Abdael, — 


Abethdin , — 
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Agag, yu 
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Annabel, 


Arod, — 
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Balaam, 
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Barx1illat 
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Huſbai, — 
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With David then was Iſrael's peace reſtor'd; 
Crowds mourn'd theirerror, and obey'd their lord. 


Key to Abſalom and Achitopbel. 
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Pharaoh, King of France, 
Rahſbe ta, Sir Thomas Player. 
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| BOOK I. 

TY days of old, there liv'd, of mighty fame, 

A valiant prince, and Theſeus was his name: 

A chief who more in feats of arms excell'd 

The riſing nor the ſetting ſun beheld. 

Of Athens he was lord; much land he won, 

And added foreign countries to his crown. 

In Scythia with the warrior queen he ſtrove, 

. Whom firſt by force he conquer d, then by love; 
He brought in triumph back the beauteous dame, 
With whom her fiſter, fair Emilia, came. 
With honour to his home let Theſcus ride, 
With love to friend, and fortune for his guide, 
And his victorious army at his fide. | 
I paſs their warlike pomp, their proud array, 
Their ſhouts, their ſongs, their welcome on the 

way : | 
Bur, I loa not too long, I-would recite 
The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight { 
Berwixt the hardy queen and hero knight ; 
The town beſieg d, and how much blood it coſt 
The female army and th' Athenian lioſt; 
The ſpouſals of Hippolita the queen ; 
What tilts and turneys at the feaſt were ſcen ; 

The ſtorm at their return, the ladics' fear : 

But tneſe, and other things, I muſt forbcer. 
The field is ſpacious I 7p to ſow, 
With oxen far unfit to draw the plovgh ; : 
The remnant of my tale is of a lengrh 
To tire your patience, and to waſte my ſtrength ; 
And trivial accidents ſhal! be forborne, 
That others may have time to take their turn; 
As was at firſt enjoin'd us by mine hoſt, 
T hat he whoſe tale is beſt, and pleaſes moſt, | 
Should win his ſupper at our common coſt. 
And therefore work I left I will purſue J 
This ancient tory, whether falſe or true, i 
In hope it may be mended with a new. 
The prince I mention'd, full of high renown, 
In this array drew near th Athenian town; 
When in his pomp and utmoſt of his pride, 
Marching he chanc'd to caſt his eye afide, 
And faw a choir of mouraing dames, who lay 
By tuu and two acroſs the common way : | 
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At his approach they rais'd a rueful cry, high, 


And beat their breaſts, and held their hands on 
Creeping and crying, till they ſeiz'd at laſt 
His courſer's bridle, and his feet embrac'd. 
Tell me, ſaid Theſcus, what and whence you 
are, | 
And why this fun'ral pageant you prepare ? 
Is this the welcome of my worthy deeds, 


To meet my triumph in 1il|l-omen'd werds? 


Or envy you my praiſe, and would deftroy 

With grief my pteaſures, and pollute my joy? 

Or are you injur'd, and demand relief? 

Name your requeſt, and 1 will eaſc your grief, 
The moſt in years of all the mourning train 

Began (but ſwooned firſt away for pain); 

Then ſcarce recover'd ſpoke : Nor envy we 

Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory: 

Tis thine, O king, th' afflicted to redreſs, 

And fame has fill'd the world with thy ſucceſs : 

We wretched women ſue for that alone, 

Which of thy goodneſs is refus'd to none 

Let fall ſome drops of pity on our grief, 

If what we beg be juſt, and we deſerve relief : 

For none of us, who now thy grace implor*-, 

But held the rank of fov'reign queen before; 

Till, thanks to giddy chance, which never bears 

That mortal bliſs ſhould laſt for length of years, 

She caſt us headloug from our high eſtate ; 

And here in hope of thy return we wait : 

And long have waited in the temple nigh, 

Built to the gracious goddeſs Clemency. 

But rev'rence thou the pow'r whoſe name it bears, 

Relieve th' oppreſt, and wipe the widow's tears. 

I, wretched 1, have other fortune ſcen, 

The wite of Capancus, and once a queen : 

At Thebes he fell; curſt be the fatal day 

And all the reſt thou ſeeſt in this array, 

To make their moan, their lords in battle loſt 

Before that town beſieg d by our confed'rate hoſt: 

But Creon, old and impious, who commands 

The T heban city, and afurpt the lands, 

Denies the rites of fun'ral fires to thoſe 

Whoſe breathleſs bodies yet he calls his foes. 

Unburn'd, unburied, on a heap they lie; 

Such 1s their fate, and ſuch his tyranny ; 

No friend has leave to bear away the dead, 

But with their lifeleſs limbs his hounds are fcd. 

At this ſhe ſhrick'd aloud ; the mournful train 

Echocd her grief, and grov ling on the plain, 

With groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind, 

Beſought his pity to their helpleſs kind ! 
The prince was touch'd, his tears began to flow, 

And, as his tender heart would break in two, 

He ſigh'd ; and could not but their fate deplore, 

So wretched now, ſo fortunate before, 


Then lightly from his lofty ſteed he flew, 
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And raiſing one by one the ſuppliant crew, 


To comfort each, full ſolemnly he ſwore, 

That by the faith which knights to knighthood 
bore, 5 

And whate er elſe to chivalry belongs, 

He would not ceaſe, till he reveng'd their wrongs: 

That Greece ſhould ſee perform'd what he declar'd; 


And crue} Creon ſind his juſt reward, 
ä is 
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He ſaid no more, but, ſhunning all delay, 

Rode on, nor enter d Athens on his _ : 

Bur left his ſiſter and his queen behind, 

And wav'd his royal banner in the wind : 
Where in an argent field the god of war 

Was drawn triumphant on his iron car: 

Red was his ſword, and thield, and whole attire ; 
And all the godhead ſeem'd to glow with fire 
E'en the ground glitter d where the ſtandard flew, 
And the green graſs was dyed to ſanguine hue. ' 
High on his pointed lance his pennon bore 

His Cretan fight, the conquer'd Minotaur ; 


The ſoldiers ſhout around with gen'rous rage, | 


And in that victory their own preſage. 

He prais'd their ardour, inly pleas'd to ſee 

His hoſt the flow'r of Grecian chivalry. 5 
All day he march'd, and all th' enſuing night; 
And ſaw the city with returning light. 

The proceſs of the war I need not tell, 

How Theſeus conquer'd, and how Creon fell; 
Or after, how by ſtorm the walls were-won, 

Or how the victor ſack d and burn'd the town; 
How to the ladies he reſtored again 

The bodies of their lords in battle ſlain ; 

And with what ancient rites they were interr'd : 
All theſe to fitter times ſhall be deferr'd. | 
I ſpare the widows' tears, their woeful cries, 
And howling at their huſbands' obſequies ; 
How Theſeus at theſe fun'rals did afliſt, 

And with what gifts the mourning dames diſmiſs d. 
Thus when the victor chief had Creon lain, 
And conquer'd Thebes, he pitch'd upon the plain 
His mighty camp, and, when the day return'd, 

The country waſted, and the hamlets burn'd ; 
And left the pillagers, to rapine bred, 
Without controul to ſtrip and ſpoil the dead. 
There, in a heap of ſlain, among the reſt, 
Two youthful knights they found, beneath a load 
| oppreſt 
Of ſlaughter d foes, whom firſt to death they ſent, 
The trophies of their ſtrength, a bloody monument. 
Both fair, and both of royal blood they ſcem'd, 
Whom kinſmen to the crown the heralds deem'd; 
That day in equal arms they fought for fame; 
Their ſwords, their ſhields, their ſurcoats, were 
the ſame. 
Cloſe by each other laid, they preſs'd the ground, 
Their manly boſoms pierc'd with many a grieſly 
wound; | | | 
Nor well alive, nor wholly dead, they were, 
But ſome faint ſigns of feeble life appear: 
The wand'ring breath was on the wing to part, 
Weak was the pulſe, and hardly heav'd the heart 
Theſe two were fiſters' ſons; and Arcite one, 
Much fam'd in fields, with valiant Palamon. 
From theſe their cofily arms the ſpoilers rent; 
And ſoftly both convey'd ro Theſeus tent: 
Whom known of Creon's line, andcur'd with care, 
He to his city ſent as pris ners of the war, 
Hopeleſs of ranſom, and condemn'd to lie 
In durance, doom'd a ling'ring death to die, 
This done, he march'd away withwarlike ſound, 
And to his Athens turn'd with laurels crow n'd, 
Where happy long he liv'd, much lov'd and 
| more renown'd. 
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But in a tow'r, and never to be loos'd, 
The woeful captive kinſmen 2 inclos'd. 

Thus year by year they paſs, and day b 1 
Till wk _ — the 3 of cheerful * 
The young Emilia, fairer to be ſeen 1 
Than the fair lily on the flow'ry green, 
More freſh than May herſelf in bloſſoms new, 
For with the roſy colour ſtrove her hue, 
Wak'd, as her cuſtom was, before the day 
To do th' obſervance due to ſprightly May: 
For ſprightly May commands our youth to 
The _ of her night, and breaks their ſluggard 

cep; 

Each Mikes breaſt with kindly warmth ſhe moves ; 
Inſpires new flames, revives extinguiſh'd loves. 
In this remembrance Emily ere day | 
Aroſe, and dreſs'd herſelf in rich array 
Freſh as the month, and as the morning fair, 
Adown her ſhoulders fell her length of hair: 
A ribband did the braided treſſes bind, 
The reſt was looſe, and wanton'd in the wind: 
Aurora had but newly chas'd the night, 
And purpled o'er the ſky with bluſhing light, 
When to the garden — ſhe took her way, 
To ſport and trip along in cool of day, 
And offer maiden vows in honour of the May. J 

At ev'ry turn ſhe made a little ſtand, 
And thruit among the thorns her lily hand 
To draw the roſe; and ev'ry roſe the drew, ö 
She ſhook the ſtalk, and bruſh'd-away the dew : 
Then party-colour'd flow'rs of white and red 
She wove, to make a garland for her head : 
This done, ſhe ſung and carol'd out ſo clear, 
That men and angels might rejoice to hear: 
Ev'n wond'ring Philomel forgot to ſing; 


| And learn'd from her to welcome-in the ſpring. 


The tow'r, of which before was mention made, 

Within rag keep the captive knights were 
id, 

Built of a large extent and ſtrong withal, 

Was one partition of the palace wall: 

The garden was inclos'd within the ſquare, 

Where young Emilia took the morning air. 

It happen'd Palamon, the pris'ner knight, 
Reſtleſs Be woe, aroſe before the light, | 
And, with his jailor's leave, defir'd to breathe 
An air more wholeſome than the damps bencath. 
This granted, to the tow'r he took his way, 

And ſaw with hateful eyes the temples crown'd } Eq 

With golden ſpires, and all the hoſtile ground. 

He figh'd, and turn'd his eyes, becauſe ke knew 

'T was but a larger gaol he had in view : | 

Then look'd below, and from the caſtle's height 

Beheld a nearer and more pleaſing fight : 

The garden, which before he had not ſeen, 

[n ſpring's new liv'ry clad of whiteand green, 

Freſh flow'rs in wide parterres, and thady 
walks between. . 

This view'd, but not enjoy'd, with arms acroſs 

He ſtood, reflecting on his country's loſs; 

Himſelf an object of the public ſcorn, 

And often wilh'd he never had been born. 5 


Cheer d with the promiſe of a glorious day: 
Then caſt a languiſhing regard around. 
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At laſt, for fo his deftiny requir'd, 

With walking giddy, and with thinking tir'd, 
He through a little window caft his fight, 
Though thick of bars, that gave a ſcanty light: 
But ev'n that glimm ring ſerv'd him to deſcry 
Th' inevitable charms of Emily. { ſmart, 

Scarce had he ſeen, but, ſeiz d with tudden 
Stung to the quick, be felt it at his heart; 
Struck blind with overpow'ring light he ſtocd, 
Then ſtarted back amaz d, and cried aloud. 

Young Arcite heard; and up he ran with haſte, 
To help his friend, and in his arms embrac'd; 
And afk d him why he look'd fo deadly wan, 
And whence and how his change of cheer began ? 
Or who had done th' offence 2 But if, ſaid he, 
Your grief alone is hard captivity, 

For love of heaven, with patience undergo 

A cureleſs ill, ſince fate will have it ſo: 

So ſtood our horoſcope in chains to lie, 

And Saturn in the dungeon of the ſky, 

Or other baleful aſpect, rul'd our birth, 

When all the friendly ftars were under earth : 
Whate'er betides, by deſtiny tis done; 

And better bear, like men, than vainly ſeek to 

Nor of my bonds, faid Palamon again, | ſhun. 
Nor of unhappy planets, I complain ; 

But when my mortal anguith caus'd my cry, 
That moment I was hurt through either cye ; 
Pierc'd with a random ſhaft, I faint away, 

And periſh with inſenſible decay: 

A glance of ſome new goddeſs gave the wound, 
Whom, like Acteon, unaware I found. 

Lock how ſhe walks along yon ſhady ſpace, 

Not Juno moves with more majeſtic grace; | 
And all the Cyprian queen is in her face. 

If thou art Venus (for thy charms con feſs | 
That face was form'sd in heaven, nor art thou leſs ; 
Diſguis'd in habit, undiſguis'd in ſhape) 

O help us captives from our chains to ſcape; 
But if our doom be paſs'd in bonds to lie 

For life, and in a loathſome dungeon die, 
Then be thy wrath appeas'd with our diſgrace, 
And ſhew compaſhon to the Theban race, 
Oppreſs d by tyrant pow'r ! While yet he ſpoke, 
Arcite on Emily had fix d his look; 

The fatal dart a ready paſſage found, | 
And deep within his heart infix'd the wound : 
So that if Palamon were wounded fore, - | 
Arcite was hurt as much as he, or more : 

Then from his inmoſt ſoul he figh'd, and faid, 
The beauty I beheld has ſtruck me dead: 
Unknowingly ſhe ftrikes, and kills by chance; 
Poiſon is in her eyes, and death in ev'ry glance. 
O, I muſt aſk ; nor aſk alone, but move 

Her mind to mercy, or muſt die for love. 

Thus Arcite + and thus Palamon replies 
(Eager his tone, and ardent were his eyes); 
Speak ft thou in earneſt, or in jeſting vain? 
Jeſting, faid Arcite, ſuits bur ill with pain. 

It ſuits far worſe (ſaid Palamon again, 

And bent his brows),with men who honour weigh, 
Their faith to break, their friendſhip to betray ; 
But worſt with thee of noble lineage born, 


My kiaſman, and in arms my brother ſworn. 


* 
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Have we not plighted each our holy oath, 

That one ſhould be the common good of both; 

One ſoul ſhould both inſpire, and neither prove 

His fellow's hindrance in purſuit of love ? 

Tothis before the gods we gave our hands, 

And nothing but our death can break the bands. 

This binds rhee, then, to further my deſign, 

As I am buund by vow to further thine : 

Nor canſt, nor dar'ft thou, traitor, on the plain 

Approach my honour, or thine own maintain, 

2ince thou art of my council, and the friend 

| hoſe faith I truft, and on whoſe care depend: 

And wouldft thou court my lady's love, which I 

Much rather than releaſe would chooſe to die? 

But thou, falſe Arcite, never ſhalt obtain 

Thy bad pretence : I told thee firſt my pain; 

For firſt my love began ere thine was born: 

Thou, as my counſel and my brother ſworn, 

Art bound t' aſſiſt my elderſhip of right, 

Or juſtly to be deem'd a perjur d knight. 
Thus Palamon; but Arcite with diſdain, 

In haughty language, thus replied again: 

Forſworn thyſelf; the traitor's odious name 

[ firſt return, and then diſprove thy claim. 

If love be paſſion, and that paſſion nurs'd 

With ſtrong deſires, I lov'd the lady firſt. 

Canſt thou pretend deſire, whom zeal inflam'd 

To warthip, and a pow'r celeſtial nam'd > 

Thine was devotion to the bleſt above; 

| ſaw the woman, and deſir d her love; 

Firſt own'd my paſſion, and to thee commend 

Th important ſecret, as my choſen friend. 

Suppoſe (which yet I grant not) thy deſire 

A moment elder than my rival fire; 

Can chance of ſeeing firſt thy title prove ? 

And know'f thou not, no law is made for love ? 

Law is to things which to free choice relate; 

Love is not in our choice, but in our fate; 

Laws are but poſitive; love's pow'r we ſec 

Is Nature's ſanction, and her firſt decree. 

Each day we break the bond of human laws 

For love, and vindicate the common cauſe. 

Laws for defence of civil rights are plac'd; 


waſte : | 
Maids, widows, wives, without diſtinction fallʒ all. 


keep the greater, while I break the leſs; 
And both aremadalike,fince neither can poſſeſs. 
Both hopeleſs to be ranſom'd, never more 
To fee the fun, but as he paſſes o'er. | 

Like Æſop's hounds contending for the bone, 
Each pleaded right, and would be lord alone: 
The froitleſs fight continued all the day; 
A cur came by, and ſnatch'd the prize away. 
As courners therefore juſtle for a grant, [want, 


If chen the laws of friendſhip I tranſgreſs, } 


So thou, if fortune will thy ſuit advance, 
Love on, nor envy me my equal chance : 
For I muſt love, and am reſolv'd to try 
My fate, or, failing in th' adventure, die. 
Great was their ſtrife, which hourly was rene w'd, 


Till each with mortal hate his rival view'd: 
N Nov 


Love throws the fences down, and makes a gen'ral 


The ſweeping deluge, Love, comes on, and covers 


And when they break their friendſhip plead their 


RR CIC EEO oe. td Ee . i 2 200287 2b 


Book II. 


Now friends no more, nor walking hand in hand, 
But when they met they made a turly ſtand ; 
And glar'd like angry lions as they paſs d, | 
And wiſh'd that ev'ry look might be their laſt. 

It chanc'd at length, Pirithous eame t' attend 
This worthy Theſcus, his familiar friend; 
Their love in early infancy began, 
And roſe as childhood ripen'd into man. 
Companions of the war; and lov'd fo well, 
That when one died, as ancient ftories tell, [ 
His fellow to redeem him went to hell. 

But to purſue my tale ; to welcome home 
His warlike brother is Picithous come: 
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Thea farewell youth, and all the joys that dwell 


[Wich youth and life, and life irſelf farewell. 


But why, alas! do mortal men in vain 

Of fortune, fate, or providence complain ? 

God gives us what he knows our wants require, 
And better things than thoſe which we deſire: 
Some pray for riches, riches they obtain; #4 
But, watch'd by robbers, for their wealth are ſlain; 
Some pray from priſon to be freed ; and come, 
When guilty of their vows, to fall at home; 
Murder'd by thoſe they truſted with their life, 
A favour'd ſervant, or a boſom wife, 

Such dear-bought bleilings happen ev'ry day, 


Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long ſince, Becauſe we know not for what things to pray. 


And honour'd by this young Theſſalian prince. 
Theſcus, to gratify his friend and gueſt, 

M ho made our Arcite's freedom his requeſt, 
Reſtor'd to liberty the captive knight, 

But on theſe hard condinons I recite : 

That if hereafter Arcite ſhould be found 
Within the compaſs of Athenian ground, 

By day or night, or on whate'er pretence, 
His head ſhould pay the forfeit of th' offence. 
To this Pirithous for his friend agreed, 

And on his promiſe was the pris'ner freed. 


Like drunken fots about the ſtreet we roam : 
Well knows the ſot he has a certain home; 
Yet knows not how to find th' uncertain place, 
And blunders on, and ſtaggers ev'ry pace. 
Thus all ſcek happineſs, but few can find : 
For far the greater part of men are blind. 
This is my caſe, who thought our utmoſt good 
Was in one word of freedom underſtood : ; 
The fatal bleſſing came: from priſon free, 
L ſtarve abroad, and loſe the ſight of Emily. 
Thus Arcite : but if 'Arcite thus deplore 


* 


Unpleas'd and penſive hence he takes his way, | His ſuff rings, Palamon yet ſuffers more. 


At his own peril; for his life muſt pay. 
Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate, 
Finds his dear purchaſe, and repents too late ? 
What have I gain'd, he ſaid, in priſon pent, 
If 1 but change my bonds for bamiſhment ? 
And, banith'd-from her fight, I ſufter more 
In freedom, than I felt in bonds before ; 


For when he knew his rival freed and gone, 

He ſwells with wrath, he makes outrageous moan : 
He frets, he fumes, he ſtares, he ſtamps the ground; 
The hollow tow'r with clamours rings around : 
With briny tears he bath'd his fetter d feet, 
And dropp'd all o'er with agony of ſweat. 

Alas ! he cried, I wretch in priſon pine, 


Forc'd from her preſence, and condemn'd to love: | Too happy rival, while the fruit is thine: 


Unwelcome freedom, and unthank'd reprieve | 
Heaven is not but where Emily abides ; 

And where ſhe 's abſent, all is hell beſides. 
Next to my day of birth was that accurs'd, 
Which bound my friendſhip to Pirithous firſt : 
Had I not known that prince, I till had been 
In bondage, and had till Emilia ſeen: 

For though I never can her grace deſerve, 
'Tis recompenſe enough to ice and ſerve. 

O Palamon, my kinſman and my friend, 

How much more happy fates thy love attend ! 
Thine is th' adventure, thine the victory; 
Well has thy fortune turn'd the dice for thee : 


Thou on that angel's face mayſt feed thine eyes, 


In priſon—no—but bliſsful paradiſe! 
Thou daily ſeeſt that fan of beauty ſhine, 
And lov'ſ at leaft in love's extremeſt line, 


And whocan tell but, fince thou haſt her fight, 
And art a comely, young, and valiant knight, 
Fortune (a various pow'r) may ceaſe to frown, 
And by ſome ways unknown thy wiſhes crown ? 
But I, the moſt forlorn of human kind, 

Nor help can hope, nor remedy can find z 
But, doom'd to drag my loathſome life in care, 
For my reward, muſt end it in deſpair, 

Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates 
That governs all, and Heaven that all creates, 
Nor art, nor nature's hand, can eaſe my grief; 


Nothing but death, the wretch's laſt relief: 


JI mourn in abſence, love's eternal night } 


| Thou liv'ſt at large, thou draw'ſt thy native air, 
Pleas'd with thy freedom, proud of my deſpair ; 

Thou mayſt, 90 

A ſweet behaviour, and a ſolid mind, 

Aſſemble ours and all the Theban race, 

To vindicate on Athens thy diſgrace; 

And after, by ſome treaty made, poſſeſs 

Fair Emily, the pledge of laſting peace. 

So thine ſhall be the . prize, while I 

Muſt languiſh in deſpair, in priſon die. 

Thus all th' advantage of the ſtrife is thine; 

Thy portion double Joys, and double ſorrows mine, 

The rage of jealouſy then fir'd his foul, 

And his face kindled like a burning coal: 

Now cold Deſpair, ſucceeding in her ſtead, 

To hivid paleneſs turns the plowing red. ö 

His blood, ſcarce liquid, creeps within his veins, 

Like water which the freezing wind conſtrains. 

Then thus he faid : Eternal Deities, 

Who rule the world with abſolute decrees, 

And write whatever time ſhall bring to paſs, 

With pens of adamant, on plates of braſs; 

What, is the race of human kind your care 

Beyond what all his fellow-creatures are? 

He with the reft is liable to pain; | 

And like the ſheep, his brother-beaſt, is ſlain. 


[join'd, 


Cold, hunger, priſons, ills without a cure, 


All theſe he muſt, and guiltleſs oft, endure ; 
Or does your juſtice, pow'r, or preſcience fail 
When the good ſuffer, and the bad * 8 

* at 


ce thou haſt youth and courage 


* 
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What worſe to wretched virtue could befal, 
If fate, or giddy fortune, govern'd all? 

| Nay, worſe than other beaſts is our eſtate : 
Them to purſue their pleaſures you create ; 
We, bound by harder laws, muſt curb our will, 
And your commands, not our deſires fulfil ; 
Then when the creature is unjuſtly ſlain, 
Yer after death at leaſt he feels no pain: 
But man, in life ſurcharg'd with woe before, 
Not freed when dead, is doom'd to ſuffer more. 
A ſerpent ſhoots his ſting at unaware; 
An ambuſh d thief forelays a traveller: 
The man lies murder d; while the thief and ſnake, 


One gains the thickets, and one thrids the braxe. 


This let divines decide; but well I know, 
Juft or unjuſt, I have my ſhare of woe ; 
Through Saturn ſeated in a luckleſs place, 
And Juno's wrath, that perſecutes my race; 
Or Mars and Venus, in a quartil, move 
My pangs of jealouſy for Arcite's love. 
Let Palamon oppreſs'd in bondage mourn, 
While to his exil d rival we return. 
By this, the ſun, declining from his height, 
The day had ſhorten'd, to prolong the night: 
The lengthen d night gave length of miſery 
Both to the captive lover and the free; 
For Palamon in endleſs priſon mourns, 
And Arcie forfeits life if he returns: 
The baniſh'd never hopes his love to fee, 
Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty. 
*Tis hard to fay who ſuffers greater pains : 
One ſees his love, but cannot break his chains; 
One free, and all his motions uncontroul'd, 
Beholds whate'er he would, but what he would 
behole. | 

Judge as you pleaſe, for I will haſte to tell 
What fortune to the baniſh'd knight befel. 
When Arcite was to Thebes return d again, 
The lofs of her he Jov'd renew'd his pain; 
What could be worſe, than never more to ſce 
His life, his foul, his charming Emily? 
He rav'd with all the madneſs of delpair, 
He roar d, he beat his breaſt, he tore his hair. 
Dry forrow in his ſtupid eyes appears; 
For, wanting nouriſhment, he wanted tears ; 
His 2 in their hollow ſockets ſink; 
Bereft of ſleep, he loaths his meat and drink. 
He wnhers at his heart, and looks as wan 
As the pale ſpectre of a murder d man: 
That pale turns yellow, and his facc reccives 
The faded hue of ſapleſs boxen leaves: 
Ja ſolitary groves he makes his moan, 
Walks carly out, and ever is alone: 
Nor, mix d in mirth, in youthful pleaſures ſhares, 
But ſighs when tongs and inftruments he hcars. 
His ſpits are fo low, his voice is drown'd, 

He hcars as from afar, or in a ſwoon, { 
Like the deaf murmurs of a diſtant ſound : 
, Uncomb'd his locks, and ſqualid his attire, 

Unlike the trim of love and gay deſire: 

Bur full of muſeful mopings, which preſage 

The loſs of reaſon, and conclude in rage. 

This when he had endur d a year and more, 
No wholly chang'd from what he was before, 
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It happen'd once, that, nay as he lay, 
He dream'd (his dream began at break of day) 


That Hermes o'er his head in air appear'd, 


And with ſoft words his drooping ſpirits cheer'd : . 


His hat, adorn'd with wings, diſclos'd the God, 
And in his hand he bore the ſleep-compelling rod: 
Such as he ſeem'd, when, at his ſires command, 
[On Argus' head he laid the ſnaky wand, 

Ariſe, he ſaid, to conqu'ring Athens go 
There fate appoints an end to all thy woe. 
The fright awaken'd Arcite with a ſtart; 
Againſt his boſom bounc'd his heaving heart 
But ſoon he ſaid, with fcarce-recover'd breath, 
And thither will I go to meet my death, 
Sure to be ſlain; but death is my deſire, 
Since in Emilia's fight I ſhall expire. 

By chance he fpied a mirror while he ſpoke, 
{ And gazing there, beheld his alter'd look ; 


_ | Wond'ring he ſaw his features and his hue 


So much werechang'd, that ſcarce himſelf he knew. 
A ſudden thought then ſtarting in his mind, 
Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find, 
The world may ſearch in vain with all their eyes, 
But never penetrate through this diſguiſe, 
Thanks to the change which grief and fickneſs 
In low eſtate I may ſecurely live, give, 
And ſee, unknown, my miſtreſs day by day. 
He ſaid; and cloth'd himſelf in coarſe array, 
A lab'ring hind in ſhew; then forth he went, 
And to th' Athenian tow'rs his journey bent : 
Ine 'ſquire attended in the ſame diſguiſe, 
Made conſcious of his maſter's enterpriſe. 
| Arriv'd at Athens, ſoon he came to court, 
Unknown, unqueſtion'd, in that thick reſort: 
Proff ring for hire his ſervice at the gate, 
To drudge, draw water, and to run or wait. 

So foe bake him, that for little gain 


He ſerv'd at firſt Emilia's chamberlain ; 


And, watchful all advantages to ſpy, 
Was ftill at hand, and in his maſter's eye; 


And as his bones were big, and ſinews ftrong, 


Refus'd no toil that could to ſlaves belong; 
But from deep wells with engines water drew, 
And us'd his noble hands the wood to hew, 
He paſs d a year at leaſt attending thus 

On Emily, and call'd Philoftratus. 

But never was there man of his degree 

50 much eſteem'd, fo weil-belov'd as he. 

So gentle of condition was he known, - 


That thro' the court his courteſy was blown x 


All think him worthy of a greater place, 
And recommend him to the royal grace; 
That, exercis'd within a higher ſphere, 
His virtues more conſpicuous might appear. 
Thus by the gen'ral voice was Arcite prais'd, 
And by great Theſeus to high favour rais d: 
Among his menial ſervants firſt enroll'd, 
And largely entertain'd with ſums of gold: 
3chdes what ſecretly from Thebes was ſent, 
Of his own income, and his annual rent: | 
This well employ'd, hepurchas'd friends and fame, 
But cautiouſly conceal d from whence it came. 
Thus for three years he liv'd with large increaſe, 
In arms of honour, and eſteem in peace z 
. | 


To 


, 
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To Theſeus' perſon he was ever near; 
And Theſeus, for his virtues, held him dear. 


BOOK II. 
WHILE Arcite lives in bliſs, the ſtory turns 


Where hopeleſs Palamon in priſon mourns. 

For ſix long years immur'd, the captive knight 

Had dragg'd his chains, and ſcarcely ſeen the light: 
Loſt liberty and love at once he bore ; 

His priſon pain'd him much, his pathon more : 

Nor dares he hope his fetters to remove, 

Nor ever wiſhes to be free from love. 

But when the ſixth revolving year was run, 
And May within the Twins receiv'd the ſun, 
Were it by chance, or forceful deſtiny, 

Which forms in cauſes firſt whate'er ſhall be, 
Aſſiſted by a friend, one moonleſs night, 

This Palamon from priſon took his flight: 

A pleaſant bev'rage he prepar'd before 

Of wine and honey, mix'd with added ftore 
Of opium; to his Keeper this he brought, 
Who ſwallow'd unaware the fleepy draught, 
And ſnor'd ſecure till morn, his ſenſes bound 
In ſlumber, and in long oblivion drown'd. 


Short was the night, and careful Palamon 
Sought the next covert ere the riſing fun. 
A thick-ſpread foreſt near the city lay, 
To this with lengthen'd ſtrides he took his way | 
(For far he could not fly, and fear'd the day). 
Safe from purſuit, he meant to ſhun the light, 
Till the brown ſhadows of the friendly night i 
To Thebes might favour his intended flight. 
When to his country come, his next deſign 
Was all the Thehan race in arms to join, 
And war on Theſeus, till he loſt his life, 
Or won the beauteous Emily to wife. | 
Thus while his thoughts the ling'ring day beguilc, 
To gentle Arcite let us turn our ſiyle; 

Who little dream'd how nigh he was to care, 
Till rreach'rous fortune caught him in the ſnare. 
The morning-lark, the meſſenger of day, 
Saluted in her ſong the morning grey; 

And ſoon the ſun aroſe with beams ſo bright, 

Thar all the horizon laugh'd to fee the juyous fight; 

He with his tepid rays the roſe renews, . 

And licks the drooping leaves, and dries the dews ; 

When Arcite left his bed, refolv'd to pay 
Obſervance to the month of merry May: 

Forth on his fiery ſteed betimes he rode, 

That ſcarcely prints the turf on which he trod : 
At eaſe he ſeem'd, and, prancing o'er the plains, 
Turn'd only to the grove his horſe's reins, 

The grove I nam'd before ; and, lighted there, 

A woodbine garland fought to crown his hair; 

Then turn'd his face againſt the riſing day, 
And rais'd his voice to welcome in the May. 
Poor thee, ſweet month, the groves green liveries 
If not the firſt, the faireſt of the year: ¶ wear; 
For thee the Graces lead the dancing hours, 


. And Nature's ready pencil paints the flow'rs : 


When thy ſhort reign is paſt, the feveriſh fun 
The ſultry tropic fears, and moves more ſlowly on. 
So may thy tender bloſſoms fear no blight, 

Nor goats with venom'd teeth thy tendrils bite, 
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As thou ſhalt guide my wand'ring feet to find 
The fragrant greens I ſeek, my brows to bind. 
His vows addreſs'd, within the grove he 
ſtray' d, | 
Till fate, 6 fortune, near the place convey'd | 
His ſteps where ſecret Palamon was laid. 
Full little thought of him the gentle knight, 
Who flying death had there conceal'd his flight, 
In brakes and brambles hid, and ſhunning mor- 

tal fight; 
And leſs he knew him for his hated foe, 
But fear'd him as a man he did not know. 
But as it has been ſaid of ancient vears, 
That fields are full of eyes, and woods have ears; 
For this the wiſe are ever on their guard; 
For unforeſcen, they ſay, is unprepar d. 
Uncautious Arcite thought himſelf alone, 
And leſs than all ſuſpected Palamon, 
Who liſt'ning heard him, while he ſearch'd- the 
And loudly fung his roundelay of love V 
But on the ſudden ftopp'd, — ſilent "> 2 ” 
As lovers often muſe, and change their mood ; 
Now high as heaven, and then as low as hell; 
Now up, now down, as buckets in a well ; 
For Venus, like her day, will change her cheer, 
And ſeldom ſhall we ſee a Friday — 
Thus Arcite, having ſung, with alter'd hue 
Suak on the grovad, and from his boſom drew 
A dcſp'rate ſigh, accuſing Heaven and Fate, 
And angry Juno's unrelenting hate. 
Curs'd be the day when firſt I did appear! 
Let it be blotted from the calendar, ear. 
Leſt it pollute the month, and poiſon all the 
Still will the jealous Queen purſue our race? 
Cadmus is dead, the Theban city was : 


Vet ceaſes not her hate; for all who come 


From Cadmus are involv'd in Cadmus' doom. 
I ſuffer for my blood: unjuſt decree ! 


That puniſhes another's crime on me. 
In mean eſtate I ſerve my mortal foe, 
The man who caus'd my country's overthrow. 
This is not all; for Juno, to my ſhame, 
Has forc'd me to forſake my former name; j 
Arcite | was, Philoſtratus I am, 

Thar fide of heaven is all my enemy; 

Mars ruin'd Thebes, his mother ruin'd me. 

Of all the royal race remains but one 

Beſides myſelf, th' unhappy Palamon, 

Whom Theſeus holds in bonds, and will not free; 
Without a crime, except his kin to me. 

Yer theſe, and all the reft, I could endure; 

But Love 's a malady without a cure; 

Fierce Love has pierc'd me with his fiery dart; 
He fires within, and hiſſes at my heart. 

Your eyes, fair Emily, my fate purſue ; 

I ſuffer for the reſt, I die for you. 

Of ſuch a Goddeſs no time leaves record, 
Who burn'd the temple where the was ador d: 


And let it burn, I never will complain; 


Pleas'd with my ſuff rings, if you knew my pai 
Ar this a fckly puns. — aal“ d. * 
His ears ring inward, and his ſenſes fail'd. 
No word miſs'd Palamon of all he ſpoke, 
But ſoon to deadly pale he chang'd his look: 
He 
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He trembled every limb, and felt a ſmart, 

As if cold ſteel had glided through his heart; 

No longer ſtaid ; but, ſtarting from his place, 

Diſcover'd ſtood, and ſhew'd his hoſtile face. 

Falle traitor Arcite, traitor to thy blood, 

Bound by thy. facred oath to ſcek my good, 

Now art thou found foreſworn for Emily, 

And dar ſt attempt her love for whom 1 die. 

So haft thou cheated Theſcus with a wile, 

Againſt thy vow, returning to-beguile 

Under a borrow'd name; as falſe to me, 

So falſe thou art to him who ſet thee free: 

But reſt aſſur d that either thou ſnalt die, 

Or elſe renounce thy claim in Emily: 

For though unarm'd I am, and (freed by chance) 

Am here without my ſword or pointed lance, 

Hope not, baſe man, unqueſtion d hence to go; 

For I am Palamon, thy mortal foe. | 
Arcite, who heard his tale, and knew the man, 

His ſwerd unſheath d, and fiercely thus began: 

Now by the Geds who govern heaven above, | 

Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad with 
| love, | 

That word had been thy laft, or in this grove 

This hand ſhould force thee to renounce thy love. 

The ſurety which I gave thee, I defy : 

Fool, not to know that love endures no tie, 

And Jove but laughs at lovers* perjury. 

Know, I will ſerve the fair in thy deſpite ; 

Bur fince thou art my kinſman and a knight, 

Here, have my faith, to-morrow in this grove 

Qur arms ſhati plead the titles of our love: 

And Heaven ſo help my right, as I alone 

Wil come, and keep the cauſe and quarrel both 

unknown, 

With arms of proof both for myſelf and thee; 

Chooſe thou the beft, and leave the worſt to me. 

And, that a better eaſe thou niayſt abide, 

Bedding and clothes I will this night provide, 

And ne<dful ſuſtenance, that thou may it be 

A conqueſt better won, and worthy me. 

His promiſe Palamon accepts; but pray'd 

To keep it better than the firſt he made. 

Thus Gr they parted till the morrow's dawn; 

For each had laid his plighted faith to pawn. 


And wilt not bear a rival in thy reign ; 

Tyrants and thou all fellowſhip diſdain. 

This was in Arcite prov'd, and Palamon ; 

Both in deſpair, yet each would love alone, 
Arcite return'd, and, as in honour ticd, 

His foe wih bedding and with food ſupplicd ; 
Then, ere the day, two ſuits of armour ſought, 
Which borne before him on his ſtecd he brought : 
Both were of ſhining ſteel, and wrought ſo pure, 
As might the ſtrokes of two ſuch arms endure. 
Now at the time, and in th' appointed place, 
The challenger and challeng d, face to face, 
Approach ; each other from afar they knew, 
And from afar their hatred chang'd their hue. 
$o ſtauds the Thracian herdſman with his {pear 
Full in the gap, and hopes the hunted bear; 
And hears him ruſtling in the wood, and fees 


Oh Love] thou ſternly doſt thy pow'r maintain, | 
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And thinks, here comes my mortal enemy, 

And either he muſt fail in fight, or I: 

This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart ; 

A gen rous chillneſs ſerzes ev'ry part; [heart. | 

The veins pour back the blood, and fortify the 

Thus pale they meet, their eyes with fury burn; 

None greets, for none the greeting will return ; 

But in dumb ſurlineſs each arm'd with care 

His foe profeſt, as brother of the war: 

Then both, no moment loſt, at once advance 

Againſt each other, arm'd with ſword and lance : 

They laſh, they foin, they paſs, they ſtrive to bore 

Their corſlets, and the thinneſt parts explore. 

Thus two long hours in equal arms they ſtood, 

And wounded, wound; til} both were bath'd in 

And not a foot of ground had either got, | blood ; 

As if the world depended on the ſpot. 

Fell Arcite like an angry tiger far'd, 

And like a lion Palamon appear'd : 

Or 2s two boars whom love to battle draws, 

With riſing briſtles, and with frothy jaws, 

Their adverſe breaſts with tuſks oblique they 
wound, 

With grunts and groans the foreſt rings around. 

So fought the knights, and fighting mult abide, 

Till fate an umpire ſends their difl 'rence to decide. 

The pow'r that miniſters to God's decrees, 

And executes on earth what Heaven foreſees, 

Cail'd providence, or chance, or fatal ſway, 

Comes with reſiſtleſs force, and finds or makes her 


Nor kings, nor nations, nor united pow'r, [way. 


One moment can retars th' appointed hour. 

And ſome one day ſome wondrous chance ap- 
ears, 

Which happen'd not in centuries of years: 


For ſure whate'er we mortals hate, or love, 


Or hope, or fear, depends on pow'rs above: 


They move our appetites to good or ill, 


And by foreſight neceſſitate the will. 

In Theſeus this appears, whoſe youtiiful joy 
Was beaſts of .chace in foreſts to deſtroy; 

This gentle knight, inſpir'd by jolly May, 
Forfook his eaſy couch at early day, } 
And to the wocd and wilds purſued his way. 
Beſide him rode Hippolita the queen, 

And Emily attir'd in lively green, 


- 


With horns, and hounds, and all the tuneful crys 


And as he follow'd Mars before, ſo now 

He ſerves the godldeſs of the ſilver bow. 

The way that Theſeus took was to the wood 

Where the two knights in cruel battle ſtood : 

The lawn on which they fought, th' appointed 
place 

Thither forth-right he rode to rouſe the prey, 

That ſhaded by the fern in harbour lay 

And, thence diſlodg'd, was wont to leave the 
wood | 


For open fields, and croſs the cryſtal flood. 


Approach'd, and looking underneath the ſun, 
He faw proud Arcite and fierce Palamon 
Ln mortal battle doubling blow on- blow, 


His courſe at diftance by, the bending trees ; | 


| Like lightning flam d their faulchions to and fro, 


And 


To hunt a royal hart within the covert nigh; 


[n which the uncoupled hounds began the chace. | 
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And ſhot a dreadful gleam; ſo ſtrong they ſtruck, 
There ſeem'd leſs force requir'd to fell an oak: 
He gaz'd with wonder on their equal might, 
Look'd eager on, but knew not either knight : 


Reſolv'd to learn, he ſpurr'd his fiery ſteed 
With goring rowels to provoke his 3 

The minute ended that began the race, 

So ſoon he was betwixt them on the place; 

And with his ſword unſheath'd, on pain of life, 
Commands both combatants to ceaſe their ſtrife: 
Then with imperious tone purſues his threat 
Mhat are you? why in arms together met? 
How dares your pride preſume againſt my laws, 
As in a liſted field, to fight your cauſe ? 


| Unafſk'd the royal grant; no marſhal by, 
As knightly rites require, nor judge to try ? 
Then Palamon, with ſcarce recover'd breath, 
Thus haſty ſpoke: We both deſerve the death, 
And both would die; for look the world around, 
A- pair fo wretched is not to be found : 
Our life 's a load; encumber'd with the charge, 
We long to ſet th' impriſon'd ſoul at large. 
Now as thou art a fov'reign judge, decree 
The ri htful doom of death to him and me; i 
Let neither find thy grace, for grace is cruelty. 
Me firſt, oh kill me firſt, and cure my woc; 
Then ſheath rhe ſword of juſtice on my foe : 
Or kill him firſt; for when his name is heard, 
He foremoſt will receive his due reward.. 
Arcite of Thebes is he, thy mortal foe, 
On whom thy grace did liberty beſtow-r; 
But firſt contracted, that if ever found 
By day or night upon th' Athenian ground, 
His head ſhould pay the forfeit; ſce return'd 
The perjur'd knight, his oath and honour ſcorn'd. 
For this is. he who, with a borrow'd name 
And proffer'd ſervice, to thy palace came, 
Now call'd Philoſtratus; retain'd by thee, 
A traitor trufted, and in high degree, j 
Aſpiring to the bed of beauteous Emily. 
My part remains; from Thebes my birth I own, 
And call myſelf th' unhappy Palamon. 
Think me not like that man; fince no diſgrace 
Can force me to renounce the honour of my 
race. 
Know me for what I am: I broke my chain, 
Nor promis'd I thy pris'ner to remain : 
The love of liberty with life is given; 
And life itſelf th' inferior gift of Heaven. 
Thus without crime I fled; but farther know, 
T with this Arcite am thy mortal foe: 
Then give me death, fince I thy life purſue z 
For ſafeguard of thyſelf, death is my due. 
More wouldſt thou know? I love bright Emily, 
And for her ſake and in her fight will die: 
But kill my rival too; for he no lets 
Deſerves; and I thy righteous doom will bleſs, | 
Aſſur'd that what loſe he never ſhall poſſeſs. 
To this replied the ſtern Athenian prince, 
And ſourly ſmil'd—In owning your offence, 
You judge yourſelf; and I but keep record 
In place of law, while you pronounce the word. 
Take your deſert, the death you have decreed 
I ſeal your doom, and ratify the deed; 
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By Mars, the patron of my arms, you die. 
He ſaid; dumb ſorrow ſeiz'd the ſtanders-by. 
The queen above the reſt, by nature good 
(The pattern form'd of — womanhood), 
For tender pity wept : when ſhe began, 
Thro' the bright quire th' infectious virtue ran. 
All dropp'd their tears, ev'n the contended 
. maid; 
And thus among themſelves they ſoftly ſaid z 
What eyes can ſuffer this unworthy fight ! 
Two youths of royal blood, renown'd 1n fight, 


| The maſterſhip of heaven in face and mind, 


And lovers far beyond their faithlefs kind : 

Sec their wide ſtreaming wounds; they neither 
came 

For pride of empire, nor deſire of fame. 

Kings fight for kingdoms, madmen for applauſe : 

But love for love alone; that crowns the lovers 
r,, | | | 

This thought, which ever bribes the beauteous 

Such pity wrought in ev'ry lady's mind, [kind, 

They left their ſteeds, and, proſtrate on the place, 

From the fierce king implor d the offender's grace. 

He paus'd awhile, ſtood ſilent in his mood 
(For yet his rage was boiling in his blood); 


But ſoon his tender mind th* impreſſion felt 


(As ſofteſt metals are not flow to melt, 

And pity ſooneſt runs in ſofteſt minds): 

Then reaſons with himſelf; and firſt he finds 

His paſſion caſt a miſt before his ſenſe, 

And either made or maguifed th' offence. 

Offence? of what? to whom? who judg'd the 
cauſe ? ; 

The pris'ner freed himſelf by nature's laws: 

Born free, he ſought his right: the man he freed 

Was perjur'd ; but his love excus'd the deed: 

Thus pond'ring, he look'd under with his eyes, 

And taw the women's tears, and heard their 
Cries, | 

Which mov'd compaſſion more : he ſhook his 

And, ſoftly ſighing, to himſelf he ſaid: [head, 

Curſe on th' unpardoning prince, whom tears 

can draw 

To no remorſe, who rules by lions? law; 


And deaf to prayers, by no ſubmiſſion bow'd, 


Rends all alike, the penitent and proud! 
At this with look ſerene, he rais'd his head: 
Reaſon reſum'd her place, and paſſion fled : 


Then thus aloud he ſpoke : The pow'r of love, 


In carths, and ſeas, and air, and heaven above; 
Rules, unreſiſted, with an awful nod; 

By daily miracles declar'd a God : 

He blinds the wiſe, gives eye- ſight to the blind; 
And moulds and ſtamps anew the lover's mind. 
Behold that Arcite, and this Palamon, 

Freed trom my fetters, and in ſafety gone, 
What hinder'd either in their native foil 

At caſe to reap the harveſt of their toil; 

But Love, their lord, did otherwiſe ordain, 

And brought them in their own deſpite again, 
To ſuffer death deſerv'd ; for well they know 
Tis in my pow'r, and I their deadly Gd 

The proverb holds, that to be wiſe and love, 


Is hardly granted to the Gods above. 


See 


320 


See how the madmen bleed: behold the gains 
Withwhichtheir maſter, Love,rewards their pains; 
For ſeven long years, on duty ev'ry day, 
Lo their obedience, and their monarch's pay: 
Yet, as in duty bound, they ſerve him on; 
And, aſk the fools, they think it wiſely done 
Nor eaſe, nor wealth, nor life itſelf regard, 
For 'tis their maxim, Love is love's reward. 
This is not all; the fair for whom they ſtrove 
Nor knew before, nor could ſuſpect, their love; 
Nor thought, when ſhe beheld the fight from far, 
Her beauty was th' occaſion of the war, 
Bur ſure a gen ral doom on man is paſt, 
And all are fools and lovers firſt or laft : 
This both by others and myſelf I know, 
For I have ferv'd their ſoy reign long ago; 
Oft have been caught within the winding train 
Of female ſnares, and felt the lover's pain, 
And learn'd how far the God can human hearts 
_ conſtrain. 
To this remembrance, and the pray'rs of thoſe 
Who for th' offending warriors interpoſe, 
I give their forfeit lives ; on this accord, 
To do me homage as their fov'reign lord; 
And as my vaſſals, to their utmoſt might, 
Aſſiſt my perſon, and aſſert my right. 
This freely ſworn, the knights their grace obtain'd, 
Then thus the king his ſecret thoughts explain'd : 
If wealth, or honour, or a royal race, 
Or each, or all, may win a lady's grace, 
Then either of you knights may well deſerve 
A princeſs born; and ſuch is ſhe you ſerve: 
For Emily is fifter to the crown, 
And bur too well to both her beauty known: 
But ſhould you combat till you both were dead, 
Two lovers cannot ſhare a ſingle bed: 
As therefore both are equal in degree, 
The lot of both be left to deſtiny. - 
Now hear th' award, and happy may it prove 
To her, and him who beſt deſerves her love! 
Depart from hence in peace, and free as air 
Search the wide world, and where you pleaſc 
repair; 
But on the day when chis returning ſun 
To the ſame point through ev'ry ſign has run, 
Then each of you his hundred knights ſhall bring, 
In royal liſts, to fight before the king ; 
And then the knight whom fate or happy chance 
Shall with his friends to victory advance, 
And grace his arms fo far in equal fight 
From out the bars to force his oppoſite, 
Or kill, or make him recreant on the plain, 
The prize of valour and of love ſhall gain; 
The vanquiſh'd party ſhall their claim releaſe, 
And the jars conclude in laſting peace. 
The charge A mine t' adorn the choſen ground, 
The theatre of war, for champions ſo renuwn'd ; 
And take the patron's place of either knight, 
Witheyes impartial to behold the fight : } 
_ Andheavenof meſojudye as I ſhalljudge aright! 
If both are fatisficd with this accord, 
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| 


was pleas'd as well ; 
Extol th' award, and on their knees they fell 
To bleſs the gracious king. The knights with 


leave {ceive 


Departing from the place, his laſt commands re- 


On Emily with equal ardovr look, 
And from her eyes their inſpiration took: 
From thence ro Thebes'old walls purſue their way, 
Each to provide his champions for the day. 
It might be deem'd, on our hiſtorian's part, 
Or too much negligence, or want of art, 
If he forgot the vaſt magnificence 2 
Of royal Theſeus, and his large expence. 
He firſt inclos'd for liſts a level ground, 
The whole circumference a mile around ; 
The form was circular ; and all without 
A trench was ſunk, to moat the place about. 
Within an amphitheatre appcar'd, 
Rais'd in degrees, to ſixty paces rear'd : 
That, when a man was plac'd in one degree, 
Height was allow'd for him above to ſee. 
Eaſtward was built a gate of marble white; 
The like adorn'd the weſtern oppoſite. 
A nobler object than this fabric was 


| Rome never ſaw, nor of ſo vaſt a ſpace: 


For, rich with ſpoils of many a conquer'd land, 

All arts and artifts Theſeus could command: 

Who fold for hire, or wrought for better fame, 

The maſter-painters and the carvers came. 

So rofe within the compaſs of the year 

An age's work, a glorious theatre, 

Then o'er its eaſtern gate was rais'd above 

A temple, ſacred to the queen of love; 

An altar ſtood below: on either hand wand. 

A prieſt with roſes crown'd, who held a myrtle 
The dome of Mars was on the gate oppos'd, 


| And on the north a turret was inclos'd, 


And crimſon coral for the queen of night, 

Who rakes in ſylvan ſports her chaſte delight. 
Within theſe oratories might you ſee 

Rich carvings, portraitures, and imagery : 

Where ev'ry figure to the life expreſs d 

The godhead's pow'r to whom it was addreſs'd. 

In Venus' temple, on the fides were feen 

The broken flumbers of enamour'd men, 

Pray'rs that c en ſpoke, and pity ſeem'd to call, 

And iſſuing ſighs that fmok'd along the wall. 

Complaints, and hot defires, the lover's hell, 


Wirhin the wall of alabaſter white, } 


And ſcalding tears that wore a channel where they 


fell: 
And all around were nuptial bonds, the ties 
Of love's aſſurance, and a train of lies, | 
That, made in luſt, conclude in perjuries. 
Beauty, and youth, and wealth, and luxury, 
And ſpritely hope, and ſhort-enduring joy; 
And forcerics to raife th' infernal pow'rs, 
And ſigils fram'd in planetary hours: 
Expence, and afrer-thought, and idle care, 
And doubts of motley hue, and dark deſpair; 
Sufpicions, and fantaſtical ſurmiſe, 


Swear by the laws of knighthood on my ſword. 
Who now but Palamon exults with joy ? 
And raviſh'd Arcite ſeems to touch the ſky : | 


And jealouſy fuffus'd with jaundice in her eyes, 
Diſcolouring all the view'd, in tawny dreſt; 
Down-look.'d, and with a cuckow on her bt. 


Oppou'd 
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Oppos'd to her, on t' other ſide advance 

The coſtly feaſt, the carol, and the dance, 
Minſtrels and muſic, poetry and play, 

And balls by night, and tournaments by day. 
All theſe were painted on the wall, and more ; 
With acts and monuments of times before: 
And others added by prophetic doom, 

And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come: 

For there th* Idalian mount and Citheron, 
The court of Venus was in coldurs drawn: 
Before the page pul, in careleſs dreſs 

And looſe array, fat portreſs Idleneſs: 

There, by the fount, Narciffus pin'd alone; 
There Sampſon was, with wiſer Solomon, p 
And all the mighty names by Love undone. 
Medea's charms were there, Cireean feaſts, 
With bowls that turn'd enamovur'd youths tobeaſts. 


Here might be ſeen, that beauty, wealth, and wit, 


And proweſs, to the pow'r of love ſubmit : 

The ſpreading ſnare for all mankind is laid : 
And lovers all betray, and are betray'd. | 
The Goddefs' ſelf fome noble hand had wrought; 
Smiling ſhe ſeem'd, and full of pleaſing thought : 
From Ocean as ſhe firſt began to riſe, 


And ſmooth the ruffled ſeas and clear'd the Kies; 


She trod the brine all bare above the breaſt. 
And the green waves but ill conceal'd the reſt; 
A lute the held; and on her head was ſeen 
A- wreath of roſes red, and myrtles green; 


Her turtles fann'd'the buxom air above, 


And, by his mother, ſtood an infant Love. - 

With wings unfledg'd, his eyes were banded 

His hands a bow, his back a quiver bore, [ o'er; 

Supplied with arrows bright and keen, a deadly 
ſtore. 

But in the dome of mighty Mars the red 

With diff rent figures all the fides were ſpread; 

This temple, leſs in form, with equal grace, 

Was imitative of the firſt in Thrace: 

For that cold region was the lov'd abode, 

And ſov'reign manſon, of the warrior god. 

The landſcape was a foreſt wide and bare, 

Where neither beaſt nor human kind repair; 

The fowl, that ſcent afar, the borders fly; © 

And ſhun the bitter blaſt, and wheel about the ſky. 

A cake of ſcurf lies baking an the ground, 

And prickly ſtubs inſtead of trees are found; 


Or woods with knots and knares deform'd and 


odd; | 


A rattling tempeſt through the branches went, 
That ſtripp'd them bare, and one ſole way they 
beut. | 7 
Heaven froze above ſevere, the clouds congeal, 
Aud — the cryſtal vault appear d the 
ſtanding hail; | 
Such was the Face without: a mountain ſtood 
Threat'ning from high, and overlook'd the wood. 
Beneath the low'ring brow, and on a bent, 
The remple ſtood of Mars armipotent : 5 
The frame of burniſh'd ſteel, that caſt a glare 
From far, and ſeem'd to thaw the freezing air. 
un to the temple led, 
Blind with high walls, and horror over head: 
wy 4 


* 


Thence iſſued ſuch a blaſt and hollow roar, © _ 
As threaten'd from the hinge to heave the door: 
In through that door a northern light there ſhone; 
Twas all it had, for windows there were none. 
The gate was adamant; eternal frame 


Which, hew'd by Mars himſelf, from Indian” 


| quarries came; 

The labour of a God; and all alon 
Tough iron plates were cleneh's 
A tun about was ev'ry pillar there;  [ſtrong. 
A poliſh'd mirror ſhone not half ſo clear. ** 
There ſaw 1 how the ſecret felon wrought, 
And treaſon lab'ring in the traitor's thought; 


And midwife Time the ripen'd plot to murder I 


brought. | 
There the red anger dar'd the pallid fear; 
Next ſtood hypocriſy with holy leer, | 
Soft ſmiling, and demurely looking down, 
But hid the dagger underneath the gown : 
Th'-afſaffinating wife, the houſehold fiend; © 
And, far the blackeſt there, the traitor friend. 
On t' other ſide there ſtood deſtruction bare: 
Unpuniſh'd rapine, and a waſte of war. 


Conteſt, with ſharpen'd Knives, in cloiſters drawn, 


And all with blood beſpread the holy lawn. 
Loud menaces were heard, and foul difgrace, 
And bawling infamy, in language baſe z ; 


„ 


Till ſcaſe was loſt in ſound, and filence fled 5 


the ace. ; of 
The ſlayer of himſelf yet ſaw I there, 
The gore congeal'd was clotted in his hair: 
With eyes half clos'd and gaping mouth he lay, 
And grim as when he breath'd his ſullen ſoul 


In midſt of all the dome misfortune fat, [away. 


And gloowy diſcontent, and fell debate, | 
And madnets laughiny-in his ireful mood; 
And arm d complaint on theft, and cries of blood. 
There was the murder'd corpſe, in covert laid: 


And violent death in thouſand ſhapes dilplay'd : 


The city to the ſoldier's rage reſigu d; 
Succeſsleſs wars, and poverty behind: 
Ships burnt in fight, or forc'd on rocky ſhores, 
And the raſh hunter ſtrangled by the — 


- 
o 
. 


The new-born babe, by nurſes overlaid; made. : 
And the cook caught within the raging fire he 


A!l its of Mars's nature, flame and ſteel; 
The gaſping charioteer beneath the wheel 
Of his own car; the ruin'd houſe that falls, 


| And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls: 


The whole diviſion that to Mars pertains; 

All trades of death that deal in ſteel for gains 
Were there : the butcher, armourer, and ſmith, 
Who forges ſharpen'd faulchions, or the ſcythe. 


| The icartet conqueſt on a tow'r was plac'd, . 


Wirth ſhouts and ſoldiers? acclamations grac'd: 

A pointed ſword hung threat'ning o'er his head, 
Sultain'd but by a flender twine of thread: 
There ſaw I Mars's ides, the capitol; 

The ſcer in vain foretelling Cæſar's fall; 
The laſt triumvirs, and the wars they X 
And Anthony, who loſt the world for loye....  _ 
Theſe, and a thouſand more, the fane adorn; / 


* 


[Their fates were painted ere the men were | 


, $4 


All 


% « 
to make it 
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All copied from the heavens, and ruling force 
Of the red ſtar, in his revolving courſe. 
The form of Mars high on a chariot ſtood, 
All ſhearh'd in arms, and gruffly look d the God 
Two geomantic figures were diſplay'd | 
Above his head, a warrior and a maid ; 

One when direct, and one when retrograde. 

Tir'd with deformitics of death, I haſte 
To the third temple of Diana chaſte. 

A ſylran ſcene with various greens was drawn, 
Shades on the ſides, and on the midſt a lawn 
The filver Cynthia, with her nymphs around, 
Purſued the flying deer, the woods with horns 


. Califlo there ſtood manifeſt of ſhame, { relound : 


And, turn'd a bear, the northern ſtar became: 
Her ſon was next, and by peculiar grace 

In the cold circle held the ſecond place : 

The ſtag Acteon in the ſtream had ſpied _ 
The naked humreſs, and, for ſeeing, died : 
His hounds, unknowing of his change, purſue 
The chace, and their miſtaken maſter flew. 
Peneian Daphne too was there to ſee, 

Apollo's love before, and now his tree : | 
Th' adjoining fane th aſſembled Greeks expreſs d, 
And hunting of the Calcdonian beaft. 

Oenides' r, and his envied prize ; 

The fatal pow'r of Atalanta's eyes; 


Diana's vengeance ou the victor ſhe wn, his 


The murd'reſs mother, and conſuming ſon ; 
The Volſcian queen extended on the plain; 
The treaſon puniſh'd, and the traitor flain. 

The reſt were various huntings, well deſign'd, 
And ſavage beaſts deftroy'd, of ev'ry kind, 
The graceful goddeſs was array d in green; 
About her feet were little beagles ſeen, | 
That watch'd with upward eyes the motions 
of their queen, 

Her legs were buſkin'd, and the left before; 

In att to ſhoot, a filver bow ſhe bore, ; 
And at her back a painted quiver wore. 

She trod a waxing moon, that ſoon would wane, 
And, drinking borrow'd light, be fill'd again; 
Wich downcalt eyes, as ſeeming to ſurvey 

The dark dominions, her alternate (way. 

Refore her ſtood a woman in her throes, 

And call'd Lucina's aid, her burden to diſcloſe. 
All theſe the painter drew with ſuch command, 
That Nature ſnatchk'd the pencil from his hand, 
Aſnam d and. angry that his art could feign 
And mend the tortures of a mother's pain. 
Theſeus beheld the fancs of ev ry God, _ 
And thought his mighty coſt was well beſtow'd. 
So princes now their poets ſhould regard; 
But few can write, and fewer can reward. 
The zbeatre thus rais'd, the lifts inclus'd, 
And all with vaſt magnificence 2 a 
We leave the monarch pleas d, and haſte to bring 
The knights to combat, and their arms to ſing. 


BOOK 111. 


9 7. 


1 THE. day apptoach d when Fortune ſhould 
decide 


Th' important enterpriſe, and give the bride; | 
* 9 a 


_ 


For now the rivals round the world had ſought 


| And each his number, well appointed, brought. 


The nations far and near contend in choice, 
And ſend the flow'r of war by public voice; 
That after, or before, were never known 


Such chiefs, as each an army ſcem'd alone: 


Beſide the champions, all of high degree, 

Who kyighthood lov'd and deeds of chivalry, 
Throng's to the lifts, and envied to behold 

The names of others, not their own, enroll'd. 
Nor ſeems it ſtrange; for ev'ry noble knight) 

| Who loves the fair, and is endued with might, | 
In ſuch a quarrel would be proud to fight. 
There breathes not ſcarce a man on Britith ground 
(An iſle for love and arms of old renown'd) 

But would have ſold his life to purchaſe fame, 


To Palamon or Arcite ſent his name: _ 
And had the land ſelected of the beſt, {the reſt. 


Half had come hence, and let the world provide 

A hundred knights with Palamon there came, 

Approv'd in fight, and men of mighty name; 

Their arms were ſev'ral, as their nations were, 

But furuiſh d all alike with ſword and ſpear. 

Some wore coat-armour imitating ſcale; 

And next their ſkins were ſtubborn ſhirts of mail ; 

Some wore a breaſt-plate and a light juppon, 

Their horſes cloth'd with rich capariſoa ; 

Some for defence would leatliern bucklers uſe 

Of folded hides, and others ſhields of pruce ; 

One hung a pole-ax at his ſaddle-bow, 

And one a heavy mace to ſtun the foe ; 

One for his legs and knees provided well, 

With jambeaux arm'd, and double plates of ſteel : 

This on his helmet wore a lady's glove, 

And that a ſlecve embroider'd by his love. 

With Palamon, above the reſt in place, 

Lycurgus came, the ſurh) king of Thrace ; | 

Black was his beard, ws manly was his face; 

The balls of his broad eves roll'd in his head, 

And glar d betwixt a yellow and a red: 

He look'd a lion with a gloomy, ſtare, 

And o'er his eye- brows hung his matted hair: 

Big-bon'd, and large of limbs, with finews ſtrong, 

nn and his arms were round and 
ong. 

Four Ra. pt + A bulls (the Thracian uſe of old) 

Were yok'd to draw his car of burniſh'd gold. 

Upright he ſtood, and bore aloft his ſhield, 

Con — from afar, and overlook' d the field. 

His ſurcoat was a bear- Kin on his back; 

His hair hung long behind, and glofly raven black. 

His ample forchcad bore a coronet 

With ſparkling diamonds and with rubies ſet: 

Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, ſnowy fair 


his chair, bear: 
A match for pards in flight, in grappling for the 
With golden muzzlcs all their mouths were bound, 
And collars of the fame their necks ſurround. 
Thus thro” the field Lycurgus took his way; 
His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud 
array. | 
To match this monarch, with ſtrong Arcite came 
Emetrius, king of Inde, a mighty name, 


Book Ii 


| And tall as ſtags, ran looſe, and cours'd around { 


, 


Foft am rous ſighs, and ſilent love of eyes. 


Rook II. 


On a bay courſer, godly to behold, gold. 
The trappings of his horſe adorn d with barb'rous 
Not Mars beſtrode a ſteed with greater grace; 
His ſurcoat o'er his arms was cloth at Thrace, 


Adorn'd with pearls, all orient, round, and great; 
His ſaddle was of gold, with emeralds ſet. 

His ſhoulders large a mantle did attire, 
With rubies thick, and ſparkling as the fire : 
His amber-colour'd locks in ringlets run, | ſun. 
With graceful negligence, and ſhone againſt the 
His noſe was aquiline, his eyes were blue, 
Ruddy his lips, and freſh and fair his hue : 
Some ſprinkled freckles on his face were ſeen, 
Whoſe duſk ſet off the whiteneſs of the ſkin; 
His awful preſence did the crowd ſurpriſe, 


Nor durſt the raſh ſpectator meet his eyes; 


Eyes that confe(s'd him born for kingly ſway, 
So fierce, they flaſh'd intolerable dax. 
His age in nature's youthful prime appęar d, 
And juſt began to bloom his yellow beard. 

W hene'er he ſpoke, his voice was heard around, 
Loud as a trumpet, with a filver ſound. 

A laurel wreath'd his temples, freſh and green ; 
And myrtle ſprigs, the marks of love, were mix'd 
Upon his fiſt he bore, for his delight, [ between. 
An eagle well reclaim'd, and lily white, 

His hundred knights attend him to the war, 
All arm'd for battle, ſave their heads were bare. 
Words and devices blaz'd on ev'ry ſhield, _ 
And pleaſing was the terror of the field. 

For kings, and dukes, and barons,you might ſee, 
Like ſparkling ſtars, though diff rent in degree, 
All for th' increaſe of arms,and love of chivalry. 
Before the king tame lcopards led the way, 
And troops of lions innocently play. 8 

So Bacchus thro! the conquęr d Indies rode, 
And beaſts in gambols friſk'd before the honeſt god. 

In this array the war of either fide _ 
Through Athens paſs'd with military -pride. 
At prime, they enter d on the Sunday morn ; 
Rich tap'ſtry ſpread the ſtreets, and flow xs the poſts 
The town was all a jubilee of feaſts; T[adorn. 
So Theſeus will'd in honour of his gueſts; 
Himſelf with open arms the king embrac'd, _ 
om all the reſt in their degrees were grac d- 

o harbinger was needful for a night, 

For ev'ry houſe was proud to lodge a Rnight, 
I paſs the royal treat, nor muſt relate 
The gifts beſtow'd, nor how the champions ſat: 
Who firſt or laſt, or how the knights addreſs'd 
Their vows, or who was faireſt at the feaſt; 
Whoſe voice, whoſe graceful dance did moſt ſur- 
riſe ; | 
The rivals call my Muſe another way, 
To ſing their vigils for th' enſuing day. 
Twas ebving darkneſs, paſt the noon of night; 
And Phoſpher on the confines of the light, 
Promis'd the ſun, ere day began to ſpring 3 
The tuneful lark already ſtretch'd her wing, 
And, flick'ring on her neſt, made ſhort eſſays 
115 to ſing 3 Tot 
When wakeful Palamon, preventing day, 
Took to the royal lifts his early way, \ 
To Venus at her fane, in her own houſe topray. 


|'Tis, thine, whate'r is pleaſant, good or fair: ; 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE; Ee. 323. 


There, falling on his knees before her ſhrine, - 
He thus implor'd with pray'rs her pow'r divine 
Creator. Venus, genial pow'r of love, 4 
The bliſs of men below, and gods above 1 
Beneath the ſliding ſun, thou runn ſt thy race, 
Doſt faireſt ſhine, and beſt become thy place. 
For thce the winds their eaſtern blaſts forbear, 
Thy month reveals the ſpring, and opens dll the 
er. . EW: 
Thee, Goddeſs, thee the ſtorms of winter fly, 
Earth ſmiles with flow'rs renewing, laugh - 6: 
„ „ „„ 0509 > co 
And birds to lays of love their tuneful notes #. 
For thee the lion loaths the taſte of blood, A 
And roaring hunts his female thrg' the wood: 
For thee the bulls re-bellow thro the groves, 
And woo the ſtream, and ſnuff their abſent 
oves. 


— 
ig 

— * 
4 


All nature is thy province, life thy care: 4 
Thou mad'ſttheworldzanddgſt the world repair. J. 
Thou gladder of the mount of Cytheron, 
Increaſe of Jove, companion of the ſun; 

If e er Adonis touch'd thy tender heart, 
Have pity, Goddeſs, for thou know'ſt the ſmart: 
Alas ! I have not words to tell my grief; 

To vent my ſorrow would be ſome relief; 

Light ſuff rings give us leiſure to complain; 
We groan, but cannot ſpeak, in greater pain. 

O Goddeſs, tell thyſelf what I would fay, 

Thou know'ſt it, and I feel too much to pray. 
So grant my ſuit, as I enforce my might, 
In love to be thy champion and thy Knight; 

A ſervant to thy ſex, a ſlave to thee} | 

A foe profeſt to barren chaſtity. x. | 
Nor aſk I fame or honovr of the field, 

Nor chooſe I more to vanquiſh than to yield: | 
In my divine Emilia make me bleſt, . 


| Let fate, or partial chance, diſpoſe the reſt : 


Find thou the manner, and the means prepare z 
Polleſſion, more than conqueſt, is my care. 
Mars is the warrior's god; in him it lies, 
On whom he favours to confer the prize; 
With ſmiling aſpect you ſerently move 
In your fifth orb, and rule the realm of love, 
The fates but only ſpin the coarſer clue, 
The fineſt of the wool is left for you. 
Spare me but one ſmall portion of the twine, 
And let the fiſters cut below your line: 
The reft among the rubbiſh may they ſweep rg 
Or add it to the yarn of ſome old miler's heap. - 
But if you this ambitious pray'r deny 
(A with, I grant, beyond mortality), | 
Then let me fink beneath proud Arcite's arme, 
And, I once dead, ler him poſſeſs her charms. 
Ihus ended he; then with obſervance due 
The ſacred incenſe on her altar threw ; or 
The curling ſmoke mounts heavyfrom the fires; 
At length it catches flame, and in a blaze expires ; 
Ar once the gracious Goddeſs gave the fign, 
Her ſtatue ſhook, and trembled all the ſhrane : 
Pleas'd Palamon the tardy omen took; 
For, ſince the flames puriued the trailing ſmoke, 
He knew his boon was granted; but the day [delay: 
* diſtance driven, and joy adjourn d with long 
: | Now 


 Well-meaners think no harm; but for the reſt, 
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— 


Amid 1 am, and of thy virgin train; 


oy 


- Now morn with roſy Tight had . 
Up roſe che fun, and up roſe Emily; 
Addieſs d her early ſteps to Cynthia's fane, 
In ſtate attended by her maiden train, 
Who bote the veſts that holy rites require, 
Incenſe, and od'rous gums, and cover'd fire. 
The plenteous horns with pleaſant mead they 


crown, 
Nor wanted aught beſides in honour of the moon. 
Now while the temple ſmok d with hallow'd fieam 
Thc Eero virgin in a hving ſtream ; 
e ſecret ceremonies I conceal, 

couth, perhaps unlawful, to reveal; 
Bur ſuch they were as Pagan uſe requir'd. 
Perform d by women when the men retir d, 
Whoſe eyes profane their chaſte myſterious rites 
Might turn to ſcandal, or obſcene delights. 


Things facred they pervert, and filence is the beſt. 
Her Hiain hair, Uncornbe d, was looſely ſpread, 
Accrown of maſtleſs oak adorn d her head: 
When to the ſhrine approach d, the ſpotleſs maid 
Had kindling fires on either altar laid | 
(The rites were ſuch as were obſerv'd of old, 
Hy Statius in his Theban ſtory told); 
Then kneelifig with her hands acrofs her breaſt, 
Thus lowly ſhe preferr'd her chaſte requeſt : 
O Goddess, haunter of the woodland green, 
To ur both heaven, and earth, and ſeas, are 
en: | 
oy of the nether ſkies, where half the year 
Thy filver beams deſtend, and light the gloomy 


Goddeſs of maids, and conſcious of our hearts, 
So keep nie from the vengeance of thy darts, 
Which Niobe's devoted iffve felt, | 

Whew kiſſing through the {kiesrhe feather'd deaths 
As I defire to live a virgin life, were dealt; 
Nor know the name of mother or of wife. 

Thy votreſs from my tender years I am, 

And love, like thee, the woods and ſylvan game. 
Like death, thob know'ft, I loath rhe nuprial 
And man; the tyrant of our ſex, I hate, \ ſtate, | 
A lowly ſervant, but a lofry mate; 

Where love is duty on the femalc file ; 

On theirs mere ſenſual guſt, and ſought with ſurly 
Now by thy 41 ſhape, as thou art ſeen ¶ pride. 
In heaven, earth, hell, and ev'ry where a queen, 
Grant this my firſt deſire ; let diſcord ceaſe, 
And make betwixt the rivals laſting peace: 
Q-ench their hot fire, or far from me remove 
The flame, and turn it on ſome other love : 

Or, if my frowningtars have ſo decreed, 

Fhat one muſt be rejected, one ſucceed, 
Make him my lord, within whoſe faithful breaſi 
Is fix'd my image, and who loves me beft. 

But, oh ! even that avert! I chooſe it not, 

But take it as the leaſt unhappy lot. 


Oh let me ſtill that ſpotleis name retain ! | 
Freqvent the foreſts, thy chaſte will obey, 
And only make the beaſts of chaſe my prey 
The 2 aſcend on either altar clear, 


ELEGANT E. 


_ {Which turn'd ſelf-kindled, an 


XTR ACTS Bios II. 


When, lo! the burning fire that ſhone ſo bright, 


Flew off, all ſuden, with extinguiſh'd light. 
And left one altar dark, a little ſpace; ¶ blaze; 
| 4 renew'd the 

The other victor flame a moment ſtood, . 

Then fell, and lifeleſs left th' extinguiſh'd wood; 

For ever Joſt, th” irrevocable light a 

Forſo6k the black' ning coals, and ſunk to night: 

At either end it whiſtled as it flew, ſdew; 

And as the brands were green, ſo dropp'd the 

lufected as it fel} with ſweat of ſanguine hue. 
The maid from that ill omen turn'd her eyes, 


_ [And with loud ſhrieks and clamours rent the ſkies, 


Nor knew what ſignified the boding ſign, | 
But found the pow'rs diſpleas d, and fear'd the 
wrath divine. 

Then ſhook the ſacred ſhrine, and ſudden light 
Sprung through the vaulted roof, and made the 

temple bright. 

The pow'r, behold! the pow'r in glory ſhone, 
By her bent bow and her keen arrows known ; 
The reft, a huntreſs iſſuing from the wood, 
Reclining on her cornel ſpear {lie ſtood. 

Then gracious thus began: Diſmiſs thy fear, 
And Heaven's unchang'd decrees attentive hear: 
More pow'rful Gods have torn thee from my fide, 
Unwilling to refign, and doom'd a bride: 


| | The two contending knights are weigh'd above; 


One Mars protects, and one the Queen of Love: 
But which the man, is in the Thund'rer's breaſt; 


This he pronounc'd, *tis he who loves thee beft. 


The fire that once extinct reviv'd again, 
Foreſhews the love allotred ro remain : 
Farewel! ſhe ſaid, and vanifl'd from the place; 


The ſheaf cf arrows ſhook, and rattled in the caſe. 


Aghaſt at this the royal virgin ſtood, - | 
Diſclaim'd, and now no more a ſiſter of the wood: 
But to the parting Goddeſs thus ſhe pray d- 
Propitious ſtill be preſent to my aid, 
Nor quite abandon your once favour'd maid. 
Then ſighing ſhe return'd ; but ſmil'd betwixt, 
With hopes and fears, and joys with ſorrows mixt. 
The next returnivg planerary hour 
Of Mars, who ſhat d the heptarchy of pow'r, 
His ſteps bold Arcite to the temple bent, 
I' adore with Pagan rites the por armipotent: 
Then profirate low before his altar lay, pray: 
And rais'd his manly voice, and thus began to 
Strong God of arms, whoſe iron ſceptre ways 
The freczing North, and Hyperborean ſeas, 
And Scythian colds, and Thracia's winter coaſt, 
W here ftand thy ſtceds, and thou art honcur'd 
maſt; [known, 
There moſt; but ev'ry where thy pow'r is 
The forme of the fight is all thy own : | 
Terror is thine, and wild amazement, flung 
From out thy chariot, withers even tlie ſtrong : 
And diſari ay and ſhameful rout enfvue, 
And force is added to the fainting crew. 
Acknowledg'd as thou art, accept my pray'r, 
if atight I have achiev'd deſerve thy care: 
IF ro my utmoſt pow'r with ſword and ſhield 
dar'd tlie death, pon how to yield, \ 


kept the field : 


While thus the lzneleſs maid uddreſs'dherpray'r: 


1 


- *. 


Aud, falling in wy rank, 


„ 


Then let my arms prevail, by thee ſuſtain d, 
That Emily by conqueſt may be gain'd. 

Have pity on my pains ; nor thoſe unknown 

To Mars, which, when a lover, were his own. 
Venus, the public care of all above, 

Thy ſtubborn heart has ſoften'd into love: 

Now by her blandiſhments and pow'rful charms, 
When yielded the lay curliog in thy arms, 
Ev'n by thy ſhame, if ſhame it may be call'd, 
When Vulcan had thee in his net enthrall'd ; 

O envied ignominy, ſweet diſgrace, | | 
When ev'ry God that ſaw thee with'd thy place! 
By thoſe dear pleaſures, aid my arms in tight, 
And make me conquer in my patron's right: 
For I am young, a novice in the trade, 


The fool of love, unpractis'd to perſuade, 


And want the ſoothing arts that catch the fair; 
But, caught myſelf, lie ſtruggling in the ſnare: 


And ſhe I love, or laughs at all my pain, 


Or knows her worth tuo well, and pays me with 
diſdain. | 

For ſure I am, unleſs I win in arms, 
To ſtand excluded from Emilia's charms : 
Nor can my ſtrength avail, unleſs by thee 
Endued by force, I gain the victory; 
Then for the fire which warm*d thy gen'rous 
Pity thy ſubject's pains and equal ſmart. heart, 
So be the morrow's ſweat and labour mine, 
The palm and honour of the conqueſt thine : 
Then ſhall the war, and ſtern debate, and ſtrife 
Immortal, be the buſineſs of my life; | 
And in thy fane, the duſty ſpoils among, hung; 
High on the burniſh'd roof my banner thall be 
Rank'& with my champion's buckler, and below, 
With arms revers'd, th* achievements of my foe :| 
And while theſe limbs the vital ſpirit feeds, 
While day to night, and night to day ſucceeds, 
Thy ſmoking altar ſhall be fat with food 
Of incenſe, and the grateful ſteam of blood; | 
Burnt off rings morn and evening ſhall be thine, 
And fires eternal in thy temple ſhine. 
The buſh of yellow beard, this length of hair, 
Which from my birth inviolate I hear, 
Guiltleſs of ſteel, and from the razor free, | 
Shall fall a plenteous crop, reſerv d for thee ; 
So may my arms with victory be bleſt : 
I aſk no more: let fate diſpoſe the reſt. 

The champion ceas'd; there follow d in the cloſe 
A hollow groan: a murmuring wind aroſe; 


The rings of iron, that on the doors were hung, 


Sent out a jarriag ſound, and harſhly rung: 

The bolted gates flew open at the blaſt ; 

The ſtorm ruſh'd in, and Arcite ftood aghaſt : 

The ſtames were blown afide, yet ſhone they 

bright, : 

Fann'd by the wind, and gave a ruffled light, 
Then from the ground a ſcent began to riſe, 

$wect-ſmelling as accepted ſacrifice : | 

This omen pleas'd, and as the flames aſpire 


With 04orous incenſe Arcite heaps the fire: 


Nor wanted hymns to Mars, or heathen charms : 
At length the nodding ſtatue claſh'd his arms, 


And with a ſullen ſound and feeble cry victory. 


Half ſunk, and half pronounę d, the word of 
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For this, with ſoul devout, he thank'd the God; 
And, of ſucceſs ſecure, return'd to his abode. * 
Theſe vows thus granted rais'd a ſtrife above 
Betwixt the God of War and Queen of Love. 
She granting firſt had right of time to plead ; 
But he had granted too, nor would recede. * 
Jove was for Venus; but he fear'd his wife, 
And ſeem'd unwilling to decide the ſtrife; ' 
Till Saturn from his leaden throne aroſe, 
And found a way the ditt 'rence to compoſe :* 
Though ſparing of his grace, to miſchief bent, 
He ſeldom does a good with good intent. 


| Wayward, but wile ; by long experience taught, 


To pleaſe both parties, for ill ends, he fought :' 
For this advantage age from youth has won, 
As not to be outridden, though outrun: 
By fortune he was now to Venus trin'd, 

And with ſtern Mars in Capricorn was join'd: 
Of him diſpoſing in his own abode, | 
He ſooth'd the Goddeſs, while he gull'd the God: 
Ceaſe, daughter, to complain, and ſtint the firife; 
Thy Palamon ſhall have his promis d wife: 
And Mars, the lord of conqueſt, in the fight 
With palm and laurel ſhall adorn his knight. 
Wide is my courſe, nor turn I to my place, 
Till length of time, and move with tardy pace. 


| Man feels me, when I prels th* ethereal plains ; 


My hand is heavy, and the wound remains. 

Mine is the ſhipwreck, in a wat'ry fign z 

And, in an earthy, the dark dungeon mine. 

Cold ſhivering agues, melancholy care, 

And bitter blaſting winds, and poiſon'd air, 

Are mine, and wilful death, reſulting from 
. deſpair. | 4 

The e quinſey tis my ſtar appoints, 

And rheumatiſms aſcend to rack the joints: 

When churls rebel againſt their native prince, 

[ arm their hands and furniſh the pretence; 

And, houſing in the lion's hate ful tgn, 

Boughr ſenates, and deſertiug troops are mine. 

Mine is the privy pois' ning; I command « 

Unkindly ſeaſons, and ung. ateful land. 

By me king's palaces are puſh'd to ground, 

And miners crulh'd heneath their mines are found. 

Twas I flew Sampſon, when the pillar d hall 

Fell down, and cruſh'd the many with the fall. 


My looking is the fire of peftilence, 


That ſweeps at once the people and the prince. 
Now weep no more, but truſt thy grandſire's art, 
Mars ſhall be pleas'd, and thou perform thy part. 
'Tis ill, though diff rent your complexions are, 
The family of Heaven for men ſhould war. 
Th' expedient pleas d, where neither loſt his 
| right; 2. | & 
Mars had the day, and Venus had the night. 
The management they left to Chronos care; 
Now turn we to th' effect, and fing the war. 
In Athens all was pleaſure, mirtu, and play, 
All proper to the ſpring, and ſprightly Ny ; 
Which ev'ry ſoul inſpir d with ſuch delight, 
Twas jefting all the day, and love at night. 
Hcaven ſmil'd, and gladded was the heart of 


* 


man; | 
And Venus had the world as when it firſt * 


— 
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t le in lcep their bodies they ſe, 
— _—_— ey ro fight, and — | 

Now ſcarce the dawning day began to ſpring, 
As at a fignal given the ſtreets with clamours ring. 
At once the crowd aroſe; confus'd and high 
Even from the Heaven was heard a ſheuting cry; 
For Mars was early up, and rous'd the ſky. 
The Gods came downward to behold the wars, 
Sharp ning their ſights, and leaning from their ſtars. 
The neighing ef the gen' rous horſe was heard, 
For bens by the buly groom prepar'd, 
Ruſtling of harneſs, rattling of the ſhield, 
Clattering of armour furbiſh'd for the field. 
Crowds to the caſtle mounted up the ſtreet, 
Batr'ring the pavement with their courſers feet: 
The greedy fight might there devour the gold 
Of glittering arms, too dazzling to behold : 
And poliſh'd ſteel that caſt the view aſide, 
And crefied morions, with their plumy pride. 
Knights, with a long retinue of their ſquires, 
In gaudy liveries march, and quaint attires. . 
One lac'd the helm, another held the lance : 
A third the ſhining-buckler did advance. 
The courſer paw'd the ground with reſtleſs feet, 
And ſnorting foam d, and champ'd the golden bit. 
The ſmiths and armourers on palfreys ride. 
Files in their hands, and hammers at their fide, 
And nails for looſen'd ſpears, and thongs for 

- } ſhields provide. 

The yeomen guard the ſtreets in ſeemly bands; 
And clowns come crowding on, with cudgels in 
N their hands. 

The trumpets, 5 gate, in order plac'd, 
Artend the ſign to ſ6und the martial blaſt; 
The palace-yard is fill d with floating tides, 
Aud the laſt comers bear the former to the ſides. 
The throng is in the midſt: the common crew 
Shut out, the hall admits the better few; 
In knots they ſtand, or in a rank they walk, 
Serious in aſpect, earneſt in their talk : 
Factious, and favouring this or t' other ſide, 


As their 2 or weak reaſon guide : 


Ihe people preſs on ev'ry 


Their wagers back rheir wiſhes; numbers hold 
With the fair freckled king, and beard of gold: 
So vigorous are his eyes, ſuch rays they caſt, 
So prominent his eagle's beak is plac'd. 
But mo their looks on the black monarch bend, 
His riſing muſcles and his braun commend ; 
His double-biting axe and beamy ſpear, 
Each afk ing a gigantic force to rear. 
All ſpoke as partial favour mov'd the mind; 
And, fafe themſelves, at others coſt divin'd. 
Wak d by the cries, th' Athenian chief aroſe, 
The knightly forms of combat to diſpoſe; | 
And paſang thro th' obſequious guards, he fat 
Conſpicuous on a throne, ſublime in fiate ; 
There fur the two contendwg —— he ſent: 
Arm'd cap- a · pee, with rev rence they bent. 
He ſmil'd on both, and with faperior look 
Alike their offer d adoration took. 
fide, do ſee 


Their awful prince, and hear his high decree. 
Then f:gning to their heralds with his hand, 
I hey gare his orders from their lofty ſtand, 


*. 
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Silence is thrice enjoin'd ; then thus alond 
The king at arms beſpeaks the knights and 
. lining crowd. 

Our ſov'reign lord has ponder'd in his mind 
The means to ſpare the blood of gentle kind; 
And of his grace, and inborn clemency, 

He modifies his firſt ſevere decree; | 

The keener edge of battle to rebate, 3 

The troops for honour fighting, not for hate. 

He wills not death ſhould terminate their ſtrife; 

And wounds, if wounds enſue, be ſhort of life: 

But iſſues, ere the fight, his dread command, 

That ſlings afar, and poniards hand to hand, 

Be baniſh'd from the field; that none ſhall dare 

With ſhorten' d ſword to ſtab in cloſer war; 

But in fair combat fight with manly ſtrength, 

Nor puſh with biting point, but ſtrike at length. 

The tourney is allow'd but one career 

Of the tough aſh, with the ſharp- grinded ſpear : 

But knights unhors d may riſe from off the plain, 

And fight on foot their honour to regain | 

Nor, if at miſchief taken, on the ground 

Be ſlain, but priſoners to the pillar bound, 

At either barrier plac'd; nor, captives made, 

Be freed, or arm'd anew the fight invade. 

The chief of either fide, bereft of life, 

Or yielded to his foe, concludes the firife. 

Thus dooms the lord : now valiant knights and 
youn! 

Fight each his ll with ſwords and maces long. 

The herald ends: the vaulted firmament 
With loud acclaims and vaſt applauſe is rent : 
Heaven guard a prince ſo gracious and fo good, 
So juſt, and yet ſo provident of blood | 
This was the gen'ral cry. The trumpets ſound, 
And warlike ſymphony is heard around. 

The marching trqops thro? Athens take their way, 

The great earl-marſhal orders their array. 

The fair from high the paſſing pomp behold ; 

A rain of flow'rs is from the windows roll'd. 

The caſements are with golden tiſſue ſpread, 

And horſes hoofs, for earth, on ſilken tapeſtry 
wu A GI: 


The king goes midmoſt, and the rivals ride 


In equal rank, and cloſe his either ſide. 
Next after theſe there rode the royal wife, 
With Emily, the cauſe and the reward of ſtrife. 
The following cavalcade, by three and three, 
Proceed by titles marſhail'd in degree. 
Thus thro? the ſouthern gate they take their way, 
And at the lift arrive ere prime of day. 5 
There, parting from the king, the chiefs divide, 
And, es eaſt and weſt, before their many 
ride, 
Th' Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high, 
And after him the queen and Emily: | 
Next theſe the kindred of the crown are grac'd 
With nearer ſeats, and lords by ladies plac'd. 
Scarce were they ſeated, when with clamours loud 
In ruſh'd at once a rude promiſcuous crowd : 
The guards, and then each other overbear, 
And in a moment throng the ſpacious theatre. 
Now chang'd the jarring noiſe to whiſpers low, 
As winds torſaking ſeas more ſoftly blow; 


When 
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When at the weſtern gate, on which the car 
Is plac'd aloft, that bears the God of war, 
Proud Arcite ent' ring arm'd before his train, 

Stops at the barrier, and divides the plain. 

Red was his banner, and diſplay'd abroad 

The bloody colonrs of his patron God, 

At that felf moment enters Palamon 
The gate of Venus, and the riſing- ſun; 
Wiav'd by the wanton winds, his banner flies, 
All maiden white, and ſhares the people's eycs. 

From eaſt to weſt, look all the world around, 

Two troops ſo match'd were never to be found : 
Such bodies built for ſtrength, of equal age, 

In ſtature ſiz d; ſo proud an equipage : 

The niceſt eye — diſtin&ion make 
Where lay th' advantage, or what ſide to take. 
Thus rang d, the herald for the laſt proclaims 

A filence, while they anſwer'd to their names: 


For ſo the king decreed, to ſhun the care, [war. 
The fraud of muſters falſe, the common bane of 


The _ * juſt, and then the gates were 
clos d, 

And chief to chief, and troop to troop oppOs d. 

The heralds laſt retir'd, and loudly cried, 
The fortune of the field be fairly tried. 

At this, the challenger with fierce defy - 
His trumpet ſounds, thechalleng'd makes reply: 
With clangour rings the field, reſounds the 
vaulted ſky. 

Their vizors clos d, their lances in the reſt, 

Or at the helmet pointed, or the creſt ; 

They vaniſh from the barrier, ſpecd the race, 
And ſpurring ſee decreaſe the middle ſpace. 
A cloud of frnuke envelops either hoſt, 

And all at once the combatants are loſt : 
Darkling they join adverſe, and ſhock unſeen, 
Courſers with courſers juſtling, men with men: 
As lab'ring in eclipſe, awhile they ſtay, 

Till the next blaſt of wind reſtores the day. 
They look anew : the beauteous form of tight 
Is chang'd, and war appears a grizly fight. 
Two troops in fair array ove moment ſhew'd, 

"The next, a field with fallen bodies ſtrew's : 
Not half the number in their ſeats are found ; 
But men and ſteeds lie grov'ling en the ground. 

The points of ſpears are ſtruck within the thield, 
The Needs without their riders ſcour the field. 

The knights unhors d on foot renew the fight; 

The glitr'ring faulchions caſt a gleaming light: 

JTauberks and helms arehew'd withmany a wound: 
Out ſpins the ſtreaming blood, anddyes the ground. 

' The mighty maces with ſuch haſte deſcend, 
They break the bones, and make the ſolid ar- 
| mour bend. pe | 
This thruſts amid the throng with furious force; 
Down goes at once, the horſeman and the horſe : 

That courſer tumbles on the fallen ſteed. 

And flound' ring throws the rider o'er his head: 
One rolls along a foot-ball to his foes; _ 

One with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 
This halting, this diſabled with his wound, 

In triumph led, is to the pillar bound; 

Where by the king's award he muſt abide : 

. "There goes a captive led on t other fide. 


Laugh d all the 
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By fits they ceaſe ; and, leaning on the lance, 

Take breath awhile, and ro new fight advance, 
Full oft the rivals met, and neither ſpar'd 

His utmoſt force, and each forgot to ward. 

The head of this was to the ſaddle bent, 

The other backward to the crupper ſent: 


| Both were by turns unhors'd ; the jealous blows 


£ 


| 


Fall thick and heavy, when on foot they cloſe. 
So deep their faulchions bite, that cv'ry ſtroke 
Pierc'd to the quick; and equal wounds they 
| gave and took. þ * 

Borne far aſunder by the tides of men, 

Like adamant and ſteel they meet again. 

So when a tiger ſucks the bullock's blood, ' 

A famiſh'd lion iſſuing from the wood | 
Roars lordly fierce, and challenges the food. 
Each claims poiſeſſion, neither will obey, 0 
But both their paws are faften'd on the prey; 
They bite, they tear; and while in vain they ſtrive, 
The ſwains come arm'd between, and both to 

diftance drive, 
At length as fate foredoom' d, and all things 
ren | 

By courſe of time to their appointed end. 

So when the ſun to weſt was far declin'd, 

And both afreth in mortal battle join'd, 

The ſtrong Emetrius came in Arcite's aid, 

And Palamen with odds was overlaid ; 

For, turning ſhort, he ſtruck. with all his mi 
Full on the helmet of th' unwary knight. 

Deep _ the wound; he ſtagger'd with the 

ow, 

And tury'd him to his unexpected foe; 
hey” ſuch force he ſtruck, he fell'd him 

own, 
| And cleft the circle of his golden crown. - 

But Arcite's men, who now prevail'd in 
Twice ten at once ſurround the fingle knight: 
O'erpower d 4 length, they force him to the 

ground 5 ad i 

Unyielded as he was, and to the pillar bound; 
And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain 
His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain. 

Who now laments but Palamon, compell'd 

No more to try the fortune of the field ! 

And, worſe than death, to view with hate ful eyes 
His rival's conqueſt, and renounce the prize ! 

The royal judge on his tribunal plac d, 

Who had beheld the fight from firſt to laſt; 
Bade ceaſe the war; pronouncing from — 3 
Arcite of Thebes had won the beauteous y. 
The ſound of trumpets to the voice replied, 

And round the royal liſts the heralds cried, } 
Arcite of Thebes has won the beautedus bride. 

The people rend the ſkies with vaſt applauſe ; 
All own the chief, when fortune owns the cauſe. 
Arcite is own'd ev'n by the gods above, 

And conq'ring Mars inſults the Queen of Love. 
So laugh'd he, when the rightful Titan fail'd, 
And Jove's uſurping arms in heaven prevuil'd. 

w'rs who favour tyrannys 
And all the ſtanding army of the ſky; -- 
But Venus with deſetted eyes appears, -- | 
And * the liſts diſtulls her tears; 
14 | 
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5 2 thy knight, and ſet thy promiſe free. 
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He quiver'd with his feet, and lay for dead. 
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Her will refus'd, which grieves a woman moſt, 
And, in her champion foil'd, the cauſe of Love is 
Till, Saturn ſaid, Fair daughter, now beſtill, loft. 
The bluſt' ring fool has fatisficd his will; | 
His boon is given; his knight has gain d the day, 
But loft the prize; th' arrears are yet to pay. 
Thy hour is come, and mine the care thall be 


ow while the heralds run the liſts around, 

And Arcite, Arcite, heaven and earth refound ; 

A miracle (nor Jeſs it could be call'd) 

Their joy with unexpected forrow pall'd. 
The victor knight had laid his helm aſide, 
Part far his eaſe, the greater part for pride: 
"Bare-headcd, popularly low he bow'd, 

And paid the ſalurations to the crowd. 

Then ſpurring at full ſpeed, ran headlong on 

Where Theſeus fat on his imperial throne ; 

Furious he drove, and upward caſt his eye, 

. Where, next the queen, was plac'd his Emily; 

Then patſing to the ſaddle-bow he bent: 

A ſweet regard the gracious virgin lent. 

(For woman, to the brave an eaſy prey, 

Still fol low fortune where ſhe leads the way.) 

= then from earth ſprung out a flaſhing fire, 

Pluto ſent, at Saturn's bad deſire: 
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The vent'rous knight is from the ſaddle thrown 
But tis the fault of fortune, not his own. 

If crowns and palms the conqu' ring fide adorn, 
The victor under better ſtars was born: 

The brave man ſeeks not popular applauſe, 

Nor overpower'd with arms deferts his cauſe ; 
Unſham'd, tho' foil'd, he does the beſt he can; 
Force is of brutes, but honour is of man. 

Thus Theſeus ſmil'd on all with equal grace, 
And each was ſet according to his place. 
With eaſe were reconcil'd the diff ring parts, 
For envy never dwells in noble hearts. 

At length they took their leave, the time expir'd, 
Well pleas'd, and to their ſeveral homes retir'd. 

Meanwhile the health of Arcite til! impairs ; 

From bad proceeds to wofſe,and mocks the leeches 
cares; 

Swoln is his breaſt, his inward pains increaſe ; 

All means are us d, and all without fucceſs. 

The clotted blood lies heavy on his heart, 

Corrupts, and there remains in ſpite of art: 

Nor breathing veins, nor cupping, will prevail; 

All outward remedies and inward fail: 

The mould of vature's fabric is deftroy'd ; 

Her veſſels diſcompos'd, her virtue void : 


he ſtartling ſteed was ſeiz'd with ſudden fright. All out of frame is ev'ry ſecret cell, 


And, bounding, o'cr the pommel caſt the knight: 
Forward he flew, and, pitching on his head, 


lack was his count'nance in a little ſpace ; 
For all the blood was gather'd in his face. 
Help was at hand: they rear'd him from thc 
groun ; * 
And from his cumbrous arms his limbs unbound : 
Then lanc d a vein, and watch'd returning breath; 
It came, but clogg d with ſymptoms of his death. 
The ſaddle- bow the noble parts had preſt, 
All bruis d and mortificd his manly breaſt. 
Him ſtill entranc'd, and in a litter Lad, 
They bore from field, and to his bed conve;'d. 
At length he wak'd, and, with a feeble cry, 
The word he firſt pronounc'd was Emily. 
Meantime the king, though 'invwardly he 
mourn'd, $ f f 
In pomp triump hant to the town return'd, 
Atte uded by the chiefs who fought the ficld 
(Now friendly mix d, and in one troop compell d) 
Com pos d his looks to counter feited cheer, 
And bade them not for Arcite's life to fear. ö 
But that which gladded all the wa rior- train, 
| ey moſt were forcly wounded none were 


The furgeons ſoon defj:cil'd them of their avian; 
And ſome wi falves they cure, and ſume with 
3 charms; E | 
Foment the bruiſes, and the pains aſſuage, ; 
Andhealtheir inward hurts with fov'reigndraughts 
The king in perſon vints all around; ſof lage. 

Comforts the ſick, congratulates the ſound ; 
Honoursthe princel ; chiefs, rewards the reſt, 
And holds for thrice three days a royal feaſt. 
None was diſg ac d; for failing is no ſhame, 


The bellows of his lungs begin to ſwell : ? 


Nor can the good receive, nor bad expel. 

Thoſe breathing organs thus within oppreſs'd, 
With venom ſoon diſtend the finews of his breaſt. 
Nought profits him to ſave abandon'd life, 

Nor vomits upward aid, nor downward laxative. 
I he midmoſt region batter'd and deftroy'd, 


void. | 

For phyfic can but mend our crazy ſtate, 
Patch an old building, not a new create. 
Arcite'is doom'd to dic in ail his pride, 
Muſt _ his youth, and yield his beauteous 

- bride, 
Gain'd hardly, againſt right, and unenjoy'd. 
W hen twas declar'd all hope of life was paſt, 
Contcience (that of all phyfic works the laſt) 
Caus'd him to fend for Emily in haſte. 
With her, at his deſire, came Palamon; 
Then on his pillow rais'd, he thus begun: 
No language can expreſs the ſmalleſt part 
Of what I fcel, and ſuffer in my heart, 
For you, whom beft I love and value moſt ; 
But to your ſervice I bequeath my ghoſt; 
Which from this mortal body when untied, 
Enſeen, unheard, ſhall hover at your fide; 


Nor fright you waking; nor your fleep offend, 


But wait officious, and your Reps attend. 

How ] have lov'd, excute my falt'ring tongue, 
My ſpirits fecble, and my pains are ſtrong: 
This I may fay, I only grieve to die, 

Becnuſe I loſe my charming Emily: 

Fo die, when Heaven had put you in my pow'r, 
Fate could not chooſe a more malicious hour! 
Whar greater curſe could envious fortune give, 
Than juſt to die when T began to live! © 
Vain men, how vaniſhing a bliſs we crave, 

Now warm in love, vow with'ring in the grave 


And cowardice alone is loſs of amc. 
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When nature cannot work, th' effe&t of art is 
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The foul of Arcite went where heathens go, 
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Never, O never more to ſec the ſun ! 
Still dark, in a'damp vault, and fill alone 
This fate is common; but I loſe my breath, 
Near bliſs, and yet not bleſs'd before my death. 
Farewell; but take me dying in your arms, 
'Tis all I can enjoy of all your charms: * 
This hand I cannot but in death reſign; 
Ah! could I live l but while 1 live tis mine. 
I feel my end approach, and thus embrac'd, 
Am pleas'd to die; but hear me ſpeak my laſt : 
Ah! my ſweet foe, for you, ind you alone, 
I broke my faith with injur'd Palamon. 
But love the ſenſe of right and wrong confounds, 
Strong love and proud ambition have no bounds: 
And — F doubt, ſhould Heaven my life pro- 
ng, — 9 
J ſhould ira to juſtify my wrong. 
For, while my former flames remain within, 
Repentance is but want of pow'r to ſin. 
With mortal hatred 1 vurttied his life, 
Nor he, nor you, were guilty of the ſtrife: 
Nor I, but as I lov'd; yet all combin'd, 
Your beauty, and my impotence of mind, 
And his concurrent flame, that blew my fire ; 
For ſtill our Kindred fouls had one defire. 
He had a moment's right in point of time; 
_ Had II ſeen firſt, then his had been the crime. 
Fate made it mine, and juſtified his right ; 
Nor holds this earth a more deſerving knight 
For virtue, valour, and for noble blood, 
Truth, honour, all that is compris'd in good; 
So help me Heaven, in all the world is none 
So worthy to be lov'd as Palamon. 
He loves you too with ſuch an holy fire 
As will not, cannot, but with life expire : 
Our vow'd affections both have often tried, 
Nor any love but yours could ours divide. 
Then, by my love's inviolable band, 
= my long ſuff 'ring, and my ſhort command, 
If cer you plight your vows when I am gone, 
Have pity on the faithful Palamon. a 
This was his laſt; for death came on'a 
And exercis'd below his iron reign; 
Then upward to the ſeat of life he goes: 
Senſe fled before him, what he touch'd he froze : 
Yet could he not his clofing eyes withdraw, 
Though lefs and leſs of Emily he ſaw; 
So, ſpeechleſs, for a little ſpace he lay; 
Then graſp'd the ha 
- foul away, 
But whither went his ſoul, let ſuch relate 
Who ſearch the ſecrets of the future ſtate: 
Divines can ſay but what themſelves believe; 
Strong proofs they have, but not demonſtrative : 
For Were all plain, then all des muſt agree, 
And faith itſelf be loſt in certainty. © 
To live uprightly then is ſure the beſt ; 
To ſave ourſelves, and not to damn the reſt. 


main, 


Il 
nd he held, and ſich d his 
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V. ho better live than we, though leſs they Know. 
In Palimon a manly grief appears 
Silent he wept, aſham d to ſhew his tears: 
Emilia ſhrick''d but once, and then oppreſs'd 
Wich ſorrow, ſunk upon her lover's breaſt? 
TCC 
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But he, their King, was lab'ring in his mind 
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Till Theſeus in his arms convey'd with care, 
Far from ſo ſad a fight, the ſwooning fair. 
'T were loſs of time her ſorrow to relate; 
Ill bears the ſex a youthful lover's fate, } 
When juſt approaching to the nuptial ſtate; 
But, like a low-hung cloud, it rains ſo faſt, * 
That all at once it falls, and cannot laſt. 
The face of things is chang'd, and Athens now, 
That laugh'd ſo late, becomes the ſcene of woe: 
Matrons and maids, both ſexes, ev'ry ſtate, 
With tears lament the knight's untimely fate. 
Nor greater grief in falling Troy was ſeen 
For Hector's death; but Hector was not then. 
Old men with duſt deform'd their hoary hair; 
The women beat their breaſts, their checks they 


tear. 
Why wouldſt thou go, with one conſent they cry. 
When thou hadſt gold enough, and Emily? 
Theſeus himſelf, who ſhould have cheer'd the 
grief S 70 4 2 


Of others, wanted now the ſame relief. 

Old Egeus only could revwe his ſon, 

Who various changes of the world had known; 
And ſtrange viciſſitudes of human fate 


Still alt'ring, never in a ſteady ſtate; 
Good after ill, and after pain delight; 


Alternate like the ſcenes of day and night: 
Since ev'ry man who lives is born to die, 


And none can boaſt ſincere felicity, 
M' ich equal mind what happens let us bear, 


Nor joy nor grieve too much for things beyond 
our care. 4 
Like pilgrims to th' appointed place we tend 
The world's an inn, and death the journey's end. 
Even kings but play; and when their part ĩs done, 
Some other, worſe or better, mount the throne. 
With words like theſe the crowd was ſatisfied ; 
And ſo they would have been had Theſeus died. 


A fitting place for fun'ral pomps to find, h 
Which were in honour of the dead deſigu'd: 
And, after long debate, at laſt he found 
(As love itſelf had mark'd the ſpot of ground) 
That grove for ever green, that conſcious land, 
Where he with Palamon fought hand to hand: 
That where he fed his amorous defires 
With ſoft complaints, and felt his hotteſt fires, 
There other flames might waſte his earthly part, 
And burn his limbs, where love had burn'd his 4 
heart. e 
This once reſolv'd, the peaſants were enjoin'd 
Serc-wood, 'and firs, and dodder'd oaks to find. 


[With ſounding axes to the grove they go, 


Fell, ſplit, and lay the fuel on a row, - 
Vulcanian food: a bier is next prepar'd, 

On which the lifeleſs body ſhould be rear'd, 
 Cover'd with cloth of gold, on which was laid 
1 he corpſe of Arcite, in like robes array d. 


| White gloves were on his hands, and on his head 


A wreath of laurel, mix d with myrtle, ſpread. 
A {word'keen-edg'd within his right he held, 
The warlike emblem of the conquer'd field: 
Bare was his manly viſage on the bier: 

ſevere. 


| 


| Menac'd his count nance; even ja death 
e | Then 
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Then to the palace-hall they bore the knight, 
To lie in ſolemn ſtate, a public ſight. 


Groans, eriesand howlings, fill the crowded place, 


And unaffected forrow ſat on ev ry face. 

Sad Palamoa above the reſt appears, 

In fable garments, dew'd with guſhing tears: 
His auburn locks on either ſhoulder flow'd, ' 
Which to the fun'ral of his friend he vow'd : 
But Emily, as chief, was next his ſide, 

A virgin-widow, and a mourning bride. 
And, that the princely obſequies might be 
Perform d according to his high degree, 


Was trapp dwithpoliſn dſteel, allſhiningbright. 
Andcover dwith th'achievements oftheknight. 
The riders rode abreaſt, and one his ſhield, 

His lance of cornel - wood another held; 

The third his bow, and, glorious to behold, 
The coſtly quiver, all of burniſh'd gold. 

The nobleſt of the Grecians next appear, 

And, weeping, on their — the ier; 
With ſober pace they march'd, and &ften ſtaid, 
And thro'the maſter-ſtreet the corpſe convey'd. 


The ſteed that bore him living to the fight 


The houſes to their tops with black were ſpread, 
And even the pavements were with mourning hid. 


The right ſide af the pall old Egeus kept, 
And on the left the royal Theſcus wept; 
Each bore a golden bowl of work divine, 


With honey fill'd, and milk, and mix d 2 


ruddy wine. 
Then Palamon, the kinſman r the ſlain, 
And after him appear d th” illuſtrious train. 
To the pomp, came Emily the bright, 
With cover'd fire, the fun'ral pile to light. 
With high devotion was the ſervice made, 
And all the rites of Pagan honour paid : 
So lofty was the pile, a Parthian bow, 
With vigour drawn, muſt ſend the ſhaft below. 
The bottom was full twenty fathom broad, 


With crackling ſtraw beneath in due propertion 


ſtrew d. 
The fabric ſeem d a wood of riſing green, 
With ſulphur and bitumen caſt between, 
To feed the flames: the trees were unctuous fir, 
And mounta:n aſh, the mother of the youre | 
The mourner-yew and builder oak were there : 
The beech, the ſwimming alder, and the plane, 
Hard box, and linden of a ſofter grain, 
And laurels, which the Gods for conqu'ring 
chiefs ordain. | 
How they were rank'd hall reſt untold by me, 
With nameleſs nymphs that liv'd in ev'ry tree: 
Nor how the dryads, or the woodland train, 
Diſherited, ran howling o'er the plain: | 
Nor how the birds to foreign ſeats repair'd, 


Or beafts, that bolted out, and ſaw the foreſt 


bar'd: 


Nor how the ground, now clear'd, with ghaſtly 


fright, 
Beheld the ſudden ſun, a ſtranger to the light. 
The firaw, as firſt I ſaid, was laid below: 
Of chips and ſere-wood was the ſecond row , 


The third of greens, and timber newly fell'd ; 
The fourth high ſtage the fragrant odours held, 


——_—— 


| Eternal matter never wears away : 


Book I. 


And pearls, and precious ſtones, and rich array; 

In ldd of which, embalmed, the body 1 

The ſervice ſung, the maid with mourning eyes 

The ſtubble fir d; the 2 flames ariſe: 
e 


This office done, ſhe ſunk upon the ground; 
But what ſhe ſpoke, recover d from her ſwoon, 
want the wit in moving words to dreſs ; 
But by themfelves the tender ſex may gueſs. 
While the devouring fire was burning Faſt, 
Rich jewels in the flame the wealthy caſt ; | 
And ſome their ſhields, and ſome their lances 
threw, 
And gave their warrior's ghoſt a warrior's due, 
Full bowls of wine, of honey, milk, and blood 
Were pour'd upon the pile of burning wood, 
And —_— 2 receive, and, hungry, lick 
+ the food. 


Then thrice the mounted ſquadrons ride around 


{ The fire, and Arcite's name they thrice reſound ; 


Hail, and farewell, they ſhouted thrice amain 


Thrice facing to the left, and thrice they turn'd | 


again : | | 

Still as they turn'd, theybeattheirclatt"ring ſhields; 

The women mix their cries ;. and clamour fills 
the fields. 

The warlike wakes continu'd all the night, 

And ken games were play d at new returning 
Ig ht. b 

Who naked wreſtled beſt, beſmear'd with oil, 

Or who with gauntlets gave or took the foil, 

[ will not tell you, nor would you attend; 

But briefly haſte to my long ſtory's end. 

I paſs the reſt; the year — £Y mourn'd, 
And Palamon long fince to Thebes return'd : 
When, by the Grecians general conſent, 

At Athens Theſeus held his parliament 1 
Among the laws that paſs d. it was decreed, 


” 


That conguer'd Thebes from bondage ſhould be 


| freed; . | 
1 homage to th' Athenian rhrone, 
To which the ſov'reign ſummon'd Palamon. 
Unknowing of the cauſe, he took bis way, 
Mournful in mind, and ſtill in black array. 

The monarch mgunts the throne, and, plac'd 
on high, _ 

Commands into the court the beauteous Emily : 
So call'd, ſhe came; the ſenate roſe, and paid 


Becoming rev'rence to the royal maid. 


And firſt ſoft whiſpers through th' aſſembly went: 
With filent wonder then they watch'd th' event: 
All huth'd, the king arole with awful grace : 
Deep thought was in his breaſt, and counſel in 
bis face, 
At length he ſighed ; and, having firſt prepar'd 
Th' atrentive audience, thus his will declar'd : 
The cauſe and ſpring of motion, from above, 
Hung down on earth the golden chain of love: 
Great was th' effe&t, and high was his intent, 
When peace among the jarring ſeeds he ſent. 
Fire, flood, and earth, and air, by this were bound, 
And Love, = common .link, the new creation 
crown'd, | 


The chain ſtill holds, for, though the forms decay, 


Ths 
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The ſame firſt Mover certain bounds has plac'd, 

How long thoſe periſhable forms ſhall laſt : 

Nor can they laſt beyond the time aſſign'd 

By that all-ſeeing and all-making mind; _ 

Shorten their hours they may; for will is free ; 

But never pats th' appointed deſtiny. 

So men oppreſs d, when aye, their breath, 

Throw off the burden, and ſuborn their death. 

Then, fince thoſe forms begin, and have their 
end, 

On ſome unalter d cauſe they ſure depend : _ 

Parts of the whole are we; but God the whole; 

Who gives us life and animating ſoul : 

For nature cannot from a part derive 

That being, which the whole can only give: 

He perfect, ſtable ; but imperfect we, 

Subject to change, and diff 'rent in degree; 

Plants, beaſts, and man, and, as our organs are, 

We more or leſs of his perfection ſhare. - 

But by a long deſcent th' ethereal fire 

Corrupts; and forms, the mortal part, expire: 

As he withdraws his virtue, ſo they paſs; 

And the ſame matter makes another maſs. 

This law th' Omniſcient Pow'r was pleas d to give, 

That ev'ry kind ſhould by ſucceſſion live: 

That individuals die his will ordains ; 

The propagated ſpecies ſtill remains. 

The monarch oak, the patriarch of the trees, 

Shoots riſing up, and ſpreads by ſlow degrees; 

Three centuries he grows, and three he ſtays, 

Supreme in ſtate, and in three more decays ; 

do wears the paving pebble in the ſtreet, 

And towns and tow'rs their fatal periods meet : 

So rivers, rapid once, now naked lie, 

Forſaken of their ſprings, and leave their channels 
dry. : 

So man, A Girl a drop, dilates with hear, 


Then, form'd, the little heart begins to beat; 


Secret he feeds unknowing in the cell ; 

At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the ſhell, 
And firuggles into breath, and cries for aid ; 
Then, helpleſs, in his mother's lap is laid, 

He creeps, he walks, and, iſſuing into man, 
Grudges their life from whence his own began: 
Reckleſs of laws, affects to rule alone, 

Anxious to reign, and reſtleſs on the throne : 
Firſt vegetive, then feels, and reaſons laſt ; 


Rich of three ſouls, and liyes all three to waſte, 


Some thus; but thouſands more in flow r of age: 
For few arrive to run the latter ſtage. 
Sunk in the firſt, in battle ſome are ſlain, 


| 


And others whelm'd beneath the ſtormy main. | 


What makes all this, but 7 the king, 
At whoſe command we periſh and we ſpring ? 
Then 'tis our beſt, ſince thus ordain'd to die, 
To make a virtue of neceſſity. 

Take what he gives, ſince to rebel is vain ; 
The bad grows better, which we well ſuſtain; 
And could we chooſe the time, and chooſe aright, 
Tis beſt to die, our honour at the height. 
When we have donc our anceſtors no ſhame, 
But ſery'd our friends, and well ſecur'd our fame, 
Then ſhould we wiſh our happy life to cloſe, 
And leave no more for fortune to diſpoſe: 


I 
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So ſhould we make our death a glad relief 
From future ſhame, from ſickneſs, and from grief: 


Enjoy ing while we live the preſent hour, 


And dying in our excellence and flow'r. 

Then round our death- bed ev'ry friend ſhould run, 
And joyous of our conqueſt early won: 

While the malicious world with envious tears 
Should grudge our happy end, and wiſh it theirs. 
Since then our Arcite 1s with honour dead, 


Why ſhould we mourn, that he ſo ſoon is freed, \ 


Or call untimely what the Gods decreed 2 
With grief as juſt a friend may be deplor'd, 
From a foul priſon to free air reſtor'd. | 
Ought he to thank his kinſmen or his wife, 
Could tears recal him into wretched life ? 


| Their ſorrow hurts themſelves; on him is loſt; 


And, worſe than bcrh, offends his happy ghoſt. 

What then remains, bur, after yu annoy, 

To take the good viciſſitude of joy? 

To thank the gracious Gods for what they give, 

Poſſeſs our ſouls, and, while we live, to live? 

Ordain we then two forrows to combine, 

And in one point th' extremes of grief to join; 

That thence reſulting joy may be renew'd, 

As jarring notes in harmony conclude, 

Then I propoſe that Palamon ſhall be 

In marriage join'd with beauteous Emily; 

For which already I have gain'd th' aſſent 

Of my free people in full parliament. £ 

Long love to her has borne the faithful knight, 

And well deſerv'd, had fortune done him right: 

'Tis time to mend her fault; fince Emily 
Arcite's death from former vows is free : 


B 
T7 you, fair ſiſter, ratify th' accord, 


And take him for your huſband and your lord, 
"Tis no diſhonour to confer your grace 

On one deſcended from a royal race: 

And were he lets, yet years of ſervice paſt 

From grateful ſouls exact reward at laſt. 

Pity is Heaven's and yours; nor can ſhe find 

A throne ſo ſoft as in a woman's mind. 

He faid ; ſhe bluſh'd ; and, as o'eraw'd by might, 
Seem'd to give Theſeus what the gave the knight. 
Then, turning to the Theban, thus he ſaid; 
Small arguments are needful to perſuade 

Vour temper to coraply with my command; 


| And, ſpeaking thus, he gave Emilia's hand. 


Smil'd Venus, to behold her own true knight 

Obtain the conqueſt, tho he loſt the fight; 

And bleſs'd with nuptial bliſs the ſweer labo- 
rious night. | | 

Eros and Anteros on either fide, 

One fir'd the bridegroom, and one warm'd the 
bride; | 

And long-attending Hymen from above 

Shower'd on the bed the whole Idalian grove. 

All of a tenor was their after-life, 

No day diſcolour'd with domeſtic ftrife ; 

No jealouſy, but mutual truth believ'd, 6 

Secure repoſe, and kindneſs undeceiv d. 8 

Thus Heaven, beyond the compaſs af his thought, 

Sent him the bleſſing he ſo dearly bought. | 

So may the Queen of Love long duty bleſs, 


And all true lovers find the ſame ſucceſs, 
| . | 29. 
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929. Relgio Laici. Dxvpxx. | 
AN EPISTLE. 


IM as the borrow'd beams of moon and ftars 
To lonely, weary, wand'ring travellers, 

Is reaſon to the foul : and as on high 
Thoſe rolling fires diſcover but the ſkv, 
Nor light us here; fo reaſon's glimm'ring ray 
Was tent not to affure our doubrful way, j 
But guide us upward to a better day. 
7 as thoſe nightly tapers diſappear 

hen day's brighrlord aicends our hemiſphere; 
So pale grows reaſon at religion's ſight ; 
So dies, and fo diſſolves in — 2 light. 
Some few, hoſe lamp ſhone brighter, have been led 
From cauſe to cauſe, to nature ſecret head; 
And found that one firſt principle muſt be: 
Bur what, or who, that unvverial He; 
Whether ſome foul encompaſſing this ball, 
Unmade, unmov d; yet making, moving all; 
Or various atoms, interfering dance. 
Leap d into form, the noble work of chance; 
Or this great all was from eternity ; 
Not c' en the Stagirite himſelf could ſee, 
And Epicurus gueſs'd as well as he; 
As blindly grep'd they for a future ſtate; 
As raſhly judg d of providence and fate: 
But lraſt of all could their endeavours find 
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Thus man by his own ſtrength to Heaven would 
And would not be oblig d to God for more. ¶ ſoar; 
Vain wretched creature ! how art thou miſled, 
To think thy wit theſe godlike notions bred ' 
Theſe truths are not the product of thy mind, 
Bur dropt from heaven, and of a nobler kind. 
Reveal'd religion fxſt inform'd thy fight, 

And reaſon faw not till faith ſprung the light. 
Hence all thy nat'ral worſhip takes the ſource ; 
Tis revelation, what thou think'ſt diſcourſe. 
Elſe how comeſt thou to ſee theſe truths ſo clear, 
Which ſo obſcure to heathens did appear? 
Not Plato theſe, nor Ariſtotle found ; 

Nor he whole wiſdom oracles renown'd. 

Haſt thou a wit ſo deep, or fo ſublime, 

Or canſt thou lower dive, or higher climb ? 
Canſt thou by reaſon more of godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero? 


. giant wits in happier ages born, 


When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn, 
Kncw no ſuch ſyſtem; no ſuch piles could raiſe 
Of nat' ral worſhip built on prayer and praiſe 
To one ſole God. | 

No did remorſe to expiate fin preſcribe ; 

But flew their fellow-creatures for a bribe : 

The guiltlefs victim groan'd for their offence ; 
And cruelty and blood were penitence. 

If ſheep and oxen could atone for men, 


What moſt concern'd the good of human kind: Ah! at how cheap a rate the rich might ſin! 


For happineſs was never to be found, 

But vaniſh'd from them like enchanted ground. 

One thought content the good to be enjoy d: 

This every little accident deftroy's : 

The wiſer madmen did for virtue toil; 

A thorny, or at beſt a barren ſoil: 

In pleaſure ſome their g'utton ſouls would ſteep; 

But found their line roo ſhort, the well too deep; \ 

And leaky veſſels which no bliſs could keep. 

Thus anxious thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 

Without a centre where to fix the ſoul: 

In this wild maze their vain endeavours end: 

How. can the leſs the greater comprehend ? 

r finire reaton reach Intinity? © 

For whar could fathom God were more than He, 

The Deiſt thinks he ſtands on firmer ground; 

Cries d α the mighty ſecret's four! : | 

God is that Tpring of good; ſupreme, and beſt; 

We made to ſerve. and in that ſervice blett. 

If fo, fome rules of worſhip muſt be given, 

Dif: ibuted alike to all by Heaven: ; 

Eiſc God were partial, and ro ſome denicd 

The mcans his juſtice ſhould for all provide. 

This gen'ral worthip is to praiſe tt pray z 

One part to barrow bleflings, one th pay: 

And when frail nature ſlides into offence, 

The ſacrifee for crimes is penitence. | 

Vet, ſince th” effeas of providence, we find, 

Are variouſly diſpns'd to human kind ; 
Fhar vice trrumphs, and virtue ſuffers here, 

A brand that fov reĩgu juſtice cannot bear; 

Gur eam priunpts us to à future ſtate, 

tie laſt appeal from fortune and from fate; 


Were Guss ali-righteous ways will be declar'd; 
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And great oppreſſors mightHeaven'swrath beguile, 
By off ring his own creatures for a ſpoil ! 

Dar'ſt thou, poor worm, offend Infinity ? 

And muſt the terms of peace be given by thee ? 
Then thou art Juſtice in the laſt appeal 

Thy eaſy God inſtructs thee to rebel; 

And like a king, remote and weak, muſt take 
What ſatis faction thou art pleas'd ro make. 

But if there be a pow 'r too juſt and ſtrong 
To wink at crimes, and bear unpuniſh'd wrong, 
Look humbly upward, ſee his will difcloſe 
The forreit firſt, and then the fine impoſe, 

A mulct thy poverty could never pay, 

Had nor eternal wiſdom found the way, 

And with celeſtial wealth ſupplied thy ftore ; 
His juſtice makesthe fine, his mercy quits the ſcore. 
See God deſcending in thy human frame ; 

Th' offended ſuffering in th' offender's name; 
All thy miſdeeds to him impured fee, 

And all his righteouſneſs devolv'd on thee. 

For, granting we have ſinn'd, and that th' of- 
Of man 1s made againſt Omnipotence, [fene 


| Some price that bears proportion muſt be paid; 


And mfinite with infinite be weigh'd. 


See then the Deiſt loſt; remorſe for vice, 


Not paid ; or, paid, inadequate in price: 

What farther means can reaſon now. direct, 

Or what relief from human wit expect? 

That ſhews us fick; and ſadly are we ſure 
Still to be ſick, till Heaven reveal the cure: 

lf then Heaven's will muſt needs be underſtood, 
Which muſt, if we want cure, and Hcaven be good, 
Let all records of will revezi'd be ſhewn ; | 


With ſcripture all in equal balance thrown, 
And our ont ſacred book will be that one. 
1 2 | Proof 
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Proof needs not here; for whether we compare | But boundleſs wiſdom, boundlefs mercy, may 


That irapious idle ſuperſtitious ware 

Of rites, luſtrations, off rings, which before, 

In various ages, various countries bore, 

With chriſtian faith and virtues, we ſhall find 
None anſw'ring the great ends of human kind, 
But this one rule of life, that ſhews us beſt 
How God may be appeas'd, and mortals bleſt. 
Whether from lengrh of time its worth we draw 
The word is ſcarce more ancient than the law; 


Heaven's early care preſcrib'd' for ev'ry age; 


Firſt in the ſoul, and after in the page. 
Or whether more abſtractedly we look, 
Or on the writers, or the written book, 
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Find, ev'n for thoſe bewilder'd fouls, a way; 

If from his nature foes may pity claim, 3 

Much more may ſtrangers who ne'er heard his 
name. 

And though no name be for ſalvation known, 

But that of his eternal Son's alone ; 

Who knows how far tranſcending goodneſs can 

„Extend the merits of that Son to man? 

Who knows what reaſons may his mercy lead; 

Or ignorance invincible may plead ? 

Not only charity bids hope the beſt, _ 

But more the great apoſtle has expreſs' d: 

That if the Gentiles, whom no law infpir'd, 


Whence, but from Heaven, could men unf{kill'd | By nature did what was by law requir'd, 


in arts, 
In ſev'ral ages born, in ſev'ral parts, 
Weave ſuch agreeing truths ? or how, or why, 
Should all conſpire to cheat us with a ye ? 
Unaſk'd their pains, ungrateful their advice, 


Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price. 


If on the book itſelf we caſt our view, 
Concurrent heathens prove the ſtory true; 
The doctrine, miracles ; which muſt convince, 
For heaven in them appeals to human ſenſe ; 


And tho' they prove not, they confirm the cauſe, 


When what 1s taught agrees with nature's laws 
Then for the ſtyle, majeſtic and divine, 
It ſpeaks no leſs than God in ev'ry line. 


They, who the written rule had never known, 
Were to themſelves both rule and law alone: 
To nature's plain indictment they ſhall plead; 
And by their conſcience be condemn'd or freed.” 
Moſt righteous doom! becaufe a rule reveal's 
ls none to thoſe from whom it was conceaPd. 
Then thoſe who follow'd reaſon's dictates right 
Liv'd up, and lifted high their nat*cal light; 
With Socrates may ſee their Maker's face, 
While thouſand rubric-martyrs want a place. 
Nor does it baulk my charity, to find 
. | Th' Egyptian biſhop of another mind; _ 
For though his creed eternal truth contains, 
Tis hard for man to doom to endleſs pains 


Commanding words; whoſe force is ſtill the ſame f All Who believ'd not all his zeal requir'd; 


As the firſt hat that produc'd our frame. 
All faiths beſide or did by arms aſcend, 


Unleſs he firſt could prove he was inſpir d. 
Then let us either think he meant to ſay 


Or ſenſe indulg'd has made mankind their friend; | This faith, where publiſh'd, was the only way; 


This only doctrine does our luſts oppoſe, 

Unfed by nature's foil, in which it grows; 

Croſs to our int'reſts, curbing ſenſe and. ſin; 

Oppreſs'd without, and undermin'd within, 

Jt thrives thro” pain; its own tormentors tires; 

And with a ſtubborn patience till aſpires. 

To what can reaſon ſuch effects aſſign 

Tranſcending nature, but to laws divine; 

Which in that ſacred volume are contain'd ; 

Sufficient, clear, and for that uſe ordain'd ? 
Bur ſtay: the Deiſt here will urge anew, 

No ſupernat'ral worſhip can be true; 

Becauſe a gen'ral law 1s that alone : 

Which muſt to all, and cv'ry where, be known 

A ſtyle fo large as pot this book can claim, 

Nor aught that $ reveal'd religion's name. 

'Tis ſaid, the found of a Mefhah's birth 

Is gone thro' all the habitable earth; 


But ſtill that text muſt be confin'd alone 


To what was then inhabited and known: 


And what proviſion could from thence accrue 


To Indian fouls, and wotlds diſcover'd new? 

In other parts it helps, that ages paſt, 

The ſcriptures there were known, and were em 

brac'd, fi 

Till fin ſpread once again the ſhades of night; 

What 's that to thefe, who never ſaw rhe light ? 
Of all objections this indeed is chief 

To ſtartle reaſon, ſtagger frail belief: 


V'e grant, 'tis true, that Heaven from human ſenſe] As nature's height aud art's laſt 


Has — ſecrer paths of providence : 


Or elfe conclude that, Arius to confute, 
The good old man, too eager in diſpute, 
Flew high; and as his chriſtian fury roſe, 
Damn'd all for heretics who durſt oppoſe. 
Thus far my charity this path has tried; 
A much unf{kilful, but well- meaning guide: 
Yet what they are, e en theſe erude thoughts were 
bred, - | 
By reading that which betterthou haftread; 
Thy nee gh author's work; wich thou my 
riend, 
By well tranſlating better doſt commend ; 
1 hoſe youthful hours which of thy equals moſt” 
In toys have ſquander'd, or in vice-have loſt; 
Thoſe hours haſt thou to nobler uſe employ d, 
And the ſevere delights of truth enjoy d. 
Witnels this weighty book, in which appears 
The crabbcd toil of many thovghtfuÞ years, 
Spent by thy author, in the fifrmg' care | 
Of rabbins old ſophiſticated ware 
From gold divine; which he who well ean ſort 
May afterwards make algebra a ſpore. 
A rreafure, which if country- curates buy, 
- | They Junius and Tremellius may defy; 
Save pains in various readings and tranſlations; 

And without? Hebrew make moſt learn'd quo-. 

rations. my 
A work ſo full with various learning fraught; 
So nicely ponder'd, yer fo nrowery wrought, 

and requir'd, 

As much as man could compaſs, uninſpir d: 
5 Where 


334 
Where we may ſee what errors have been made 
Both in the copyer's and tranſlator's trade; 

How Jewith, Popiſh, int'reſis have prevail'd, 
And where infallibility has fail'd. 

For ſome, who have his ſecret meaning gueſs'd, 
Have found our author not too much a prieſt : 
For faſhion's ſake he ſeems to have recourſe 
To pope, and councils, and tradition's force : 
But he that old traditions could ſubdue, | 
Could not but find the weakneſs of the new : 

If feripture, tho? deriv'd from heavenly birth, 
Has been but careleſsly preſerv'd on earth; 

If God's own people, who of God before 
Knew what we know, and had been promis d 


more, 
In fuller terms of heaven's aſſiſting care, 
And who did neither time nor ſtudy ſpare 
To keep this book untainted, unperplex'd, 
Let in groſs errors to corrupt the text, 
Omitted paragraphs, embroil'd the fenſe, 
Wirh vain traditions ſtopt the gaping fence, 
Which ev'ry common hand pull'd up with eaſe, 
What ſafety from ſuch bruſhwood-helps as theſe ? 
If written words from time are not ſecur d., 
How can we think have oral ſounds endur'd : 
Which thus tranſmitted, if one mouth has fail'd, 
Immortal lyes on ages are entail'd: | 
And that ſome ſuch have betn, is prov'd too plain, 
If we conſider int teſt, church, and gain. 
O but, ſays one, tradition ſet aſide, 
Where can we hope for an unerring guide? 
For ſince th' original ſcripture has been loſt, 
All copies difagreeiifg, maim'd the moſt, 
Or chriſtian faith can have no certain ground, 
Or truth in church-tradition muſt be found. 
Such an omniſcicnt church we wiſli indecd ; 
/T'were worth both Teſtaments; caſt in the creed: 
Hut if this mother be a guide fo ſure, | 
As can all doubts refolve, all truth ſecure, 
Then her iofallibility, as well - 
Where copies We corrupt or lame, can tell; 
Reſtore loſt canons with as little pains, 
As truly explicate what till remains: 
Which yet no council dare pretend to do; 
Valeſs, like Eſdras, they could write it new : 
Strange confidence ſtill to interpret true, 
Yet — be ſure that all they have explain'd 
Is in the bleſt original contain d. 
More fafe, and much more modeſt 'tis, to ſay 
God would not leave mankind without a way: 
Aud that the ſcriptures, iho not every where 
Free from corruption, or entire, or clear, 
Are uncorrupt, ſufficient, clear, entire, 
In all things which our needful faith require. 
If others in the ſame glaſs better ſee, 
Tis for themſelves they look, but not for me: 
For my ſalvation muſt its doom receive, 
Not from what others, but what I believe. 
Muſt all tradition then be ſet aſide . 
This to affirm, were ignoratice and pride. 
5 5 there not many points, ſome needful ſure 
© ſaving faith, that ſcripture leaves obſcure ? 
Which ev'ry ſect will wreſt a ſev'ral way; 
Four whaz eng ſect interprets, all ſccꝭs may: 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book II. 
We hold, and ſay we prove from ſcripture plain, 
That Chriſt is God ; the bold Socinian ſ 
From the ſame ſcripture urges he's but man. 
Now what appeal can end th' important ſuit : 
Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute. 
Shall I ſpeak plain, and in a nation free 
Aſſume an honeſt layman's liberty ? | 

[ think, according to my little kill, 

To my own mother-church ſubmitting ſill, 
That many have been ſav d, and man may, 
Who never heard this queſtion 33 in play. 
ITh' ualetter'd Chriſtian, who believes in groſs, 
Plods on to heaven, and ne'er is at a loſs :, 

For the ſtraight gate would be made ſtraighter yet, 
Were none admitted there but men of wit. 


* 


Born to inſtruct, as others to be taught, 


The few by nature fortn'd, with learning fraught, 
| Muſt ſtudy well the ſacred page; and ſee 


Which doctrine, this or that, does beſt agree 
With the whole tenor of the work divine, 


| And plainlieſt points to Heaven's reveal'd deſign: 


Which expoſition flows from genuine ſenſe, 
And which 1s fore'd by wit and eloquence. 
Not that tradition's parts are uſeleſs here; 
When gen'ral, old, difint'reſted, and clear; 
That ancient fathers thus expound the page, 
Gives truth the reverend majeſty of age : 
Confirms its force by *biding ev ry teſt; 


For beſt authorities next rules are beſt. 


And till the nearer to the ſpring we go, 
More limpid, more unſoil'd, the waters flow. 
Thus firſt traditions were a proof alone; __ 
Could we be certain, ſuch they were, ſo known: 
But fince ſome flaws in long deſcent may be, 
They make not truth, but probability. 
E'en Arius and Pelagius durſt provoke 
To what the centuries preceding ſpoke. 
Such diff*rence is there in an 1 tale: 
But truth by its own ſinews will prevail. 
Tradition written therefore more commends 
Authority, than what from, voice deſcends : 
And this, as perfect as its kind can be, 
Rolls down to us the ſacred hiſtory : 
Which, from the univerſal church receiv'd, 
Is tried, and after for itſelf believ'd. _ 

The partial Papiſts would infer from hence 
Their earth, in laſt reſort, ſhould judge the 

enſe. 

But firft they would aſſume with wondrous art 
Themſelves to be the whole, who are but part 
Of that vaſt frame the church yet grant they were 
The handers-down, can they from thence infer 
A right t' interpret? or would they alone, ; 
Who brought the preſent, claim it for their own ? 
The book s a common largeſs to mankind ; 
Not more for them than ev ry man defign'd : 
The welcome news is in the letter found; 
The carrier's not commiſſion d to expound. 
[t ſpeaks itſelf, and what it does contain 
In all things needful to be known is plain, 

In times o'ergrown with ruſt and ignorance, 
A gainful trade their clergy did adyance ; 
When want of learning kept the laymen low, 


And none bur prieſts were authoriz'd to know : 
5 3G When 
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When nu ſmall knowledge was in them did 
dwell ; Ley 

And he a god who could but read and ſpell ; 

Then mother church did mightily prevail ; 

She parcel'd out the Bible by retail: | 

But {ill expounded what ſhe fold or gave, 

To keep it in her power to damn and fave. 

Scripture was ſcarce, and, as the market went, 

Poor laymen took ſalvation on content; 

As needy men take money good or bad : 

God's word they had not, but the prieſt's they had. 


Let whate er falſe conveyances they made, 


The lawyer ſtill was certain to be paid. 
In thoſe dark times they learn d their knack ſo 
That by long uſe they grew infallible. [well, 
At laſt a knowing age began t' enquire 
If they the book, or that did them inſpire : 
And making narrower ſearch they found, tho late, 
That what they thought the prieſt's was their 
| eſtate : | RE 3 
Taught by the will produc'd, the written word, 
How long they had been cheated on record. 
Then ev'ry man who faw the title fair, _ 
Claim'd a child's part, and put in for a ſhare : 
Conſulted ſoberly his private good, | 
And ſav'd himſelf as cheap as e er he could, 
'Tis true, my friend, and far be flatt ry hence, 
This good had full as bad a conſequence : 
The book thus put in ev'ry vulgar hand, 
Which each preſum'd he beſt could underſtand, 
The common rule was made the common prey, 
And at the mercy of the rabble lay. | 
The tender page with horny fiſts was gall'd; 
And he was gifted moſt that loudeſt bawl'd : 
The ſpirit gave the doctoral degree 
And ev'ry member of a 2 
Was of his trade and of the Bible free. 
Plain truths enough for needful iſe they found; 
But men would ſtill be itching to expound : 
Each was ambitious of th' obſcureſt place, 
No meaſure ta'en from knowledge, all from grace. 
Study and pains were now no more their care , 
Texts were explain'd by faſting and by pray'r : 
This was the fruit the private ſpirit brought ; 
Qccafion'd by great zeal and little thought; 
While crowds unlearn'd, with rude devotion 


warm, 

About the ſacred viands buz and ſwarm, 
The fly-blown text creates a crawling brood ; 
And turns to maggots what was meant for food, 
A thouſand daily (ets riſe up and die; 
A thouſand more the periſh'd race fupply : 
So all we make of Heaven's diſcover'd will, 
Is not to have it, or to uſe it ill. | 
The danger 's much the fame; on ſev'ral ſhelves 
If others wreck us, or we wreck ourſelves, 

What then remains, but, waving each extreme, 
The tides of ignorance and pride to ſtem? 
Neither ſo rich a treaſure to forego; _ 
Nor proudly ſeek beyond our pow'r to know”: 
Faith is not built on diſquiſitions vain ; 
The things we muſt believe are few and plain - 
But, fince men will believe more than they need, 
And ev'ry man will make himſelf a creed, 
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In doubtful queſtions tis the ſafeſt way 

To learn what unſuſpeCted ancients ſay: 

For 'ris not likely we thould higher ſoar 

In ſearch of heaven than all the church before; 

Nor can we be deceiv'd, unleſs we ſee 

The ſcripture and the fathers diſagree. 

If after all they ſtand ſuſpected ſtill, 

For no man's Lich depends upon his will; 

'Tis ſome relief, that points not clearly known 

Without much — may be let alone: 

And. after hearing what our church can ſay, 

If ſtill our reaſon runs another way, 

That private reaſon tis more juſt to curb, 

Than by diſputes the public peace diſturb; 

For points obſcure are of ſmall uſe to learn 

But common quiet is mankind's concern 
Thus have I made my own opinions clear; 

Vet neither praiſe expect, nor cenſure fear: 

And this unpoliſh'd rugged verſe I choſe, _ 

As fitteſt for diſcourſe, and neareſt proſe : 

For while from ſacred truth I do not ſwerve, 


Tom Sternhald's or Tom Shadwell's rhymes 


will ſerve. 


$ 30. Mac Flecknoe. DRYDEN. 


LL human things are ſubje& to decay, [obey. 
A And when Fate ſummons, das Lp, 


Was call'd to empire, and had govern'd long; 

In proſe and dae was own'd, without diſpute, 

Thro' all the realms of Nonſenſe, abſolute. 

This aged prince, now flouriſhing in peace, 

And bleſs'd with iſſue of a large increaſe ;, 

Worn out with buſineſs, did at length debate 

To ſettle the ſucceſſion of the ſtate z 

And pond'ring which, of all his ſons, was fit 

To reign, and wage immortal war with Wit, 

Cried, *Tis reſolv'd ; for Nature pleads that he 

Should only rule who. moſt reſembles me. 

Sh, alone, my perfect image bears, 

Mature in dulnefs CE his tender years: 

Sh , alone, of all my ſons, is he, 

Who ſtands confirm'd in full ſtupidity. 

The reſt to ſome faint meaning make pretence.z 

But Ss — never deviates into ſenſe. 

Some beams af wit on other ſouls may fall, 

Strike thro', and make a lucid interval; _ 

But Sh——'s genuine night admits no gay; 

His rifing fogs prevail upon the day. 

Beſides, his goodly fabric fills the eye, 

And ſeems deſfign'd for thoughtleſs majeſty : 

Thoughtleſs as monarch oaks that ſhade the plain, 

And, ipread in ſolemn ſtate, ſupinely reign. 

Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee, 

Thou laſt great prophet of —— 

Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they, 

Was ſent before but to prepare thy way; | 

And, coarſely clad in Norwich drugget, came 

To teach the nations in thy greater name. 

= warbling lute, the lute 1 whilom ſtrung. 
hen to king John of Portugal I ſung, 

Was but the preiude of that glorious day, 


When thou an filver Thames didſ cut thy way, 
| | | Wich 


This Flecknoe found, who like Auguſtus, young 
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Where infant punks their tender voices try, 


To hom true 


Swell'd with the pride of thy celeſtial charge; 

And, big with hymn, commander of an hoſt, 

The like was ne er in Epſom blankets toſs d. 

Methinks I fee the new Arion fail, 

The lute ſtill trembling underneath thy nail. 

Ar thy well-ſharpen'd thumb, from ſhore to ſhore 

The trebles ſqueak for fear, the baſſes roar: 

Echoes from Pelfing- Alley Sh call, 

And Sh— they reſound from Aſton-Hall. 

About thy boat the little fiſhes throng, M | 

As at the morning tuaſt that floats along. 

Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, 

Thou wield'f thy papers in thy threſhing hand. 

St. Andre's feet ne ex kept more equal time, 

Not e en the feet of thy own Pſyche's rhyme : 

Though — & number as in ſenſe excel; 

So juſt, ſo like Tautology they fell, 

That, pale with env = 2 forſwore 

The lute and ſword which he in triumph bore, 

And vow'd he ne'er would act Villerius more. 
Here ſtopt the rod old fire,” and wept for joy, 

In filent raptures of the hopeful boy. 

All arguments, but moſt his plays, perfuade, 

That for anointed dulneſs he was niade. 

Cloſe to the walls which fair Auguſta bind 

(The fair Auguſta, much to fears inclin'd) 

An ancient fabric, rats'd © inform the ſight, 

There ſtood of yore and Barbican it hight: 

A watch-tow'r once; but now, fo fate ordains, 

Of all the pile an empty name remains: 

From its old ruins broths!-houfes rife, 

Scenes of led loves, and of polluted joys, : 

Vu vaſt courts the morher-ſtrumpets 

ecp, 


And undiſturb'd by watch, in ſilence ſlecp. 


Near theſe a nurſety erects irs head, | 
Wherequeens ate form d, and future heroes bred : 
Where unffedg d actors learn to laugh and cry, 


And little Maximins the gods defy. 
Great Fletcher never treads in buſkins here, 
Nor greater Jonſon! dares" in ſocks appear; 

But gentle Simłkin Juſt reception finds 
Amidſt this monument of vaniſh'd minds: 
Pure clinches the ſuburbian muſe affords, 

And Panton weging harmleſs war with words. 
Here Flecknoe; as à place to fame well known, 
Ambineufly defier dis Sh——'s throne: _. 
For ancient Decker propheſied; long ſince, | } 


That in this pile ould teig na mighty prince, 
Born for a ſeourpe of wit, and flall of fenſe: 
Hanel ſhou!d ſome Pfyche's owe, 
But worlds of Miſers from his pen ſfiould flow; 
Humoriſts and Hypocrites it ſnouſd produce, 
Whole Raymond amilics, and tribes of Bruce. 


Now e Fame Haid publifh'd the renow'n 
Of Sh 's coronition thro” the town. 


Rous dy report of Fame, the nations meet, 
From near*Bun-HWiV7 and diſtant Warling-ftreet ; 
No Perßau catpets ſprcad th impetial way, 
But ſcatter d ñimbs of mangled pots lay: 
From duſty fu DheHHeCHed authots come, 
Martets bf pyes, and rehicks of the bum. 


| EXTRACTS; 
With well-NHm'd oars, before the royal barge, | 


That he, till death, true dulneſs would maintain; 


Bo or II. 
Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay; 


But loads of Sn ——almoſt choak d the way. 
Bil Cd ſtationers for ycomen ſtood prepar'd, 


And H—n was captain of the guard. 


he hoary prince in majeſty appear d, 
Hich on 2 of bil own la ours rear'd, 
At his right hand our young Aſcauius fot, 
Rome's other hope, and pillar of the tate. 
His brows, thick fogs, inſtead of glories, grace, 
And lambent Dulneſs play'd around his Ke. 
As Hannibal did to the alters come, 
Sworn by his tire a mortal foe to Rome; 
To Sh ſwore, nor ſhould his vow be vain, 


And, in his father's right, and realm's defence, 
Ne'er to have peace with wit, nor truce with ſenſe 
The king himſelf the ſacred unction made, 
As King by office, and as prieft by trade. 
In his finiſter hand, inſtead of ball, 
He plac'd a mighty mug of potent ale; 
Love's kingdom to his right he did convey, 
At once his ſceptre, and his rule of ſway ; 
| Whoſe righteous lore the prince had praftis'd 
a bes abt Font 
And from whoſe Joins recorded Pſyche ſprung: 
His temples laſt with poppies were o'erfpread, - 
That, nodding, ſeem'd to conſecrate his head. 
Juſt at the point of time, if fame not lye, 
On his left hand twelve rev'rend owls did fly. 
Romulus, tis ſung, by Tiber's brook, 
Preſage of ſway from twice fix vultures took. 
Th' admiriug throng loud acclamations make, 
And omens of his future empire take. . 
The fire then ſhook the honours of his head, 
And from his brows damps of oblivion ſhed 
Full on the filial dulneſs: long he ſtood, : 
Kepelling from his breaſt the ra ing god; } 
At length burſt our in this prophetic mood. | 
Hakens bleſs my ton, from Ireland let him 


To far Barbadoes on the weſtern. main; [reign 


Of his dominion may no end be known, 
And greater than his father's be his throne; _ 
Beyond Love's kingdom let him ſtretch his'pen.” 


| He paus'd, and all the pecple cried, Amen. 


Then thus continued lie: My ton, advance 
Still in new impudence, ne ignorance. 
Sncceſs let others teach; learn thou, from me, 
Pangs without birth, and fruitleſs induſtry. 
Let Virtuoſos in five years be welt; ; 
Yet not one thought accuſe thy toil of wit. 
Let gentle Georye in triumph tread the ſtage; 


{Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage; 


Let Cully, Cock wood, Fopling, charm the pit, 
And, in their folly, ſhew'the writer's wit. 

Yet ſtill thy fools ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 
And juſtify their author's want of ſenſe. 

Let em be all by thy on model made 

Of dulneſs, and dehfire no foreign aid; 

That they to future ages may be known, 

| Not copies drawn, but iſſue of thy own. 


.| Nay, let thy men of wit too be the fame, 


All full of thee, and dif” ring but in name. 
But let no alien 'S—dl-y interpoſe, 


To lard With Wir thy hungry Epfort pro Pa 


And 
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And, when falſe flow'rs of Rhetoric thou wouldſt 
Truſt Nature, do not labour to be dull: cull, 
But write thy beſt, and top; ad, in each line, 
Sir Formal's oratory will be thine : 

Sir Formal, tho' unfought, attends thy quill, 
And does thy Northern Dedications fill. 
Nor let falle friends ſeduce thy mind to fame, 
By arrogating Jonſon's hoſtile name. 

Let father Flecknoe fire thy mind with praiſe, 
And uncle Ogleby thy envy raiſe. 7 
Thou art my blood, where Jonſon has no part; 
What ſhare have we in nature or in art? 

Where did his wit on Learning fix a brand, 
And rail at arts he did not underſtand 7 

Where made he love in Prince Nicander's vein, 
Or ſwept the duſt in Piyche's humble ſtrain ? 
Where ſold he bargains, whip-ſtitch, kiſs my arſe; 
Promis'd a play, and dwindled to a farce ? 
When did his muſe from Fletcher ſcenes purloin, 
As thou whole Eth'ridge doſt trausfuſe to thine ? 
But ſo transfus'd, as oil and waters flow; 

His always floats above, thine ſinks below. 

This is thy province, this thy wondrous way, 
New humours to invent for cach new play : 
This is that boaſted bias of thy mind, 

By which, one way, to dulaeſs 'tis inclin'd : 
Which makes thy writings lean on one fide ſtill, 
And, in all changes, that way bends thy will. 
Nor let thy mountain-beily make pretence 

Of likeneſs; thine 's a tympany of ſenſe. 

A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ; 

But ſure thou 'rt but a kilderkin of wit. 

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep; 
Thy tragic muſe gives ſmiles; thy come, ſleep. 
With whate'er gall thou ſet'ſt thyſelf ro write, 
Thy inoffenſive ſatires never bite. 

In thy felonious heart though venom lies, 

It does but touch thy Irifh pen, and dies. 

Thy genius calls thee not to purchaſe fame 

In $8 lambics, but mild Anagram. 

Leave writing plays, and chooſe for thy command 


Some peaceful province in Acroſtic land. 


There thou mayſt wings diſplay, and altars raiſe, 
And torture one poor word ten thouſand ways. 


Or, if thou wouldſt thy diff rent talents ſuit, 


Set thy own ſongs, and ſing them to ty lute. 
He ſaid; but his laſt words were ſcarcely 
heard ; | 
For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepar'd, 
And down they ſent the yetdecla1ming bard. 
Sinking, he left his drugget robe behind, 
Borne upwards by a ſubterranean wind. 
The mantle fell to the young prophet's part, 
With double portion of his father's art. 
$ 31. An Efſay upon Satire. 
DRYDEN aud BUCKINGHAM. 


How dull and how inſenſible a beaſt 

Is man, who yet would lord it o'er the reſt ! 
Philoſophers and poets vainly ſtrove 
In ev'ry age the lumpiſh maſs to move : 
But thoſe were pedants, when compar'd with theſe, 
Who know not only to inſtruct but pleaſe. 
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Poets alone found the delightful way, 
Myſterious morals gently to convey 

n charming numbers; ſo that, as men grew 
Pleas'd with their poems, they grew wiſer too. 
Satire has always-ſhone among the reſt, ; 
And is the boldeſt way, if not the beſt, 

To tell men freely of their fouleſt faults ; 

Jo laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts, 
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lu fatire too the wiſe took diff rent ways, 


To each deſerving its peculiar praiſe. 

Some did all folly with juſt ſharpneſs blame, 

Whilſt others laugh'd, and fcorn'd them into 
ſhame. 

But, of theſe two, the laſt ſucceeded beſt, 

As men aim righteſt when they ſhoot in jeſt. 

Vet, if we may preſume to blame our guides, 

And cenſure thoſe who cenſure all befides, 

In other things they juſtly are preferr'd 

In this alone methinks the ancients err'd ; 

Againſt the groſſeſt follies they declaim 

Hard they purſue, but hunt ignoble game. 

Nothing is eaſier than ſuch blots to hit, 

And 'tis the talent of each vulgar wit: 

Beſides, tis labour loſt ; for who would preach 

Morals to Armſtrong, or dull Afton teach? 

is being devout at play, wiſe at a ball, 

Or bringing wit and friendſhip to Whitehall. 

But, wita ſharp eyes thoſe nicer faults to find, 

Which he obſcurely in the wiſeſt mind; 

That little fpeck which all the reft does ſpoil, 

To waſh off that, would be a noble toil 

Beyond the looſe-writ libels of this age, 

Or the forc'd ſcenes of our declicing ſtage; 

Above al! cenſure too, each little wit 

Will be fo glad to fee the greater hit; | 

Who judging better, though concern'd the moſt, 

Of ſuch correction will have cauſe to boaſt. | 

In ſech a ſatire all would ſeck a ſhare, 

And ev'ry fool will fancy he is there. 

Old ſtory-tellers too muſt pine and die, 

To ſee their antiquated wit laid by; 

Like ber, who miſs'd her name in a lampoon, 

And griev'd to find herſelf decay'd fo ſoon. 


No ͤ common coxcomb muſt be mention'd here: 


Not the dull train of dancing ſparks appear; 
Nor flutt'ring officers who never fight: 

Of ſuch a wretched rabble who would write? 
Much leſs half wits : that's more againſt our rules; 
For they are fops, the other are but fools. | 


{ Who would not be as filly as Dunbar? 


As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Carr? 
The cunning courtier ſhould be flighted too, 
\Who with dull knav'ry makes fo much ado; 


| Till the ſhrewd fool, by thriving too, too faſt, 


| 


Like Æſop's fox, becomes a prey at laſt. 


| Nor ſhall the royal miſtreſſes be nam'd, 


— 


Too ugly, or too eaſy, to be blam'd; 

With whom each rhyming fool keeps ſuch a 
pother, | 

They are as common that way as the other 

Vet ſaunt'ring Charles, between his beaſt y 
brace, 

Meets with diſſembling ſtill in either place, 

Afſected humour, or a painted face. - 
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In loyal libels we have often told him, | 
How one has jilted him, the other fold him; 
How that affects to lavgh, how this to weep : 
But who can rail fo long as he can fleep ? 
Was ever prince by two at once miſled, 
Falſe, foolith, old, il|-natur'd, arid ill-bred? 
Earnely and Ayleſhury, with all that race 
Of buſy block heads, ſhall have here no place; 
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Bur 1s there any other beaſt that lives, 

Who his own harm ſo wittingly contrives > 
Will any dog, that has his teeth and ſtones, 
Refin'dly leave his arches and his bones 

To turn a wheel? and bark to be employ'd, 
While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd? 

Yet this fond man, to get a itateſman's name, 
Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 


At council ſet as foils on Dorſet's ſcore, ü 
To make that great falſe jewel ſhine the more; 


Tnough ſatire nicely writ no humour ſtings 
But thole who merit praiſe in other things; 


Who all that while was thought exceeding wiſe, Yet we muſt needs this one exception make, 


Only for taking pains and telling lies. 


| And break our rules for folly Tropos ſake, 


But there's no meddling with ſuch nauſeous men; Who was too much defpis'd to be accus'd, 


Their very names hare tir'd my lazy pen: 
"Tis time to quit their company, and chooſe 
Some fitter ſubje& for a ſharper Muſe. 

Firſt let 's behota the merrieſt man alive 
Againft his care leſs genius vainly ſtrive; 
Quit his dear eaſe, fome deep defign to lay, 
Gainſt a ſet time; and then forget the day: 
Yet he will laugh at his beſt friends; and be 
Juſt as good company as Nokes and Lee. 
But when he aims at reaſon or at rule, 


And therefore ſcarce deſerves to be abus'd ; 


Rais'd only by his mercenary tongue, 

For rating ſmoothly, and for reas'ning wrong. 
As boys on holidays let looſe to play 

Lay waggiſh traps for girls that paſs that way, 
Then ſhaut to fee in dirt and deep diſtreſs 
Some filly cit in her flower d fooliſh drels ; 

So have I mighty ſatis faction found, 

To fee his tinſel reaſon on the ground: 

To fee the florid fool defpis'd, and know it, 


He turns himſelf the beſt to ridicule. 

Let him at bus neſs ne er ſo earneſt fit, 

She w him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit; 
That ſhadow of a jeſt ſhall be enjoy d. 
Though he left all mankind to be deſtroy d. 

So cat trans form id fat gravely and demure, 

Till mouſe appear'd, and thought himſelf ſecure ; 
But ſoon the lady had him in her cye, 

And from her friend did juſt as oddly fly. 
Reaching above our nature does no good; 

We muſt fall back to our old fleſh and blood; 
As, by our little Machiavel, we find 

That nimbleſt creature of the buſy kind, 


His limbs are crippled, and his body firakes ; 


Yet his hard mind, which all this buſtle makes, 
No pity of its poor cempanion takes. 

What gravity can hold from laughing out, 

To ſec him drag his feeble legs about, 

Like hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler logs him ill 
Thro' hedges, ditches, and thro all chat 's ill. 
*T were crime in any man but him alone, 

To uſe a body fo, tho' tis one's own: 

Yet this falſe comfort never gives him o'cr, 


Thatwhilf he creeps hisvig rous thoughts can ſoar: | 


Alas! that ſoaring, to thoſe few that know, 

Is but a buſy grov'ling here below. | 
So men in rapture think they mount the ſc y, 
Whilſt onthegroundth'entranced wretches lie: i 
So modern fops have fancied they could fly, 

As the new earl with parts deſerving praiſe, 
And wit enough to laugh at his own ways; 
Yer loſes all ſoft days and ſenſual nights, 

Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune {lights ; 
Striving againft his quiet ali he can, 

For the fine notion of a buſy man. 

Aud what is that, at beſt, but ont whoſe mind 
Is made to tire himſelf and all mankind * - 
For Ireland he would go; faith, let him reign; 
For if ſome odd fantaſtic lord would fain 
Carry in trunks, and all my drudg'ry do, 

I i] aut only pay him, but admire him too. 


By ſome who ſearce have words enough to ſhew it: 

For ſenſe fits ſilent, and condemns for weaker 

The frner, nay ſometimes the wittieft ſpeaker ; 

Zut tis prodigious ſo much eloquence 

Should be acquir'd by ſuch little ſenſe; 

85 or words and wit did ancicntly agree; 

And Tuily was no fool. though this man be: 

At bar abuſive, on the bench unable, 

K nave on the woolſack, for at councit-table. 

[heſe are the grievances of ſuch fools as would 

Be rather wiſz: than honeſt, gre:t than good. 
Some other kind of wits muſt be made known, 

Whoſe hamlets errors hurt themſelves alone; 


 Excct5 of luxury they think can pleaſe, 
| And lazivels call loving of their eaſe ; | 
To live diſſolv'd in pleaſures ill they feign, 
| Though their whole life 's but intermitting pain: 
So much of furfeits, head-achs, claps are ſeen, 
| We ſcarce perceive the little time between; 
Well- meaning men who make this groſs miſtake, 
And pleaſure Joſe only for pleaſure's ſake z 
Each pleaſure has its price; and when we pay 
Too much of pain, we ſquander life away. 
| "Thus Dorſet. purriug like a thoughtful cat, 
Married; but wiler puſs ne'er thought of that; 
And firſt he worried her with railing rhyme, 
| Like Pembroke's maſtiffs at his kindeft time; 
Ihen for one night fold all his ſlaviſh life, 

A teeming widow, but a barren wife; 

Swell'd wy contact of ſuch a fulſome toad, 
He lugg d about the matrimonial load 
Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 

Has ill reſtor'd him to his liberty! 
Which he would uſe in his old ſneaking way, 


Drinking all night, and dozing all the day; 


Dull as Ned Howard, whom his briſker times 


Had fam'd far dulneſs in malicious rhymes. 


| Mulgrave had much ado to'ſcape the ſnare, 
Tho' learn'd in all thoſe arts that cheat the fair; 
For, after all his vulgar marriage-mocks, -” 


With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the ſtocks; 


Deluded 
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Deluded parents dried thcic weeping eyes, 

To ice him catch a tartar for his prize; 

1h' impatient town waited the wiſh d- for change, 
And cuckolds ſmil'd in hopes of ſweet revenge; 
Till Petworth plot made us with forrow ſce, 

As his eſtate, his perſon too was free: 

Him no ſoft thoughts, no gratitude could move; 
To gold he fled from beauty and from love; 
Yet failing there he keeps his freedom ſtill, 
Forc'd to live happily agaiuft his will: 


Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and pow'r 


Break not his boaſted quiet ev'ry hour, 

And little Sid, for ſimile renown'sd, 
Pleaſure has always fought, but never found : _ 
Though all his thoughts on wine and women fall, 
His are fo bad, ſure he ne'er thinks at all. 
The fleſh he lives upon is rank and ſtrong; 


His meat and miſtreſſes are kept too long. 


But ſure we all miſtake this pious man, 

Who mortifies his perſon all he can: 

What we uncharitably take for fin, 

Are only rules of this odd capuchin : 

For never hermit, under grave pretence, 

Has liv'd more contrary to common ſenſe 

And 'tis a miracle, we may fuppoſe, 

No naſtineſs offends his ſkilful noſe ; 

Which from all Rink can with peculiar art 

Extract perfume, and eſſence from a f—t : 

Expecting ſupper is his great delight; 

He toils all day but to be drunk at night: 

Then o'er his cups this night-bird chirping fits, 

Till he takes Hewet and Jack Hall for wits. 
Rocheſter I deſpiſe for want cf wit, 

Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet; 

For, while he miſchief means to all mankind, 

Himſelf alone the ill effects does find: 

And ſo like witches juſtly ſuffers ſhame, 

Whole harmleſs malice is fo much the ſame. 

Falſe are his words, affected is his wit; | 

Sn often he does aim, fo ſeldom hit; 

To ev'ry face he cringes while he ſpeaks, 

But when the back is turn'd the head he breaks: 

Mean in each action, lewd in ev'ry limb, 

Manners themſelves are miſchievous in him: 

A proof that chance alone makes ev'ry creature 

A very Killigrew, without good-nature, 

For what a Beſſus has he always lv'd, 

And his own kickings notably contriv'd ! 


For there 's the folly that 's ſill mix'd with fear, 


Cowards more blows than any hero bear; 
Of fighting ſparks ſome may their pleaſures ſay, 
But tis a bolder thing to run away: 

The world may well forgive him all his ill, 
For ev'ry fault does prove his penance ſtill : 
Falſely he falls into ſome dang'rous nooſe, 
And then as meanly labours to get looſe : 

A life ſo infamous is better quitting, 

Spent in baſe injury and low ſubmitting, 

I 'd like to have left out his poetry ; 

Forgot by all almoſt as well as me. : 
Sometimes he has ſome humour, never wit: 
And if it rarely, very rarely, hit, 

Tis under ſo much naſty rubbiſh laid, 

To find it out 's the cinderwoman's trade; 


| Poilutes the pleaſures of a chaſte embrace, 
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1 Who, for the wretched remnants of a fire, - 


Muſt toil all day in aſhes and in mire, 

50 lewdiy dull his idie works appear, 

The wretched texts deſerve no comments here; 

W here one poor thought ſometimes, left all alone, 

For a whoic page of dullneſs muſt atone. h 
How vain a thing is man, and how unwiſe; 

Ev'n he who would himſelf the moſt deſpiſe? ! 

I, who fo wiſe and humble ſeem to be, 

Now my own vanity and pride can 't ſee. 

While the world's nonſenſe is ſo ſharply ſhewn, 


| We pull down others but to raiſe our own : 


That we may angels ſeem, we paint them elves, 
And are bur fatires to ſet up ourſelves, 

I (who have all this while been finding fault, 
Ev'n with my maſter, who firſt ſatire taught; 
And did by that deſcribe the taſk ſo hard, 

t ſeems ſtupendous and above reward) 

Now labour with unequal force to climb 

That lofty hill, unreach'd by former time 

Dis juſt that I ſhould to the bottom fall; 

Learn to write well, or not to write at all. 


$ 32. Cymon and Iphigenia. DRYDEN. 
Poets loquitur, 

LD as I am, for ladies' love unfit, 1 

The pow'r of beauty I remember yet, 
Which once inflam'd my ſoul, and ſtill inſpires 

my wit. 
If love be folly, the ſevere divine 
Has felt thar tolly, though he cenſures mine 
} 
Acts what I write, and propagates in grace, | 
Wich riotous exceſs, a prieſtly race. ; 
Suppoſe him free, and that I forge th' offence, 
He ſhew'd the way, perverting firſt my ſenſe; 
n malice witty, and with venom fraught, 
He makes me ſpeak the things I never thought, 
Compute the gains of his ungovern'd zeal ; 
II ſuits his cloth the praiſe of railing well. 
The world will think that what we looſely write, 
Though now arraign'd, hy read with ſome delight; 
Becauſe he ſeems to chew the cud again, 
When _ broad comment makes the text tos 
plain; 

And teaches more in one explaining page 
Than all the double- meanings of the ſtage. 
What needs he paraphraſe on what we mean? 
We were at worſt but wanton ; he's obſcene. . 
| nut my fellows nor myſelf excuſe; 
But love 's the ſubject of the comic Muſe z 
Nor can we write withovt it, nor would you 
A tale of only dry inſtruction view; 
Nor love is always of a vicious kind, 
But oft to virtuous acts inflames the mind 
Awakes the ſleepy vigour of the ſoul, 
And, bruſhing-o'er, adds motion to the pool. 
Love, ſtudious how to pleaſe, improves our parts 


With poliſh'd manners, and adorns with arts. 
Love ff invented verſe, and form'd the rhyme, 


The motion meaſur'd, harmoniz'd the chime; 

To lib'ral acts enlarg'd the narrow- ſoul'd, 

Soften'd the fierce, and made the coward bold; 
Z 2 | The 
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The world, when waſte, he peopled with increaſe, 

And warring nations recopcil'd in peace. 

Ormond, the frit, and ah the fair may find, 

In this one legend, to their fame defign'd, 

When beauty fires the blood, how love exalts 
the mind. 


IN that ſweet ifle where Venus keeps her court, 
And ev'ry grace, and all the loves, reſort; 
Where either {ex is form'd of fofter earth, 
And takes the bent of pleaſure from their birth : 
1 here liv'd a Cyprian lord above the reſt 
Write, wealthy, with a num'rous mue bleſt: 
But, as no gift of fortune is fincere, 
Was only wanting in a worthy heir. 
His eldeſt born, a goodly youth to vicw, 
Excell d the reſt in ſhape and outward fhew ; 
Fair, tall, his limbs with due proportion join'd, 
But of a heavy, dull. degen rate mind. 
His ſoul belied the featu: cs of his face; 
Beauty was there, but beauty in diſgrace : 
A clowniſh mien, a voice with ruſtic found, 
And ſtupid cycs that ever lov'd the grovn:t. 
He lock d like nuture's error ; as the mind I 
And body were nat of a piece defign'd, | join d. 
But made for two, and by miſtake in one were | 
Ihe ruling rod, the father's forming care, 
Were exercis'd in vain on wit's deſpair; 
The more iaform'd, the lefs he uvnderttcad; 
And deeper funk by found“ ing in the mud. 
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Than by the charming features of her face, 
And ev n in ſlumber a ſuperior grace: 
Her comely limbs compos'd with decent care, 
Her body ſhaded with a flight cymarr; 
Her botom to the view was only bare! X 
\Where two beginning pops were ſcarcely ſpicd, 
For yet their places were but ſignified: 
1 he fanning wind vpem her boſom blows, 
To meet the fanning wind the boſom role ; 
The fanning wind, and purliug fireams, con- 

| tinue her repoſe. : 

The fool of nature ſtood with ſtupid eyes, 
And gaping mouth that teſtified ſurprite, 
Fix d on her face, nor could remove his fight, 
New as he was to love, and novice to delight: 
Long mute he ftood, and, leaning on his ſtaff, 
is wonder witneis'd with an id:ot Jaugh ; 
Then would have fpoke, but by his glimm'ring 

ſenſe 


| Firſt found his wart of words, and fear'd offence : 
| Doubted for what he was he ſhould be known, 
| By his clown accent, and his country tone. 
Through the rude chaos thus the running light 
Shot the firſt ray that pierc'd the native night; 
| Then day and darknets in the maſs were mix d, 
1 Till gather'd in a globe tlie kcams were fix'd : 
Laſt ſhove the ſun, who, radiant in his ſphere, 
{ivmin'd heaven and carth, and roll d around the 
Sao reaſon in this brutal foul began, { year. 


Now ſcorn'd of all, and grown the public ſhame, | -ove made him firſt ſuſpect he was a man; 


The people from Galeſus chang'd his nadie, 
And Cymon call d, which fiynihes a brute ;; 
So well his name did with his nature ſuit. 

His father, when he found his labour loſt, 
And care employ'd that anfwer'd not the coſt, 
Chole an vngrateful object to remove, 

And loath'd to fee what nature made him love; 
So to his country farm the fool conſin d; 

Rude work well ſuited with a ruftic mind. 

I hus to the wilds the furdy Cymon went, 


Soon tauglit the ſweet civilitics of life; 


Love made him doubt his broad barbarian ſound; 
By ſoxe his wart of words and wit he found; 

| hat ſenſe of waut grepar'd the future way 
To knowledge, and eliclos's the promiſe of a day. 
{| Wher not his father's care, nor tutor's art, 
| Ceuld plant with pains in his unpoliſh'd heart, 
The beſt inſtructor, love, at once inſpir'd, 
As barren grounds to fruit fulneſs are fir'd : 
Lore taugl. t him ſhame; and ſhame, with love at 


ſtrife, 


A 'tquire among the ſwains, and picas'd with His grots material ſoul at once could find 


| baniſhment. 
His corn and cattle Were his only care, 
And his ſupreme delight a country fair. 
It happen d on a ſummer's holiday, 
That to the green wood ſhade he took his way 
For Cymon ſhunn d the church, and us'd not 
; much to pray. : 


His quarter- ſtaff, which he could ne'er forſake, 


Hung half before, and half behind his back. 
He trudg d along, unknowing what be ſought, 
And whiftled as he went for want of thought. 
By chance conducted, or by 
The deep recefſcs of the grove he gain'd ; 
Where, in a plain defended by the wood, 
Crept thro the matted grafs a cryſial Hood, 
By which an alabatier fountain food: 
And ov the margin of the fount was laid 
1 ra by her ſlaves) a ſleeping maid, 


ſport, 
To reft by cool Eurotas they refort: 
The dame berſelf the goddeſs well expreſs d, 
Net more diſtinguiſn d by her purple veſt, 


thi ſt conftrain'd, 


ke Dian and her nymphs, when, wur'd with 


Somewhat in her exccliing all her kind: 
Exciting a deſne till then unknown, 

Somewhat unfound, or found in ker alone. 
This made the firſt impreſſion on his mind, 
Above, but juſt above, the brutal kind. 

For beaſts can like, but not diſtinguiſh too, 
Nor their own liking by reflection know; 
Nor why they like or this or t other face, - 
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace; 

But love in gro!s, and ſtupidly admire : 

As flies allut'd by light approach the fire. 
Thus our man-beaft, advancing by degrees, 
Firſt likes the whole, then ſeparates what he ſees: 
On fev'ral parts a fev';al praiſe beftows : 

The ruby he the well- proportion'd noe, 
he ſnowy ſkin, and raven-gloffy hair, 

The dimpicd cheek, and forchead rifing fair, 
And, even in fleep itſelf, a ſmiling air. 


ing breaft. 
Long on the laſt he dwelt, though every part 
A pointed arrow ſped to picrce his heart. 


Thus 


\ 


* 
* 


From thence his eyes deſcending view'd the reſt, 
Her plump round arms, white hands, and heav- 
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This to prevent, me wak'd her fleepy crew, [ luſt: 
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Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown 
{A judge erected from a country clown) 
He long'd to ſce her eyes, in lumber hid, 
And wiſh'd his own could pierce within the lid: 
He would have wak'd her, but reſtrain'd his 
thought, 
And love new-bora the firft good manners taught. 
And awful fear his ardent with wichſte wd, 
Nor dutſt difturb the goddets of rhe wood, 
For ſuch ſhe ſcem'd by her celeſtial face, 
Excelling all the reſt of human race. 
And en divine. by common fenſe he knew, 
NMuſt be devourtiy ſeen, at diſtant view: 
So checking his defire, with trembling heart, 
Gazing | he tool, nor would nor could depart ; 
Fix d as a pilgrim wilder d in his way, 
Who dares nat tir by night. for fear to ſtray, 
But ſtands with awtul cycs io watch the dawn 
of Gay. 

At length awaking, Iphigene the fair 
(So was the. beauty calbd who caus'd his care) 
Uncios'd her eyes, and double day reveal'd, 

Wi 5" thoſe arrall her flaves in fleep were ſcal'd. 
"ite ſlav'riug cudden, provp'd upon his ſtail, 

55 > ready gaping, with a grinni g wy gh, 

To welcome her awake; mor durſt hea) 

To f fpcak, but wiſely kept the fool ns 

Then the : What makes you, Cymon, here alone? 

(For Cymon's naine .was round the country 

Becauſe deſcended of a noble race, [known 

And for a foul itt forted with his face). 

But 1! the ſot food ſilent with ſurpriſe, 
With fix'd re gard on her new-open'd. eyes, 
And in his breatt receiv deth' envenom'd dart, 
A tickling pata that picas'd amid the ſmart. 
But, conſciovs of her form, with quick diſtruſt 
She faw his {parking eyes, and fear'd his brutal 
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And, riting haſty, took a ſhort adicu. 

Thu Cymon hc his ruſtic voice eſſay d, 
With proffer'd ſervice to the parting maid, 
To fee her ſafe; his hand ſhe long denied, 
But took at length, aſham d of ſuch a guide. 
So Cymon led her home, and leaving there, 
No more would io his country clowns repair; 
But fought his father's houte, wih better mind, 
Refuſing in the farm to be confin'd. 

The father wonder'd at the ſon's return, 
And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn; 

zut doubtfully recvciv'd, exyecting ſtill 
To learn the ſeeret cauſes of his aker'd will. 
Noc was he long delay d: the firit requeſt 
He made, was like his brothers to be'drels' d, 
And. as his birth requir'd, above the reſt. 

With eaſe his ſuit was granted by his fire, 
Diſtinguiſhing his heir by rich attire: 
His body thus adoru d, he next de :fign'd 
With lib'ral arts ro cultis ate his mind : 
He fought a tutor of his own accord, 
And ſtudied leſſons he before abhorr'd. 

Thus the man- child advanc'd, and learn'd ſo 
That in ſhort time his equals he ſurpats d; [ faſt, 
His brutal manners from his breaſt exil'd, 


His mien be faſhion'd, and his tongue he fil d ; 
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In ev'ry exerciſe of all.-admir'd, 

He ſeem'd, nor oniv feem'd, but was iofpir'd: 
[nfpir'd | by love, whoſe buſineſs is to pleaſe; 

He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful caſeq_ 


More fam'd for ſenſe; for courtly carriage more, 


Than for his brutal folly known before. 

What then of alter'd Cy mon ſhall we ſay, 
Bur that the fire which chok'd in aſhes lay, 
A load too heavy for. his ſout to move, 
Was u Pong ard blown below, and bruſh d away vy 

ove h 
Love made an active progreſs thro' his mind, 
The duſky parts heclear'd, the groſs refhin'd, 
The drowſy wak d; and, as he went, imprefs'd 
The maker's image on the human breaſt, 
Thus was the man amended by deſire: 
And tho” he lov'd perhaps with too much fire, 
His father all his faults with reaſon ſcann'd, 
And lik'd an error of the better hand; 
Excus'd the excels of pathon in his mind, 
By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refit: 
So Cymon, face his fire indulg'd his will, 
[mpetuous lov'd, and would be Cymon Kill; 
Gaiclushe diſown' d, and choſe to bear 
The name of fool, confirm d and bi ſhop'd by the 
fair. 

To Cipſeus by his friends his ſuit he mov d, 
Cipſeus, the father of the fair he lov'd: 
But he was pre-engag'd by former ties, 
While Cymon was endeavouring to be wiſe ; 
And I phigene, oblig'd by former vows, 


| Had given her faith to wed a foreign ſpouſe: _ © - 
Her fire and ſhe to Rhodian Paſimond, 
Though both repenting, were by promiſe bound, 


Nor could retract; and thus, as fate decreed, 

Though better lov'd, he {poke too late to ſpeed. 
The doom was paſt, the ſhip already ſent 

Did all his tardy diligence prevent : 


| Sigh'd to herſelf the fair unhappy maid, * 


L hile ſtormy Cy mon thus in ſœcręt ſaid : 

The time is come for Iphigene to find 

The miracle ſhe wrought vpon my mind: 

BY charms have made me man, her raviſh d love 
In rank ſhall place me with the bleſt above. 

For mine by love, by force the ſhall be mine 

Or —_ if force ſhould fail, thall finiſh mw” 

def 


3 
Kcſolv'd he faid; and rigg'd with ſpeedy care 


A veſſel ſtrong, and well equipp'd for war. 

The ſecret ſhip with choſen friends he ſtor d ; 
And, bent to die or conquer, went aboard. 
Ambuth'd he lay behind the Cyprian ſhore, 
Waiting the fail that all his wiſhes bore; 

Nor long expected, for the following tide 


Sent out the hoſtile hip and beauteous bride. 


To Rhodes the rival Lark directly ſteer d, 
When Cymon ſudden at her back appear'd, 
Andftopp'd her Aight; ; then, ſtanding on his proces: 
In haughty terms he thus defied the foe : 

Or ſtrike your ſails at ſummous, or prepare, 
To prove the laſt extremitics of war. 
Thuswarn'd,the Rhodians forthefightprovidez 


Already were the vetfels fide by ſide; [ bride. 
Theſe obſtinate to fave, and choſe to ſeize the 
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But Cymon ſoon his crooked grapples caſt, _ 
Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac'd, 
And, arm'd with ſword and ſhicld, amid the 
preſs he paſs'd. | 
Fierce was the fight; but, haſt'ning to his prey, 
By force the farious lover freed his way : 
Himſelf alone diſpers'd the Rhodian crew, 
The weak diſdain'd, the valiant overthrew. 
Cheap conqueſt for his following friends remain'd; 
He reap'd the field, and they but only glean'd. 
His victory confeſs d, the foes retreat, 
And caſt the weapons at the victor's feer, 
Whom thus he cheer'd: O Rhodian youth, 1 
fought 
For love alone, nor other booty ſought: 
Your lives are ſafe; your veſſel Ireſign; 
Yours be your own, reftoring what is mine : 
In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, 
Robd'd by my rival, and detain'd by you. 
Your Paſi mond a lawleſs bargain drove, 
The parent could not fell the daughter's love; 
Or, if he could, my love diidains the laws, 
And, like a king, by-conqueſt gains his cauſe : 
Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain ; 
Love taught me force, and force ſhall love maintain; 
You, what by ſtrength you could not keep, releafe, 
And at an eaſy ranſom buy your peace. 
Fear on the conquer d fide ſoon ſign d th' accord, 
And Iphigene to Cymon was reſtor d: 
While to his arms the bluſhing bride he took, 
To ſeeming ſadneſs ſhe compos'd her look ; 
As if by force ſubjected to his wilt, 
Tho pleas d diſſembling, and a woman ſtill. 
And (for ſhe wept) he wip'd her falling tears, 
And pray d her to diſmiſs her empty fears; 
For yours I am, he ſaid, and have deferv'd 
Your love much better whom fo long I ſerv'd, 
Than he to whom your formal father tied 
Your vows, and fold a flave, not ſent a bride. 
Thus while he ſpoke, he ſciz d the willing prey, 
As Paris bore the Spartan ſpoute away. 
Faintly ſhe ſcream's, and ev'n her eyes confeſs'd 
She rather would be thought, thin was, diftreſs'd. 
Who now exults but Cymon in his mind? 
Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, : 
Proud of the preſent, to the future blind! 
Secure of fate, while Cymon ploughs the ſea, 
And ſteers to Candy with his co:quer'd prey, 
Scarce the third glaſs of meafur'd hours was run, 
When, like a ery meteor, funk the ſun, 
The promiſe of a ſtorm ; the ſhifting gales 
Forſake by fits, and fill, the flagging Fils ; 
Hoarſe murmurs of the main from far were heard, 
And night came on, not by degrees prepar'd, 
But all at once; at once the winds ariſe, 
The thunders roll, the forky lightning flies, 
In vain the mafter iTucs out commands, 
Ia vain the trembling failors ply their hands: 
The tempeſt unforeſcen prevents their care, 
And from the firſtthey labour in deſpair. 
The giddy ſhip, betwixt the winds and tides, 
Farc'd back, and forwards; in a circle rides, 
Stung'dwith the diff rent blows ; then ſhoots amain, 
Till, counterbuff d, ſhe tps, aud ſiceps again. 


7 
CI 


Book IT, 


merry” aghaſt the proud archangel fell, 


Plung'd from the height of heaven to deepeſt hell, 

Than ſtood the lover of his love poſſeſt, 

Now curs'd the more, the more he had been 
bleſt; : 

More anxious for her danger than his own, 

Death he defics, but would be loſt alone. 

Sad Iphigene to womaniſh complaints 
Adds pious prayers, and wearies all the ſaints ; 
Ev'n if ſhe could, her love ſhe would repent; 
But, fince ſhe cannot, dreads the puniſhment : 
Her forfeit faith, and Paſimond betray'd, 

Are ever preſent, and her crime upbraid. 

She blames herſelf, nor blames her lover leſs, 
Augments her anger as her fears increaſe ; 
From her own back the burden wonld remove, 
And lays the load on his ungovern'd love, 
Which interpoſing durft, in Heaven's deſpite, 
Invade and violate another's right : 

The pow'rs incens'd awhile deferr'd his pain, 
And made him maſter of his vows in vain : 
But ſcon they puniſh d his preſumptuous pride; 
That for his daring enterpriſe ſhe died, } 
Who rather not reſiſted than complied. 

Then, impotent of mind, with aiter'd ſenſe 

She hugg'd th offender, and forgave th' offence, 
Sex to the laſt : meantime, with fails deciin'd, 
The wand ring veſſel drove before the wind. 
Tofs'd and retols'd, aloft, and then below, 
Norportthey ſcek, nor certain courſe belle, 
ut every moment wait the coming blow. 
Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they view'd 
The lands before them, and their fears renew d z 
The land was welcome, but the tempeſt bore 
The threaten'd ſhip againſt a rocky ſhore. 

A winding bay was near; to this they bent, 
And juſt efcap'd ; their force already ſpent : 
Secure from ſtorms, and panting flom the ſea, 
The land unknown at leifure they ſurvey; 

And ſaw (but ſoon thr ir fickly fght withdrew 

The riſing tow'rs af Rhodes at diſtant view; 

And curs d the hoſtile ſhore of Paſimond, 

Sav'd from the ſeas, and ſhipwreck'd on the 
round. | . 

The frighted failors tried their ſtrength in vain 
To turn the ſtern, and tempt the ftoriny main; 
But the ſtiff wind withſtood the lab'ring oar, 
And forc'd them forward on the fatal ſhore ! 
The crooked keel now bites rhe Rhodien ſtrand, 
And the ſhip moor'd conſtrains the crew to land. 
Yet ſtill they might be ſafe, becauſe unkuown ; 
But, as ill fortune ſeldom comes alone, 

The veſſel they diſmils'd was driven before, 
Already ſhelter'd ou their native ſhore ; 

Known each, they know, but cach with change 
| of cheer; 8 | 
The vanquiſh'd fide exults, the victors fear; 
Not them but theirs, made pris'ners ere they fight, 

Deſpairing conqueſt, and depriv'd of flight. 

The country rings around with loud alarms, 
And raw in fields the rude militia ſwarms; 
Mouths without hands, maintain'd at vaſt ex- 

pence, : 
In peace a charge, in war a wcak defence 5 
5 ; 1 ; 8 ? : tout 


Stout once a month they march. a bluſt'ring band; 
And ever, but in times of need, at hand; 
This was the morn when, iſſuing on the guard, 
Drawn up. in rank and file they ſtood prepar'd 
Of ſecming arms to make a thort eſſay, 
Then hakten to be drunk, the buäneſs of the 
day. 
The cowards would have fled, but that they 
| knew | ; 
Themſelves ſo many, and their foes fo few: 
But, crowding on, the laſt the firſt 1mpel ; 
Till overborne with weight the Cyprians fell, 
Cymon enſlav'd, who firit the war begun; 
And Iphigene once more is loſt and won. 
Deep in a dungeon was the captive caſt, 
Depriv'd of day, and held in fetters faſt ; 
His life was only ſpar'd at their requeſt, 
Whom taken he ſo nobly had releas d; 
But Iphigenia was the ladies“ care, 
Each in their turn addreſs'd to treat the fair | 
While Paſimondandhisthe nuptial feaſt prepare, 
Her ſecret foul to Cymon was inclin'd, 
But ſhe muſt ſuffer what her fates allign'd ; j 
So paſſive is the church of womankind. | 
What worſe to Cymon could his fortune deal, 
Roll'd to the loweſt ſpoke.of ail her wheel? 
Ir reſted to diſmiſs the downward weight, 
Or raiſe him upward to his former beight; 
The latter plcag'd ; and love (concern d the moſt) 
Prepar'd th' amends for what by love he loſt. 
The fire of Paſimond had left a fon, 
Though younger, yet for courage early known, 
Ormiida call'd, to whom, by promiſe tied, 
A Rhodian beauty was the deſtin'd bride ; 
Cailandra Was her name, above the reſt 
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply bleſt. 
Lyſimachus, who rul'd the Rhodian ſtate, 
Was then by choice their annual magiſtrate; 
He lov'd Caſſandra too with equal fire, 
But fortune had not favour'd his deſire; 
Croſs'd by her friends, by her nat diſapprov'd, 
Nor yet præferr'd, or like Ormiſda lov'd : | 
So ſtood thꝰ allair; ſome little hope remain'd, 
That, ſhould his rival chance to loſe, he grin'd, 
Mean time young Paſimond his marriage 
prets'd, 
Ordain'd the nuptial day, prepar'd the feaſt; 
And frugally refolv'd (the charge to ſhun 
Which would be double ſhould he wed alone) f 
To join his brother's bridal with his own. J. 
Lyſimachus, oppreſs d with mortal grief, 
Recciv'd the news, and ſtudied quick relief; 
The fatal day approach d; if force were us d, 
The magiſtrate his public truſt abus d 
Ts juſtice liable, as law requar'd ; 
For, when his office ceas'd, his pow'r expir'd: 
While pours remain'd, the means were in his 
and, | 
By force to ſeize, and then forſake the land : 
Berwixt extremes he knew not how to move; 
A ſlave to fame, but more a ſlave to love: 
Reſtraining others, yet himſelf not free, 
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As much declar'd as Paſimond is thine z 
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Both fides he weigh'd; but, after much debate, 


The man prevail'd above the magiſtrate. 
Love never fails to maſter what he finds, 

But works a diff 'rent way in diff rent minds, | 

The fool enlightens, and the wiſe he blinds. 

This youth propoſing to poſſeſs and” ſcape, 

Began in murder, to conclude in rape : 

Unprais'd by me, tho' Heaven ſometimes may bleſs 

An impious act with undeſerv'd ſucceſs; 

The great, it ſeems, are privileg'd alone 

To puniſh all injuſtice but their own. 

But here I ſtop, not daring to proceed, 

Yet bluſh to 133 unrighteous deed; ; 

For crimes are but permitted, not decreed. 
Reſolv'd on force, his wit the prætor bent 


To find the means that might fecure th event; 


Nor long he labour'd, for his lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he ſought ; 


An injur-d lover, and a raviſh'd dame. 

How much he durſt he knew by what he dar d, 

The leſs he had to loſe, the leſs he car d, 

To manage loathſome life when love was the 
reward, 

This ponder'd well, and fix'd on his intent, 

In depth of night he for the pris'ner ſent ; 

In fecret ſent, the public view to thun ; 

Then, with a ſober ſmile, he thus begun : 

The pow'rs above, who bounteouſly beſtow 

Their gifts and graces on mankind below, 

Vet ' aria our merit firſt, nor blindly give 

To ſuch as are not worthy to receive; 

For valour and for virtue they provide | 

Their due reward, but firſt they muſt be tried: 

Theſe 5 ſceds within your mind they 
ſow'd; 

'Twas yours t' improve the talent they beſtow d: 

They gave you to be born of noble kind, 

They gave you love to lighten up your mind, 

And purge the groſſer parts ; they gave you care 

Lo pleaſe, and courage to deſerve the fair. 

Thus far they tried you, and by proof they 

found | 

The grain entruſted in a grateful graund 

Zut full the great experiment remain'd, 

They ſuffer'd you to loſe the prize you gain d, 

That you might learn the gift was theirs alone; 

And, when reſtor'd, to them the bleſſing own. 

Reſtor'd it ſoon will be; the means prepar d, 

The difficulty ſmooth'd, the danger ſhar dd 


Be but yourſelf, the care to me reſign, 
Then Iphigene is yours, Caſſandra mine. 


Vour rival Paſimond purſues your life; 
Impatient to revenge his raviſh'd wife, 
But yet not his; to-morrow is behind, 


And love our fortunes in one band has join'd ; 
Two brothers are our foes; Ormiſda mine, 
To-merrow muſt their common vows be tied; Y. 
With love to friend, and fortune for our a, þ 
Let both reſolve to die, or each redeem a bride.. } - 
Right I have none, nor haſt thou much to plead; 
'Tis force, when done, muſt juſtify the deed; 


Made impotent by pow'r, debas'd by dignity, 


"8 


Z 4 Our 


Uh'examplepleas'd;the cauſe and erime the ſame; 


= h 


Our taſk perform'd, we next prepare for flight 1 
And let the loſers talk in vain of right: 

We with the fair will ſail before the wind; 
If they are griev d, I leave the laws behind. 
Speak thy reſolves; if now thy courage droop, 
Deſpair in priſon, and abandon hope: 

But if thou dar'ft in arms thy love regzin 
(For liberty without thy love were vain) 
Then ſecond my deſign to ſeize the prey, 


Or lead to {:cond rape, for well thou know'ſt the 

way. 

Said C . overjoy'd, Do thou prepoſe 
The means to fight, and only ſhew the foes : 
For from the firſt, when love had fir'd my mind, 
Reſolv'd I left the care of life behind. 

To this the bold Lyſimachus replied : 

Let heaven be neuter, and the {word decide; 
The ſpoufals are prepar d, already play 

The minſtrels, and provoke the tardy day: 
By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms are 

dreſs d; 25 

All Rhodes is ſummon' d to the nuptial feaſt, ; 
All but myſelf, the ſole unbidden gueſt. 
Unbidden though I am, I will be there; 

And, join'd by thee, intend to joy the fair. 

Now hear the reſt ; when day'refigns the light, 

And cheerful torches gild the jolly night, 

Be ready at my call; my choſen few 

With arms adminiſter d ſhall aid thy crew. 
Then, ent'rivg unexpected, will we ſeize 

Our deftin'd prey, from men diffolv'd in eaſe, 
By wine diſabled, unprepar'd for fight ; 
And, haſtening to the ſeas, ſuborn our flight: 
The ſeas are ours, for I comm;nd the fort; 
A ſhip well-mann'd expects us in the port. 

If they, or if their friends, the prize conteſt, 
Death ſhall attend the man who dares reſiſt. 

It pleas d: the priſoner to his hold rctir'd; 

His troop with equal emulation fir d, [quir'd. 

_ Altfix'd to fight, aud all their wonted work re- 
The ſun arole ; the ſtreets were throng'd around, 
The palace open'd, and the poſts were crown d. 

The double bridegroom at the door attends 
TH expected ſpouſe, and entertains the friends; 
They meet, they lead to church, the priefis invoke 
The pow'rs, and feed the flames with fragrant 
| ſmoke. = 
This done, they feaſt, and at the cloſe of night 
By kindled torches vary their &clight ; 

1 heſe lead the lively dance, and thoſe the 
| brimming bowls invite. 

Kow'at th' appointed place and hour affign'd 
With ſculs refolv'd the raviſhers were join'd ; 
Three bands are form d; the firſt is ſent before 
To favour the retreat, and guard the ſhore ; 
The ſecord at the palace- gate is plac'd, 

And vp the lofty fairs aſcend the laſt; 
A peaceful troop they ſcem with ſhining veſts, 
But coats of mail beneath ſecure their bi caſts. 

Dauntleis they enter, Cymon at their head, 
And find the feaſt renew's, the table ſpread ; 
Sn tet voices, mix'd with inftrumental ſounds, 

Aſeund the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds. 
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Thruſt full on Cymon's back in his defcent ; 


And as the next in rank Ormiſda ſtood, 


Book II. 
When, like the harpies ruſhing through the hall, 
The ſudden troop appears, the tables fall, 
Their ſmoking load is on the pavemeut thrown ; 
Each raviſher prepares to feize his own ; 
The brides, invaded with a rude embrace, 
Shriek out for aid, confuſion fills the place. 
Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 
Advance, the palace gleams with ſhining ſwords. 
Bur late is all defence, and ſuccour vain 
he rape is made, the ravithers remain; 
Two fturdy flaves were only fent before 
To bear the purchas'd prize in ſafety to the ſhore : 
The troop retires, the lovers cloſe the rear, 
With forward faces not confeſſing fear; 
Back ward they move, but ſcorn their pace to mend 
Then ſeek the ſtairs, and with flow haſte deſcend. 


Fierce Paſimond, their paſſage to prevent, 
Bor'd his unguarded breaſt, which pour d } 
purple flood. 


With vow'd revenge, the gath' ring crowd purſues, 
The raviſhers turn head, the fight renews ; 

The hall is heap'd with corps; the ſprinkled gore 
Beſmears the walls, and floats rhe marble floor. 


Difpers'd at length the drunken ſquadron flies, 
The victors totheir veſſel bear the prize; | cries. 
Some troops diſhanded, and the reſt unpaid. 

Rhodes is the fov'reign of the fea no more; 


And hear behind loud groans and lamentable 
Their ſhips untigg'd, and ſpent their naval ſtore; 


The blade return d unbath'd, and to the han- 
dle bent. | 

tout Cymon ſoon remounts, and cleft in tw\ 

His rival's head with one deſcending blow; 


He turn'd the point; the ſword, inur'd to blood, 


Thecrew with merryſtoutstheiranchorswergh, 

Then ply theiroars, and bruſh the buxom ſea, 

While troops of gather'd Rhodians crowd the 
key. | 

What ſhould the people do when left alone ? 

The governor and government are gone : 

The public wealth to foreign parts convey'd 


* 


They neither could defend, nor can purſue, 


But grinn'd their teeth, and caſt a helpleſs view: 

In vain with darts a diſtant war they try, 

Short, and more ſhert, the miſſive weapons fly. 

Meanwhile the raviſhers their crimes enjoy, 

And fiving fails and {weeping oars employ : 

The ciiffs of Rhodes in little ſpace are loſt ; 

Jove's ifte they feck, nor Jove denies his coaſt. 
In ſafety landed on the Candian ſhore, 

With gen reus wines their fpirits they reſtore ; 

There Cymon with bis Rhodian friends reſides, 

Both court and wed at once the willing brides. 

A war entues, the Cretans own their cauſe, 

Stiff to defend their hoſpitable laws; 

Both pa: ties loſe by turns, and neither wins, 

Tt ill peace propounded by a truce begins. 

The kindred of the flain forgive the deed, 

But a ſhort exile muſt for ſhow proceed; 

The term expir'd, from Candia they remove; 

And happy each at home enjoys his love. 
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b Jo Chaſſis“ pleaſing plains he took his way, - - © 


$ 33. - Theodire and Honoria. There pitch'd his tents, and there reſolv d to ſtay. 
a A Tranſlation from Boccace. Da xvDEx. 0 3 15 _ Nine man 
O * all the cities in Romanian lands, Supply'd with birds, the choriſters of love: 
The chief, and moſt rcenown'd, Ravenna ſtands, | Mufic unbought, that miniſter'd delight 
Adorn'd in ancicut times with arms and arts, To morning walks, and lull'd his cares by night: 
5. And rich inhabitants, with gen rous hearts. There he diſcharg d his friends; bur not th' ex- 


But Theodore the brave, above the reſt, 


pence 
With gifts of fortune and of nature bleſt, 


Of frequent rreats, and proud magnificence. 
The foremoſt place for wealth and honour held, He liv'd as kings retire, tho* more at large 
2 And all in feats of chivalry excell'd. _ From public buſineſs, yet with equal charge; 
This noble youth to madneſs lov'd a dame With houſe and beareRill open to receive; 
Of high degree; Honoria was her name; As well content as love would give him leave: 


|; Fair as the faireſt, but of haughty mind, He would have liv'd more free; but many a gueſt, ' 
And fercer than became fo ſoft a kind; Who could forſake the friend, purſu'd the feaſt. 
Proud of her birth (for equal ſhe had none) It happ'd one morning, as his fancy led, 
The reft the fcorn'd, but hated him alone; | Before his uſual hour he left his bed; 
His gifts, his conſtant courtſhip, nothing gain'd; ] To walk within a lonely lawn, that ſtood + 
For the, the more he lov'd, the more difdain'd. On every fide ſurrounded by a wood: 


He hiv'd with all the pomp he could deviſe, Alone he walk'd, to pleaſe his penſive mind, 
Art tilts and tournaments obtain'd the prize; j And fought the deepeſt ſolitude to find: 

But found no favour in his lady's eyes: IT was in a grove of ſpreading pines heftray'd; Y 

Relentleſs as a rock, the lofry maid Thewindswithin the qui ringbrancheplay', 


Turn'd all to poiſon, that he did or faid: And dancing trees a mournful muſic made. 


Nor pray'rs, nor tears, nor offer d vows, could J The place irtelf was ſuiting to his care, 

8, move; 5 ſtrove | | Uncouth and ſavage, as the cruel fair. 
The work went backward; and the more he He wander d on, unknowing where he went, 

re T' advance his ſuit, che farther from her love. 4 | Loft in the wocd, and all on love intent: 

. Wearicd, at length, and wanting remedy, The day already half his-race had run, 
He doubted oft, and oft refolv'd to die. And fummon'd him to due repaſt at noon, } 

ö But pride ſtood ready to prevent the blow, But love could feel no hunger but his own. 
For who would die to gratify a foe? __ Whilelifning tothe murm'ring leaves he ſtood; 
His gen'rous mind diſdain'd fo mean a fate! More than a mile immers'd within the wood, 
That paſs'd, his next endeavour was to hate. At once the wind was laid; the whiſp'ring found 
But vainer that relief than all rhe reſt, Was dumb; a riſing earthquake rock' d the ground; 
The lets he hop'd, with more defire poſſeſs'd; {| | With deeper brown the grove was overſpread; 
Love ſtood the fiege, aud would not yield his { | A fudden horror feiz'd his giddy head, c | 

breaft. , And his ears tingled, and his colour fled z 


Change was the next, but change deceiv'd his Nature was in alarm; ſome danger nigh- 


| care; : Seem'd threaten'd, tho' unſeen to mortal eye. 
He fovght a fairer, but found none ſo fair. | Unus'd to fear, he furmmon'd all his foul, 
re; He would have worn her out by ſlow degrees, J | And ſtood collected in himſelf, and whole; 
As men by faſting ſtarve th' untam'd diſeaſe ; | Not long: for ſoon a whirlwind roſe around, 
*: But preſent love requir'd a preſent eaſe. And from afar he heard a ſcreaming found, 
Looking he feeds alone his famiſh'd eyes, | As of a dame diſtreſs'd, who cried for aid, 
fo Feeds ling'ring death, but looking nor he dies. And fill'd with loud laments the ſecret ſhade. 
Yer ftill he choſe the longeſt way to fate, A thicket cloſe beſide the grove there ſtood 
Waſting at once his life, and his eſtate. With briers aad brambles choak'd, and dwarfiſh 
His friends beheld, and pity'd him in vain, wood ; 
. For what advice can eaſe a lover's pain! [From thence the noiſe, which now approaching 
Abſence, the beſt expedient they could find, near, 
: Might ſave the fortune, if not cure the mind : | With more diſtinguiſh'd notes invades his ear; 
les, This means they long propos'd, but little gain'd, He rais'd his head, and ſaw a beauteous maid, 
ö. Yer, after much purſuit, at length obtain'd. With hair diſhevell'd, iſſuing through the ſhade, 


Hard you may think it was to give conſent, | Stripp'd of her clothes, and ev'n thoſe parts re- 
But ſtruggling with his own defires he went, veal'd, | 

With large expence, and with a pompous train, Which modeſt nature keeps from ſight conceal'd. 
Provided as to viſit France and Spain, : Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were torn, 
Or for ſome diſtant voyage o'er the main. With paſſing thro the brakes, and prickly thorn; 
Bur love had clipp'd his wings, and cut him ſhort, | Two maſtifts'gaunt and grim her flight purſued, 

| Confia'd within the purlieus of the court. And oft their faſtcn'd fangs in blood embru'd : 

hrce miles he went, nor farther could retreat; Oft they came up. and pinch'd her tender fide z ß 

Fo His travels ended at his country · ſeat: SI * O mercy Heaven ! ſhe ran, and 1 * — 
0 ' - x. N 
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And Guido Cavalcanti was my name : 
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When Heav'n was nam'd, they loos'd their hold 
again, 

Then — ſhe forth, they follow'd her amain. 

Not far behind, a knight of ſwarthy face, 

High on a coal- black ſteed purſu'd the chace; 
Wich flaſhing flames his ardent eyes were fill'd, 
And in his hand a naked ſword he held: 

He cheer d the dogs to follow her who ficd, 
And yow'd revenge on her devoted head, 

As Theodore was born of noble kind, | 
The brutal action rous d his manly mind; 
Mo d with unworthy ufage of the maid 
He, tho unarm' d, refolv'd to give her aid, 

A ſaplin pine he wrench'd from out the ground, 

readieſt weapon that his fury found. 

bus furniſh'd for oftence, he croſs'd the way 
Betwixt the graceleſs villain and his prey. 

The knight came thund ring on, but, from afar, 


Thus, in imperious tone, forbad the war: 


Ceaſe, Theodore, to proffer vain relief, 

Nor ſtop the vengeance of ſo juſt a grief; | 

But give me leave to ſeize my deſtin d prey, 

And let eternal juſtice take the way : | | 

I but revenge my fate, diſdain'd, betray'd, 

And ſuff ring death for this ungrateful maid. | 
He faid, at once diſmounting from the ſteed 

For now the hell-hounds, with ſuperior ſpced, 

Had reach'd the dame, and, faſt'niug on ker fide, 

The ground with ifſuing ſtreams of purple dy d; 

Stood Theodore ſurpris d in deadly fright, 

With chatt ring teeth, and briſtling hair upright; 


Yet arm'd with inborn worth, Whate'er, ſaid he, 


Thou art, who know ſt me better than I thee ; 

Or prove thy rightful cauſe, or be deficd. 

The ſpectre, fiercely ſtaring, thus reply d: 
Know, Theodore, thy aaceſtry I claim, 


One common fire our fathers did beget, 

My name and ftory ſome remember yet: 
Thee, then a boy, within my arms I laid, 
When for my fias I lov'd this Faughty maid ; 
Not lefs ador'd in life, nor ſerv d by me, 
Than proud Honoria now is lov'd by thee. 


But all my vows were antwer'd with diidain: 
She ſcorn'd my ſorrows, and de ſpis d my pain. 
Long time I dragg'd my days in fruitleſs care; 
Then, ioathing life, and plung'd in deep deipair, 
To finiſu my unhappy life, I fell | 
On this ſharp ſword, and now am damn'd in hell. 
Short was her joy; for ſoon th infulting maid 
By heav'n's decree in this cold grave was laid: 
And as in unrepented fin ſhe dy'd, 
Doom d to the fame bad place is puniſn d for her 


de: 

Becauſe ſhe deem d I well deſerv'd to die, 
And made a merit of her "$67 
There, . we met; both try d, and both were 

caſt, 
And this irrevocable ſentence paſs d; 
That ſhe, whom I fo long purſu'd in vain, 
Should ſuffer from my hands a ling'ring pain! 
Renew'd to life, that ſhe might hy dic, 
I daily doom d to follow, the wo fly ; 


What did I not her ſtubborn heart to gain? } | 


3 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| Bur ſuch as muſt his future ſtate 
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No more a lover, but a mortal foe, 

I ſeek her life (for love is none below): 

As often as my dogs with better ſpeed 

Arreſt her flight, is ſhe to death decreed : 

Then with this fatal ſword, on which I'dy'd, 

[ pierce-her open back, or tender fide, 

And tear that harden'd heart from out her 
breaſt, | 

Which, with her entrails, makes my hungry 


hounds a feait. 


Springs up to life, and, freſh to ſecond pain, 
Is ſav d to-day, to-morrow to be ſlain. | 
SO yers'd in death, th' infernal knight re- 
ates, 8 
And then for proof fulfill'd the common fates; 
Her heart and bowels thro' her back he drew, 
And fed the hounds that help'd him to purſue. 
Stern look d the fend, as fruſtrate of his will, 
Not half ſaffic'd, and greedy yet to kill. 
And now the ſoul, expiring through the wound, 
Had left the body breathleſs on the ground, 
When thus the griſly ſpectte ſpoke again: 
Behold the fruit of ill- rewarded pain: 
As many months as I ſuſtain'd her hate, 
So many years is ſhe condemn'd by fate 
To daily death; and ev'ry ſeveral place, 
Conſcious of her diſdain and my diſgrace, 
Muſt witneſs her juſt puniſhment ; and be 
A ſcene of triumph and revenge to me! 
As in this grove I rook my laſt farewel, 
As on this very ſpot of carth I fell, 
As Friday ſaw me die, ſo ſhe my prey 
Becomes ev'n here, on this revolving day. 
Thus, while he ſpoke, the virgin tram the 
ound | 
Upftarted freſh, already clos'd the wound, 
And, unconcern'd for all ſhe felt before, 


Nor lies ſhe long, but, as the fates ordain, } 


| Precipitates her flight along the ſhore : 


The hell-hounds, as ungorg'd with fleſh and 
blood, 
Purſue their prey, and ſcek their wonted food: 
The fiend remounts his cou ſer, mends 1115 pace; 
And all the vifien vanith'd ffom the place. 
Long ſtood the noble youth: oppreſs'd withawe, 


And ſtupid at the wondrous _ he ſaw, 


Pan: gcommon faitiz, tranſgreſfing nature's 
aw ; 
He would have been aflcep, and wiſh'd to wake, 
But dreams, he knew, no long impreſſion make, 
Though ſtrong at firſt ; if viſion, to what end, 
rtend ? j 
His love the danſel, and himſelf the fiend. 
But yet, reflecting that it could not be 
From heaven, which cannot impious acts decree, 
Refolv'd within himſelf to ſhun the ſnare, 
Which hell for his deſtruction did prepare; 
And, as his better genius ſhould direct, 
From an ill cauſe to draw a good effect. 
Inſpir'd from heaven he home ward took his 
8 way, | 
Nor vall'd his new deſign with long delay: 
But of his train a truſty ſervant ſent . 


To call his friend together at his tent. 


They 
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At this the former tale again he told, 


They came, and, uſual ſalutations paid, 

With words premeditated, thus he ſaid: 

What you have often counſell'd, to remove 

My vain purſuit of unregarded love; 

By thrift my ſinking fortune to repair, 

'Tho' late yet is at laſt become my care: 

My heart ſhall be my own; my vaſt expence 

Reduc'd to bounds, by timely providence ; 

Thus on!y I require; invite for me 

Honoria, with her father's family, 

Her friends, and mine; the caule I ſhall diſplay, 

On Friday next; for that's th' appointed day. 

Well pleas'd were all his friends, the taſk was 
light, | 

The fiaker, mother, daughter, they invite; 

Hardly the dame was drawn to this repaſt ; 

But yet reſolv'd, becauſe. it was the laſt. 

The day was come, the gueſts invited came, 


And, with the reſt, th' inexorable dame: 
Where the revenging ghoſt purſu'd his love. 
Was artfully contriv'd to ſet her face 
The hend's alarm began; the hollow ſound | 
Nor long before the loud laments ariſe | 
food, [in blood. 
to ſpced, 
; niſhment. ; 
Loud was the noiſe, aghaſt was ev'ry gueſt, 
dhe rent the heay'n with loud laments, iinplor- 
ing aid. | : 
And wither'd all their ſtrength before he ſpoke : 
Back, on your lives; let be, faid he, my prey, 


A feaſt prepar'd with riotous expence, 

Much coſt, more care, and moſt magnificence. 
The tables in a proud pavilion ſpread, 

With flowers below, and tiſſue oveihead ; 

Io front the thicket, and behold the chace. j 
The feat was ſerv'd, the time fo well forecaſt, 
Sung in the leaves, the foreſt ſhook around, 
Air blacken'd, roll'd the thunder, groan'd the 
Of one diſtreſs d, and maſtifis' mingled cries ; _ 
And firſt the dame came ruſhingthro' the wood, 
And grip'd her flanks, and oft eſſay d their jaws 4 
Laſt came the felon, on his ſable ſteed, 

She ran, and cry'd, her flight directly bent 

(A gueſt unbidden) to the fatal tent, 

The women ſhriek'd, the men forſook the feaſt; 

The hounds at nearer diſtance hoarſely bay d; 

The gallants, to protect the lady's right, 

Their faulchionsbrandiſh dat the griſlyſpright; 

And let my vengeance take the defiin'd way: 
Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, 


The place ordain'd was in that haunted grove, - 
The reſt in raak, Honotia chief in place, 
That juſt when the deſſert and fruits were plac'd, 
ground. . 
And next the famiſh'd hounds that ſought their 
Arm'd with his naked ſword, and urg'd his dogs 
The ſcene of death, and place defign'd for pu- 
The hunter cloſe purſu'd the viſionary maid, 
IIigh on his ſtirrups he provok'd the fight, j 
Then on the crowd he caſt a furious look, 
Againſt th' eternal doom of Providence: 

Mine is th' ungrateful maid by heaven deſign'd: 


Mercy ſhe would not give, nor mercy ſhall the find, | 


{Of him ho fell for love, and this the fatal place. 
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With thund'ring tone, and dreadful to behold ; 

Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 

Nor needed to be warn'd a ſecond time, | 

But bore each other back : ſome knew the face, 

And all had heard the much-lamented caſe } 
And now th' infernal miniſter advanc' d, 

Sciz'd the due victim and with fury lanc'd 

Her back, and, piereing through her inmoſt heart, 

Drew backward, as before, th offending part. 

The recking entrails next he tore away, . 

And to his meagre maſtiffs made a prey. 

The pale aſſiſtants on each other ſtar d, 

Wich gaping mouths for iſſuing words prepar'd; 

The ſtill-born ſounds upon the palate hung, 

And dy'd imperfect on the falt' ring tongue. 

The fright was general; but the female band 


(A helpleſs train) in more confuſion ſtand: 
With horror ſhudd'ring, on a heap they run, 


Sick at the fight of hateful juſtice done; 


For conſcience rung th' alarm, and made the 
caſe their own. D 
So ſpread upon a lake, with upward eye, 
A plump of fowl behold their foe on high; 
They cloſe their trembling troop ; and all attend 
On whom the ſowſing eagle will deſcend. , 
But moſt the proud Honoria fear'd th' event, 
And thought to her alone the viſion ſent. , 


— 


Her guilt preſents to her diſtracted mind 

Heav'n's juſtice, Theodore's revengeful kind, 

And the ſame fate to the ſame fin aflign'd : 

Already ſees herſelf the monſter's prey, 

And feels her heart and entrails torn away. 

'Twas a mute ſcene of ſorrow, mix'd with fear; 

Still on the table lay th' uafiniſh'd cheer: 

The knight and hungry maſtiffs ſtood around, 

The mangled dame lay breathleſs on the ground; 

When on'a ſudden, re- inſpir'd with breath, 

Again ſhe roſe, again to ſuffer death; 

Nor ſtaid the hell-hounds, nor the hurter ſtaid, 

But follow'd, as before, the flying maid : 

Th' avenger took from earth th' avenging ſword, 

And mounting light as air his ſable ſteed he 

| ſpurr'd : 

The clouds diſpell'd, the ſky reſum'd the light, 

And nature ſtood recover'd of her fright. _ 

But fear; the laſt of ills, remain'd behind, 

And, horror heavy fat on'ev'ry mind. 

Nor Theodore encourag'd more the feaſt, 

But ſternly look'd as hatching in his breaſt _ 

Some deep deſigns z which when Honoria view'd, . 

The freſh impulſe her former fright renew'd ; 

She thought herſelf the trembling dame who fled, 

And him che griſly ghoſt that ſpurr'd th infernal., 
ſteed : : 


The more diſmay'd, for when the gueſts with- 
drew, => hoes 

Their courteous hoſt, ſaluting all the crew, 

Regardleſs pals'd hero er; norgrac'd with kind 
adicu. 

That ſting infix'd within her haughty mind, 

The downfall of her empire ſhe divin'd ; 


| 


And her proud heart with ſecret ſorrow pin'd. 


Home 
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Home as they went, the fad diſcourſe renew'd, 

Of the relentleſs dame to death purſu'd, } 

And of the fight obſcene fo lately view'd. 

None durſt arraign the righteous doom ſhe bore, 

Evin they who pity'd moſt, yet blam'd her more: 

The parallel they needed not to name, 

Bur in the dead they damn'd the living dame. 
At ev ry little noiſe ſhe lock d behind, 

For ſtill the knight was preſent to her mind: 
And anxious oft ſhe ſtarted on the way, 

And thought the horſeman - ghoſt came thund'ring 

for his prey. N | 

Return'd, ſhe took her bed with little reſt, 

But in ſhort ſlumbers dreamt the fun'ral feaſt: 
Awak'd ſhe turn'd her fide, and ſlept again; 
The ſame black vapours mounted in her brain, 
And the fame dreams return'd with double, 

in. 
Now forc'd to wake, becauſe afraid to ſlcep, 

Her blood all fever d, wich a furious leap. 

She ſprang from bed, diſtracted in her mind, 

And fear'd, at every ſtep, a twitching ſpright be- 

hind. 

Darkling and deſperate, with ſtagg ring pace, 
Of death afraid, and conſcious of diſgrace ; 

Fear, pride, remorſe, ⁊t once her heart affail'd, 

Pride put remorſe to flight, but fear prevail d. 
Friday the fatal day, when next it came, 
Her foul forethought the fiend would change 1:5 

2 8 

And E or Theodore be ſlain, 

And two ghoſts join their packs to hunt her o'er 

the plain. 

This dreadful image ſo poſſeſs d her mind, 

That, deſperate any ſuccour elſe to fiad, 
She ceas'd all farther hope; and now began 

To make reflection on th' unhappy man, 
Rich, brave, and young, who paſt expretſion lov'd, 

Proof to diſdain, and not to be remorv'sd : 

Of all the men reſpected and admir'd, 

Of all the dames, except herſelf, deſir d: 

Why not of her? 2 above the reſt 
By him with Enightly deeds, and open love 

| profefs'd ? dreſ d. 
So had another been, where he his vows ad- 
This quet!'d her pride, yet other doubts remain'd, 

That, once diſdaining, ſhe might be diſdain'd, 
The fear was juſt, but greater fear prevail'd, 
Fear of her life by hellith hounds affail'd : 

He took a low'ring leave ; but who can tell 
What outward hate might inward love conceal : 
Her ſex's arts ſhe knew; and why not, then, 
Might deep diliembling have a place in men? 
Here hope began to dawn; retolv'd to try, 

She fix'd on this her utmeſt remedy : j 
Death was behind, but hard it was to dic. 

*T was time enough at laſt on death to call, 
The precipice in fight ; a ſhrub was all, [fall. j 

That kindly ſtood betwixt to break the fatal 

One maid ſhe had, belov'd above ric reſt: 

Secure of her, the ſecret ſhe confels'd ; . 
And pow the cheerful light her fears diſpell'd, 
She with no winding turns the truth conceal'd, } 


I pur ihe uoman off, aud ſtood rpveal'd : 
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[rig of a leg, complexion brown or fair, 
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With faults confeſs'd commiſſion'd her to go, 

If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe : 
The welcome meſſage made, was ſoon receiv'd 
Twas to be wiſh'd, and hop'd, hut ſcarce beiicv'd ; 
Fate ſcem'd a fair occaſion to preſent ; 

He knew the ſex, and fear d ſhe might repeat, 
Should he delay the moment of conſent. 

There yrt remain'd to gain her friends (a care 
The medeſty of maidens well might ſpare); 

Bur ſhe with ſuch a zeal the cauſe embrac'd, 
(As women, where they will, are all in haſte) 
The father, mother, and the kin beſide, 

Were overborne by fury of the tide; 
With full conſent of all the chang'd her ſtate; 
Rebitlets in her love, as in her hate. 

By her example warn'd, the reſt beware; 

More ealy, leſs imperious, were the fair; 

And that one hunting, which the devil deſign'd 
For one fair female, loſt him half che kind. 


— 


$ 34 The Reſciud. CHURcHhIL x. 


ROserus deceas d, each high aſpiring play 'r 
Puſh'd all his tat'reft for the vacant chair. 
The buſkin'd heroes of the mimic ſtage 

No longer whiae in love, and rant in rage; 
The monarch quits his throne, and condeſcend- 
Humbly to court the favour of his friends; 

For pity's fake tells undeferv'd miſhaps, 

And, their applauſe to gain, recounts his claps. 
{ hus the vi&toricus chiefs of ancient Pome, 
To win the mob, a ſuppliant's form aſſume, 

in pompous ſtrain ſiglit oer th' extinguiſh'd war, 
And ſhew where honour bled in ev'ry ſcar. 
But though bare merit might in Rome appear 
The ſtrongeſt plea for favour, tis not here; 


We form our judgment ia another way; 


And they wil! beſt ſucceed, who belt can pay: 
Thoſe, who would gaia the votes of Britiſh ti ibes, 
Muſt add to force of merit force of bribes. 
What can an actor give? In ev'ry age 
Cath hath been rudely baniſh'd from the ſtage ; 
Monarchs themſelves, to grief of ev'ry play'r, 
Appcar as often as their nnage there: 
Trey can't, like candidate for other ſeat, 
Pour ſcas of wine, and mountains raife of meat. 
Wine! they could bribe you with the world as 
ſoon, 
And of roaſt beef, they only know the tune: 
But what they have tliey give; could Clive do 
more, ' four? 
Though for each million he had brought home 
Shuter Keeps open houſe at Southwark fair, 
And hopes the friends of F umonr will be there; 
In Smithfield, Yates prepares the rival treat 
For thoſe who laugliter love, inflead of meat 
Foote, at Old Houſe, for even Foote will be, 
In ſelf-conceit, an actor, bribes with tea; 
Which Wilk inſon at ſecond-hand receives, 
And at the New, pours water on the leaves. 
The town divided, cach 1wns fev'ral ways, 
As paſſion, humour, int'reſt, party ſways. 
Things of no moment, colour of the hair, 


A dreſs 
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A dreſs well choſen, or a patch miſplac'd, 
Conciliate favour, or create diſtaſte. 
From galleries loud peals of laughter roll, 


And thunder Shuter's praiſes—he s fo droll. 


Embox'd, the ladies muſt have ſomething ſmart, 
Palmer ! Oh! Palmer tops the janty part. 
Scared in pit, the dwarf, with aching eyes, 
Looks up, and vows that Barry 's out of fize 
Whilſt to fix feet the vig'rous ſtripling grown, 
Declares that Garrick is another Coan. 

When place, of judgment is by whim ſupply'd, 
And our opinions have their rife in pride; 
When, in diſcourſing on each mimic elf, 

We praiſe and cenſure with an eye to ſelf; 
All mult meet friends, and Ackman bids as fair 
In ſuch a court, as Garrick, for the chair. 

At length agreed, all ſquabbles to decide, 

Ny ſome one judge the cauſe was to be try d; 
But this their ſquabbles did afreſh renew, 
W ho ſhould be judge in ſuch a trial: Who? 


For Johnſon ſome, but Johnſon, it was fear'd, 
Would be too grave; and Sterne too gay appear d: 


Others for Fiancklin voted; but 't was known, 
He ſicken'd at all triumphs but his own: 
For Colman many, but the peeviſh tongue 
Of prudent” Age found out that he was young: 
For Murphy ſome few pilf'ring wits declar'd, 
Whilſt Folly clapp'd her hands, at d Wiſdom ſtar'd. 
To miſchief rrain'd, e'en from his mother's 
womb, ; 
Grown old in fraud, tho' yet in manhood's bloom, 
Adopting arts, by which gay villains riſe, 
And reach the heights which honeſt men deſpiſe ; 
Mute at the bar, and in the ſenate loud, 
Dull 'mongft the dulleſt, proudeſt of the proud; 
A pert, prim prater of the northern race, 
Guilt in his heart, and famine in his face, 
tood forth ; and thrice he wavꝰ d his lily hand 
And thrice he twirl'd his tye—thrice ſtrok'd his 
band — aim, 
« At Friendſhip's call (thus oft with trait'rous 
Men void of faith uſurp faith's ſacred name) 
« Ar Friendſhip's call I come, by Murphy lent, 
Who thus by me develops his intent. 
But leſt, transfus'd, the ſpirit ſhould be loſt, 


That ſpirit which in ſtorms of Rhet' rie toſt, 


Bounces about, and flies like borrled beer, 
In his own words his own intentions hear. 

© Thanks to my friends—But to vile fortunes 

| born, 
No robes of fur theſe ſhoulders muſt adorn. 
Vain your applauſe, no aid from thence I draw ; 
Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law? 
Twice (curs'd remembrance !) twice I ſtrove to 
ain 

A mongſt the law inſtructed train, 
Who, in the Temple and Gray's-Ind, prepare 
For clicats' wretched feet the legal ſnare: 
Dead to thoſe arts, which poliſh and refine, 
Deaf to all worth, becauſe that worth was mine, 
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Twice did thoſe blockheads ſtartle at my name 
And foul rejection gave me up to ſhame. 
Fo laws and Jawyers then I bade adieu, 
And plans of far more lib'ral note purſue. 
Who will may be a judge—my kindling breaſt 
Burns for that chair which Roſtius once poſſeſo d. 
Here give your votes, your int'reſt here exert, 
And let ſucceſs for once attend deſert.” 

With flcek appearance, and with ambling pace, 
And, type of vacant head, with vacant face, 


he Proteus Hill put in his modeſt plea, 


Let favour ſpeak for others, worth for me.” — 
For who, like him, his various powers could call 
Into ſo many ſhapes, and ſhine in all? 

Who could fo nobly grace the motley lift, 
Actor, inſpector, doctor, botanilt ? 

Knows any one ſo well - ſure no one knows,. 


At once to play, preſcribe, compound, compoſe ? 


Who can—But Woodward came, Hill flipp'd 

| away, | 

Melting, like ghoſts, before the riſing day. 
Wich that low cunning, which in fools ſup- 

And amply too, the place of being wiſe, [plies, 

Which Natvre, kind, indulgent parent, gave 


i To qualify the blockhead for a knave; 


Witt that ſmooth falſehood, whoſe appearance 
chuwms, 

And reaſon of each 'wholſame doubt diſarms, 

Which to the loweſt depths of guile deſcends, 

By vileſt means purſves the vileſt ends, 

Wears friendſhip's maſk for purpoſes of ſpite, 

Fawns in the day, and butchers in the night; 

With that malignant envy, which turns pale, 

And fickens, even if a friend prevail, 

Which merit and ſucceſs purſues with hate, 

And darans the worth it cannot imitate z 

With the cold caution of a coward's ſpleen, 

Which fears not guilt, but always ſeeks a ſereen; 

Which keeps this maxim ever in her view 

What's baſely done, ſhould be done ſafely too; 

With that dull, rooted, callous impudence, 


| Which, dead to ſhame, and ev'ry nicer ſenſe, 


Ne'er bluſh'd, unleſs, in ſpreading Vice's ſnares, 
She blunder'd on ſome virtue unawares z 

With all theſe bleſſings, which we ſeldom find 
Laviſh'd by nature on one happy mind, 

A motley figure, ofthe Fribble tribe, 
Which heart can ſcarce conceive, or pen deſcribe, 
Came fimp'ring on; to aſcertain whoſe ſex 
Twelve ſage impanell'd matrons would perplex. 
Nor male, nor female; neither, and yet both; 
Of neuter gender, tho of Iriſh growth; 

A ſix- foot ſuckling, mincing in its gait; 
Affected. peeviſh, prim, and delicate; 

Fearful it ſeem'd, tho' of athletic make, 


| Left brutal breezes ſhould too roughly ſhake 


Irs tender form, and ſavage motion ſpread, 
O'er its pale checks, the horrid manly red. 
Much did it talk, in its own pretty phraſe, 


Of genius and of taſte, of play'rs and plays 


* This ſ-vere character was intended for Mr. Fitzpatrick, a perſon who had rendered himſelf remarkable 
by his activity in the playhouſe riots of 1763, relative to the taking balf prices. He was the hero of 


Gatrrick's Fribbleriad, 


Much 
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Much too of writings, which itſelf had wrote, 
Of ſpecial merit, tho? of little note; 

For Fate, in a ſtrange humour, had decreed 
That what it wrote, none but itſelf ſhould read; 
Much too it chatter d of dramatic laws, 
Misjudging critics, and miſplac'd applauſe; 
Then, with a ſeif-complacent jutting air, 

It fmil'd, it ſmirk d, it wriggled to the chair; 
And, with an awkward briſkneis not its own, 
Looking around, and perking on the throne, 
Triumphant ſeem'd, when that ſtrange ſavage 

dame, 

Known but to few, or only known by name, 
Plain common ſenſe appear'd, by nature there 
Appointed, with plain truth, to guard the chair. 
The pageant ſaw, and, blaſted with her frown, 
To its firſt ſtate of nothing melted down. 

Nor ſhall the muſe (for even there the pride 
Of this vain nothing ſhall be mortified) 

Nor ſhall the muſe (ſhould fate ordain her rhymes, 
Fond, pleaſing thought! to live in after- times) 
With fach a trifler's name her pages blot ; 
Known be the character, the thing forgot; 

Let it, to diſappoint each future aim, 

Live without ſex, and die without a name 

Cold-blooded critics, by enervate fires 
Scarce hammer'd out, when Nature's feeble fires 
Glimmer d their laſt; whoſe ſluggiſh blood, half 

froze, [ glows 
Creeps lab'ring thro' the veins ; whoſe heart ne'er 
With fancy-kindled heat ;—a fervile race, 
Who in mere want of fault, all merit place; 
Who blind obedience pay to ancient ichools, 
Bigots to Greece, and ſlaves to muſty rules; 
Wich folemn conſequence declar'd that none 
Could judge that cauſe but Sophocles alone. 
Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd, 
equious to the ſacred dictate, bow'd. | forth, 

When, from amidſt the throng, a youth ſtood 
Unknown his perſon, not unknown his worth ; 
His look beſpoke applauſe; alone he ſtood, 
Alone he ſtemm'd the mighty critic flood. 

He talk'd of ancients, as the man became 
Whopriz'd our own, butenvied not their fame; 
With noble rev'rence ſpoke of Greece and Rome, 
And ſcornꝰ d to tear the laure! from the tomb. 

« But more than juſt to other countries grown, 
Muſt we turn baſe apoſtates to our own ? 
Where dotheſe words of Greece and Rome excel, 
That England may not pleaſe rhe car as well? 
What mighty magic s in the place or air, 
That all perfection needs muſt centre there ? 
In ſtates, let ſtrangers blindly be preferr'd ; 
In ſtate of letters, merit ſhould be hear d. 
Genius is of no country, her pure ray 
Spreads all abroad, as gen ral as the day ; 

Foe to reſtraint, from place to place ſhe flies, 
And may hereafter e en in Holland riſe. 
May not (to give a pleaſing fancy ſcope, 
And cheer a patriot heart with patriot hope) 
May not ſome great extenſive Genius raiſe 
The name of Britain bove Athenian prailc ; 
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And, whilft brave thirſt of fame his boſom warms, 

Make England great in letters as in arms ? 

I here may there hath—and Shakeipeare's muſe 
aſpires | 

Beyond the reach of Greece: with native fires 

Movating aloft, he wings his daring flight, 

Whilſt Sophocles below Rands trembiing at his 
height. 

Why ſhould we then abroad for judges roam; 


{When abler judges we may find at home? 


Happy in tragic and in comic pew'rs, | 
Have we not Shakeſpeare *—-i{s not Jonſon ours? 
For them, your pat'ral judges, Britons, vote; 
They il judge like Britons, who like Britons 
write. [ ſway, 
He faid, and conquer'd=Senſe reſum'd her 
And diſappointed pedants ſtalk'd away. 
Shakeſpeare and Jonſon, with deſerv'd applauſe, 
Joint-judges were ordain'd to try the cauſe. 
Mean-time the ftranger ev'ry voice employ'd, 
To afk or tell his name - Who is it? — Lloyd., 
Thus, when the aged friends of Job ſtood mute; 
And, tamely prudent, gave up tie diſpute, 
Elihu, with the decent warmth of youth, 
Boldly ſtood forth the advoczte of truth 
Confuted falſchood, and diſabled pride, 
Whilſt baffled age ſtood ſnarling at his fide. 
The day of trial 's fix'd, not any fear 
Leſt day of trial ſhould be put off here. 
Cauſes but ſeldom for delay can call 
In courts where forms are few, fees none at all. 
The morning came, nor find I that the ſun; 


'As he on other great events hath done, 


Put on a brighter robe than what he wore 

To go his journey in the day before. 

Full in the centre of a ſpacious plain, 

On plan entirely new, where nothing vaing 

Natlung magniticent appear'd, but Art 

With decent modeſty perform'd her part, 

Roſe a tribunal : from no other caurt 

It borrow d ornament, or fought ſupport 2 

No juries here were pack'd to kill or clear, 

No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here; 

No gownſmen, partial to a chent's cauſe, 

To their own purpoſe turn'd the pliant laws. 

Each Judge was true and ſtcady to his truſts 

As Mansfield wiſe, and as old Foſter juſt. 
In the firft ſeat, in robe of various dyes, 

A noble wildneſs flaſhing from his eyes, 

Sat Shakeſpeare In one hand a wand he bore, 

For mighty wonders fam'd in days of yore; 

The other held a globe, which to his will 

Obedient turn'd, and own'd the maſter's ſkill : 


Things of the nobleſt Kind his genius drew, 


And jook'd thro' nature at a fingle view: 
A looſe he gave to his unbounded ſoul 
And raught new lands to riſe, new ſeas to roll ; 
Call'd into being ſcenes unknown before, 
And, paſſing nature's bounds, was ſomething 
| more. 
Next Jonſon ſat, in ancient learning train'd, 


His rigid judgment fancy's flights reſtrain'd, 


* Sir Michael Foſter, one of the Judges of the King's Bench, 
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Correctly prun'd each wild luxuriant thought, 
Mark'd out her courſe, nor ſpar'd a glorious fault. 


The book of man he read with niceſt art, 


And ranſack'd all the ſecrets of the heart; 


Exerted penetration's utmoſt force, 


And tiac'd each paſſion to its proper fource 

Then ſtrongly mark'd, in livelieſt colours drew, 

And brought each foible forth to public view. 

The coxcomb felt a laſh in ev ry word, 

And fools, hung out, their brother tools deterr'd, 

His comic humour kept the world in awe, 

And laughter frighten'd fuily more than law. 
But, hark The trumpet ſounds, the crowd 

gives way, 


And the proceſſion comes in juſt array. 


Now ſhould 1, in ſome ſweet poctic line, 
Offer up incenſe at Apollo's ſhrine; 

Invoke the muſe to quit her calm abode, 
And waken mem'ry with a ſleeping ode. 

For how ſhould mortal man, in mortal verſe, 
Their titles, merits. or their names rehearſe ? 
Bur give, kind dullneſs, memory and rhyme, 
We ll put off genius till another time. 

Firſt, order came. - ith folemn ſtep, and flow, 
In meaſur'd time his feet were taught to go. 
Behind, from time to time, he caſt his eye, 

Left this ſhould quit his place, that ſtep awry. 
Appearances to ſave his only care; | 
So things ſeem right, no matter what they are. 
In him his parents ſaw themſelves renew d, 
Begotten by Sir Critic on Saint Prude. 
Then came drum, trumpet, hautboy, fiddle, 
ute 3 


Next ſnuffer, ſweeper, ſhifter, ſoldier, mute: 
Legions of angels all in white advance; 


Furies, all fire, come forward in a dance 
Pantomime figures then are brought to view, 
Fools hand in hand with fools go two by two. 
Next came the treaſurer of either houſe ; 


One with full purſe, t' other with not a ſous. 


Behind, a group of figures awe create, 
Set off with all th' impertinence of ſtate ; 
By lace and feather conſecrate to fame, 
Expletive kings, and queens without a name. 
Here Havard, all ſerene, in the ſame ſtrains, 
Loves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complz1ns; 
His eaſy vacant face proclaim'd a heart 
W hich could not feel emotions, nor 1mpart. 
With him came mighty Davies. On my life, 
That Davies hath a very pretty wife: 
Stateſman all over In plots famous grown! 
He mouths a ſentence, as curs mouth a bone. 
Next Holland came. With truly tragic ſtalk, 
He creeps, he flies A hero ſhould not walk. 
As if with heav'n he warr'd, his eager eyes 
Planted their batteries againſt the ſkies 
Attitude, aQion, air, pauſe, ſtart, ſigh, groan, 


He borrow'd, and made uſe of as his own. 


By fortune thrown on any other ſtage, 
He might, perbaps, have pleas'd an eaſy age; 


But now appears a copy, and go more, 


Of ſomething better we have ſeen before, 
The actor who would bud a folid fame, 
Muſt imitation's ſervile arts diſclaim; 
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Act from himſel f, on his own bottom ſtand; 


hate een Garrick thus at ſecond-hand. 
Behind came King. - Bred up in modeſt lore, 
Baſhful and young he ſought Hibernia's ſhore ; 
Hibernia, fam'd, 'bove — other grace, 
0 


* 


Tutor'd by her all rivals to ſurpaſs, 
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For matchleſs intrepidity of face. 
From her his features caught the gen rous flame, 
And bid defiance to all fenſe of ſhame. | 
| [ Braſs. 
'Mongit Drury's ſons he comes, and ſhines in 

Lo Yates !-- Without the leaſt fineſſe of art 
He gets applauſe—T wiſh he'd get his part. 
When hot impatience is in full career, 

How vilcly “ Hark'e! Hark'e !” grates the ear 
When active fancy from the brain is ſent, 

And ſtands on tip-toe for ſome wiſh'd event, 

I hate thoſe careleſs blunders which recall 
Suſpended ſenſe, and prove it fiction all. 

In characters of low and vulgar mould, 
Where Nature's coarſeſt features we behold, 
Where, deſtitute of ev'ry decent grace, _ 
Unmanner'd jeſts are blurted in your face, 
There Yates with juſtice ſtrict attention draws, 
Acts truiy from himſelf, and gains applauſe. 
But when, to pleaſe himſelf or charm his wife, 
He aims at ſomething in politer life, | 
When, blindly thwarting nature's ſtubborn plan, 
He treads the ſtage, by way of gentleman, 

The clown, who no one touch of breeding knows, 

Looks like Tom Errand dreſs'd in Clincher's 
clothes. 

Fond of his drefs, fond of his perſon grown, 

Laugh'd at by all, and to himſelf unknown, 

From fide to fide he ſtruts, he ſmiles, he prates, 

And ſeems to wonder what 's become of Yates, 

Woodward, endow'd with various tricks of face, 
Great maſter in the ſcience of grimace, 

From Ireland ventures, fav'rite of the town, 
Lur'd by the pleaſing proſpect of renown; 

A ſpeaking Harlequin, made up of whim, 

Je twilts, he twines, hg tortures ev'ry limb, 
Plays to the eye with a mere monkeys art, 
And leaves to ſenſe the conqueſt of the heart. 
We laugh indeed, but, ou refle&ion's birth,  _ 
We wonder at ourſelves, and curſe our mirth. 
His walk of parts he fatally miſplac'd, 

And inclination fondly took for taſte ; 

Hence hath the town ſo often ſeen diſplay'd 
Beau in burleſque, high life in maſquerade. 

Bur when bold wits, not ſuch as patch up plays, 
Cold and correct, in theſe infipid days, 

Some comic character, ſtrong featur d, urge 
To probability's extremeſt verge, 

Where modeſt judgment her decree ſuſpends, - 
And, for a time, nor cenſures nor commends, 
Where critics can't determine on the ſpot, 
Whether it is in nature found or not, 
There Woodward ſafely ſhall his pow'rs exert, 
Nor fail of favour where he ſhews deſert. 
Hence he in Bobadil ſuch praiſes bore, 
Such worthy praiſes, Kitely ſcarce had more. 

By turns transform d into all kind of ſhapes, _ 
Conſtant to none, Foote laughs, cries, ſtruts and 
ſcrapes ; 


- Now 
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Now in the centre, now in van or rear. 
The Proteus ſhifts, bawd, parſon, auctioneer. 
His ſtrokes of humour, and his burſts of ſport, 
Arc all contain d in this one word, Diſtort. 

Doth a man ſtutter, lock a- ſq int, or halt? 
Mimics draw humour out of nature's fault, 

With perſonal defects their mirth adorn, 

And hang misfortunes out to public ſcorn. 
E'en I, whom nature caſt in hideous mould, 

; Whom, having made, the trembled to behold, 
Beneath the load of mimicry may groan, 

And find that nature's errors are my own. 
Shadows behind of Foote and Woodward came; 

Wiikinfon this, Obrien was that name. 

Strange to relate, but wonderfully true, 

That even ſhadows have their ſhadows too ! 

With no a fingle comic pow'r endu'd, 

The firſt a mere mere mimic's mimic ſtood ; 

The lakt, by nature forin'd to pleaſe, who thows, 
In Jonſon's Stephen, which way Genius grows; 
Self quite put off, affects. with too much art, 
To put on Woodward in eacli mangled part; 
Adopts his ſhrug, his wink, his ſtare; nay, more, 
His voice, and croaks ; for Woodward croak'd 

When a dull copier ample grace neglects, before. 
And reſts his imitation in defects, 

We readily forgive; but ſuch vile arts 
Are double guiit in men cf real parts. 

By nature form d in her perverſe} mood, 

Wu no one requiſite of art cndu'd, 0 
Next Jack ſon came. Obſerve that ſettled glare, 
Which better ſpeaks 2 puppe t than a player: 
Lik to that voice—did ever diſcord hear 
Sounds ſo well fitted to her untun d ear? 

When, to enforce ſome very tender part, 

The right-hand fleeps by inftin on the heart, 
His foul, of every other thought bereft, 

Is anxious only where to place the left; 

He ſobs and pants to ſooth his weeping ſpouſe, 
To footh his weeping mother, turns and bows 
Awkward, embarrats'd, ſtiff, without the ſkill 

Of moving gracefully, or ſtanding fiill, 

One leg, as if ſuſpicious of his brother, 
Defirous ſeems to run away from t' other. 

Some erro:s, handed down from age to age, 
Plead cuſtom's force, and ſtill poſſeſs the ſtage. 
That 's vile—ſhould we a parent's faults adore, 

And err, becauſe our fathers err'd before ? 

If, inattentive to the author's mind, 

Some actors made the jeſt they could not find, 
If by low tricks they marr'd fair nature's mien, 
And blurr d the graces of the fimple ſcene, 
Shall we, if reaſon rightly is employ'd, 

Not ſee their faults, or ſeeing not avoid ? 
When Falſtaff ſtands detected in a lie, 

" Why, without meaviag, rolls love's glaſſy eye ? 

Why ?—TF here s no cauſe at leaſt no cauſe we 

It was the faſhion twenty years ago: 


_— 


Faſhion, a word which knaves and fools may uſe 
Theit knavery and folly to excuſe. - | 
To copy beauties, forfeits all pretence | 
To fame—to copy faults, is want of ſenſe. 
Feet (tho' in ſome particulars he fails, 
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All gentlemen are melancholy mad, 
When 'tis not deem'd fo great a c:ime by half 
Lo violate a veſtal, as to laugh, 8 
Kude mirth may hope preſumptuous to engage 
An act of toleration for the ſtage, 
And courtiers will, like reaſonable creatures, 
Suſpend vain faſhion, and unfcrew their features, 
Old Falſtaff, play d by Love, ſhall pleaſe once 
more, | 
And humour ſet the audience in a roar. 
Actors I 've ſeen, and of no vulgar name, 
Who, being from one part poſſeſs d of fame, 
Whether they are to laugh, cry, whine, or bawl, 
Still idtroduce that fav'rite part in all. 
Here, Love, be cautious—nce'er be thou betray'd 
Lo call in that wag Falſtaff's dang'rous aid; 
Like Goths of old, howe'er he feems a friend, 
He'll ſeize that tl:rone you wiſh him to defend. 
In a peculiar mould by humour caſt, * | 
For Falſtaff fram'd—himfc!f, the firſt and laſt, — 
He ſtands alcof from all—maintains his ſtate, 
And ſcorns, like Scotſmen, to afiimilate. 
Vain all difguiſc—too plain we fee the trick, 
Tho' the knigi.t wears the weeds of Dominic, 
And Boniface, diſgrac'd, betrays the ſmack, 
In Anno Domini, of Falſtaff's ſack. | 
Arms crois'd, brows bent, eyes fix'd, fect 
| marching ſlow, 
A band of malceontents with ſpleen o'erflow ; 
Wrapt in cenceit's impenetrable fog, 
Which pride, like Phoebus, draws from ev'ry bog, 
They curſe rhe managers, and curſe the town, 
Whoſe partial favour keeps ſuch merit down. 
But if ſome man, more hardy than the reſt, 
Should dare attack theſe gnatlings in their neſt; 
At once they riſe with impotence of rage, 
Whet their ſmall ſtings, and buzz about the ſtage. 
„ "Tis breach of privilege !—Shall any dare 
To arm ſatiric truth againſt a player? 
Preſcriptive rights we plead time out of mind; 
Actors, unlaſh'd themſelves, may laſh mankind.” 
What! ſhall opinion then, of nature free 
And lib'ral as the vagrant air, agree _ 
To ruſt in chains like theſe, impos'd by things 
Which, leſs than nothing, ape the pride of kings 
No—though half-poets with half-players join 
To curſe the freedom of each honeſt line ; | 
Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek ; 
What the muſe freely thinks, ſhe Il freely ſpeak. 
With juſt di'dain of ev'ry paltry ſneer, 
Stranger alike to flattery and fcar, 
in purpoſe fix'd, and to herſelf a rule, 
Public contempt ſhall wait the public fool. 
Auftin would always gliſten in French filks, 
Ackman would Norris be, and Packer Wilks. 
For who, like Ackman, can with humour pleaſe ? 
Who can, like Packer, charm with ſprightly caſe ? 
Higher than all the reft, ſee Branſby ſtrut: 
A mighty Gulliver in Lilliput! 
Ludicrous Nature ! which at once could ſhew 
A man fo very high, ſo very low. 
If I forget thee, Blakes, or if I fay 


Some few particulars, where mode prevails) 


| Aught hurtful, may I never fee thee play q 


Let 


. 


Een „ 


Err 


88 


Mn 
4 


Fr 


37 


Let 


Decry thy various merit, and declare 


. Which, in attacking thee, attacks the age. 


To make his triumphs perfect, dub him player. 
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Let critics, with a ſupercilious air, 
Frenchman is ſtill at top; but ſcorn that rage 


French follies, univerſally embrac'd, 

At once provoke our mirth, and form our taſte. 
Long, from a nation ever hardly us'd, 

At random cenſur'd, wantonly abus'd, 

Have Britons drawn their ſport, with partial view 

Form'd gen'ral notions from the raſcal few; 

Condemn'd a people, as for vices known, 

Which, from their country baniſh'd, ſeek our 

own. 

At length, howe'er, the laviſh chain is broke, 

And ſenſe awaken'd, ſcorns her ancient yoke : 

Taught by thee, Moody, we now learn to raiſe 

Mirth from their foibles ; from their virtues, 

praiſe. | | 55 

Next came the legion, which our Summer Bayes, 

From alleys, here and there, contriv'd to raiſe, 

Fluſh'd with vaſt hopes, and certain to ſucceed 

With Wits whocannot write, and ſcarce can read. 

Vet'rans no more ſupport the rotten cauſe, 

No more from Elliot's worth they reap applauſe ; 

Each on himſelf derermines to rely, 

Be Yates diſbanded, and let Elliot fly, 

Never did play'rs ſo well an author fit, 

To nature dead, and foes declar'd to wit. 

So loud each tongue, ſo empty was each head, 

So much they talk d, fo very little ſaid, 

So wondrous dull, and yet 1 wondrous vain, 

At once ſo willing, and unfit to reign, 

That reaſon ſwore, nor would the oath recall, 

Their mighty maſter's ſoul inform'd them all. 
As one with various diſappointments fad, 

Whom dullneſs only kept from being mad, 

Apart from all the reſt great Murphy came 

Common to fools and wits, the rage of fame. 

What tho' the ſons of nonſenſe hail him fire, 

Auditor, author, manager, and ſquire, 

His reſtleſs ſoul's ambition ſtops not there 


In perſon tall, a gure form'd to pleaſe, 
If ſymmetry could charm, depriv'd of caſe; 
When mationleſs he ſtands, we all approve ; 
What pity 'tis the thing was made to move! 

His voice, in one dull, deep, unvaried found, 
Seems to break forth from caverns under ground. 
From hollow cheſt the low ſepulchral note 
Unwilling heaves, and ſtruggles in his throat. 

Could authors butcher'd give an actor grace, 
All muſt to him reſign the OY place. 
When he attempts, in ſome one fav'rite part, 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart, 

His honeſt features the dilguiſ⸗ defy, | 
And his face loudly gives his tongue the lye. 

Still in extremes, he knows no happy mean, 
Or raving mad, or ſtupidly ſerene. _ 

In cold-wrought ſcenes the lifeleſs actor flags, 
In palſion, tears the paſſion into rags. 
Can none remember ?—Yes—T know all muſt— 
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When o'er the ſtage he folly's ſtandard bore, 
Whilſt common-ſenſe ſtood trembling at the door, 
| How few are found with real talents bleſs d! 
Fewer with nature's gifts contented reſt, 
Man from his ſphere eccentric ſtarts aſtrayz 
All hunt for fame; but moſt miſtake the way, 
Bred at St. Omer's to the ſhuffling trade, 
The hopeful youth a jeſuit might have made, 
With various readings ftor'd his empty ſkuls, 
Learn'd without ſenſe, and venerably dull, 
Or, at ſome banker's deſk, like many more, 
Content to tell that two and two make four, 

His name had food in city annals fair, 
And prudent dullneſs mark'd him for a mayor. 
What then could tempt thee, in a critic age, 
Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a ſtage? 
Could it be worth thy wondrovs waſte of pains 
To publiſh to the world thy lack of brains? 

Or might not reaſon een to thee have ſhewn 
Thy greateſt praiſe had been to live unknown ? 
Vet let not vanity, like thine, deſpair :_ 
Fortune makes folly her peculiar care. 5 
A vacant throne high plac'd in Smithfield view, 
To ſacred dullneſs and — firſt· born due Ty 
Thither with haſte in happy hour repair, : 
Thy birth-right claim, nor fear a rival there, 
Shuter himſelf ſhall own thy juſter claim, 
And venal Ledgers puff their Murphy's name, 
Whilſt Venues or Dapper, call him which you 
Will, : E 
Shall blow the trumpet, and give out the bill. 
There rule ſecure from critics and from ſenſes 


Nor once ſhall genius riſe to give offene; 
Eternal peace ſhall bleſs the happy ſhore, . x 
And little factions break thy ret no more. 


From Covent-Garden crowds promiſeuous go, 


| Whom the muſe knows not, nor deſires to know. 


Ver'rans they ſeem'd, but knew of arms no more 
Than if, till that time, arms they never bore: 
Like Weſtminſter militia train'd to fight, 
They ſcarcely knew the left hand from the right. 
Aſham'd among ſuch troops to ſhew the head, 
Their chiefs were ſcatter' d, and their heroes fled. 
Sparks at his glaſs ſat comfortably down 
To pew frown from ſmile, and ſmile 'from 
rown ; 7 2285 11. 
Smith, the genteel, the airy, and the ſmart, 
Smith was juſt gone to ſchool to ſay his part 3 
Roſs (a misfortune which we often meet 
Was faſt aſleep at dear Statira's feet; 0 
Statira, with her hero to agree, 72 
Stood on her feet as faſt een as he; 1 
Macklin, who largely deals in half - form d ſounds, 


| Who wantonly tranigreſles nature's bounds, | / 


Whoſe acting 's hard, affected, and conſtrain d, 


| Whoſe features, as each other they diſdain d, 
At variance ſet, inflexible and coarſe, 


Ne er know the work ings of united force, 
Ne er kindly ſoften to each other's aid, 4 
Nor ſhew the mingled pow'rs of light and ſhade, 


No longer for a thankleſs ſtage concern'd, 


When in the Moor he ground his teeth to duſt, 


A gentleman Rill living, who publiſhed, at this VV Poem entitled. © The Retorg.” 
* A U _— E 98 ; 


To worthier thoughts his mighty genius turn” d, | 3 


' Harangu'd, 


3 
— — gare lectures, made each ſimple elf 
It as good a ſpenker as himfelf ; | 
Whilf the Whole town, mad with miſtaken zeal, 
An awkwatd rage for elocution feel; 
Dull eits and grave divines his — proclaim, 
And join with Sheridan's their Macklin's name; 
Shuter, who never car d a ſingle pin | 
Whether he left out honſenſe, or put in, 
Who aim'd at wit, tho“, levell'd in the dark, 
The random arrow E hit rhe mark, 
Ar Iſlington, all by the placid ftream : 
Where City — in lap of dullneſs dream, 
Where, quiet as her firams their ſtrains & flow, 
That all the patron by the bards may know, 
Secret as nigkt, with Rolt's experienc'd aid, 
The plan of future op ns laid, A 
Projefted ſcheities the ſummer months to chear, 
And ſpin out happy folly through the year. 
Dar h theſe rd-chiefs are 


That Covent · Garden troops ſhall want a head: 
Harlequin ebmes their chief See from afar, 
The hero ſeated in favraſtic car 8 2's 
Wedded to novelty, his only arme i 
Are wooden ſwords, wands, taliſmans, and charms; 
On ode file folly kits, by ſome call'd fun, 
And da the other, his arch-parron, Lun. 
Bead, for liberty a+rhirft in vain, 
_ Senſe, helpleſs captive, drags the galling chain. 
Six rude miſ-ſhapen beafts the chariot draw, 
Whom feaſdn loaths, and nature never faw ; 
Monſters, with rails of ice, and heads of fire; 
Gorgons; and hydras, and chimeras dire. 
Each was'beftrode by full as monftrons wight, 
Giant, dwarf, genius, elf, hermaphrodite. 
Thie town, ts uſual, met him in full cry; 
The toten, 28 Uſual, knew no reaſon w y. 
But faſhion fo direfts, and moderns raiſt 
On faſhion's tnould ring baſe their tranſie nt praiſe. 
Next; to the field a of females draw 
Their force; for Britain dns no falique law: 
Juſt to their worth, we female rights admit, 
Nor bar their claim to empire or to wit. 
Firſt, giggling, plotting chamber-maids arrive, 
Hoydens and romps, Ted on by gen ral Clive. 
In ſpite of outward blemiſhes, the ſhone 
For humour fam d, and humour all her own. 
Eaſy, as if at home, the ſtave the rrod, 
Nor ſought the critic's praiſe, nor fezr'd his rod, 
Original in ſpirit and in cafe, 
She pleas'd by hiding all attempts to plraſe. 
No comic attrefs ever yet could raiſe, 
On Numour's baſe, more merit or more praiſe, 
With all the native vigour of ixtecn, 
Among the merry troop conſpicuous ſeen, 
See lively Pope advance in jig and trip, 
Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip. 
Not without art, but yet to nature true, 
She charms the town with humour juſt, yet new. 
Chear'd by Her promiſe, we the leſi depfore 
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The fatal time when Clive ſtall be no more. 
10 Vincent comes—with fimple grace ar- 


ray'd, 


* 
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Nature through her is by reflection ſhown, 


Talk not to me of diffidence and fear 
I fee it all, but muſt forgive it here. 
Defe&ts like theſe which modeſt terrors cauſe, 
From impudence itſelf extort applauſe. 


Candour and reaſon till take virtue's part; 


e love e en foibles in fo good an heart. : 
Let Tommy Arne, with uſual pomp of ſtyle, 
Whoſe chief, whoſe _ merit 's to compile, 
Who, meanly pilfering here and there a bir, 
Deals muſic out as 1 deals out wit, 
Publiſh propoſals, laws for taſte preſcribe, 


And chant the praiſe of an Italian tribe; 
Let him reverſe kind nature's firſt decrecs, 


And teach een Brent a method not to pleaſe ; 
But never ſhall a truly Britifh age 

Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the ſtage. 

The boaſted work s call'd National in vain, 
If one Italian voice pollutes the ſtrain. 

Where tyrants rule, and flaves with joy obey, 
Let flaviſh minſtrels pour th' enervate lay; 
To Britons far more noble pleaſures ſpring, 


In native notes whilft Beard and Vincent fing. 


Might figure give a title unto fame, 


What rival ſhould with Yates diſpute her claim 
But juſtice may not parrial trophies raiſe, 


Nor fink the actreſs in the woman's praiſe. 


Still hand in hand her words and actions go, 


And the heart feels more than the features ſhew : 

For, through the regions of that beauteous face, 

We no variety of pathons trace; 

Dead to the ſoft emotions of the heart, 

No kindred ſoftneſo can thoſe eyes impart; 

The brow, Kill fix'd in forrow's ſullen frame, 

Void of diſtinction, marks all parts the ſame. 
What's a fine perſon, or a beauteous face, 

Unlefs deportment gives them decent grace? 

Blcfs'd with all other requiſites to pleaſe, 

Some want the ſtrik ing elegance ft caſe ; 

The curious eye their awkward movement tires; 

They ſeem like puppets led about * wires. 

Others, like ſtatues, in one poſture Kill, 

Give great ideas of the workman's {kill ; 

Wond ring, his art we praiſe the more we view, 

And only grieve he gave not motion roo. 

Weak of themfelves are what we beauties call, 

fr is the manner which gives ſtrength to all. 

This reaches cv'ry beauty to unite, 

And brings them forward in the noble light. 

Happy in this, behold, amidſt the throng, 

With tranfient gleam of grace, Hart ſweeps along. 
It all the wonders of external grace, | 

A perſon finely turn'd, a mould of face 

Where, union rare, exprefliog's lively force 

With beauty's ſofteſt magic holds diſcourſe, 


Attract the eye; if feelings void of art 
Rouſe the quick paſſions, and enflame the heart; 


If muſic, tweetly breathidg from the tongue, 
Captives the ear, Bride muſt not paſs unſung. 
hen fear, which rank ill- nature terms conceit, 
8 and cuſtom conquer' d, mall retreat; 
hen judgment, tutor d by experience ſage, 
| Vergh from age; 


| hall ſhoot abroad, and gather 


Men 


Whilſt Gay once more knows Polly for his own, 
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When heav'n in mercy ſhall the ſtage releaſe 
From the dull flumbers of a Rill-life piece: 
When ſome ſtale flow'r, diſgraceful to the walk, 


Which long hath hung, tho' wither'd on the talk, 


Shall kindly drop, then Bride ſhall make her way, 


And merit find a paſſage to the day; 


Brought into action, ſhe at once ſhall raiſe 
Her own renown, and juſtify our praiſe. 
Form'd for the tragic ſcene, to grace the ſtage, 
With rival excellence of love and rage, 
Miſtreſs of each foft art, with matchleſs (kill 
To turn and wind the paſſions as ſhe will; 
To melt the heart with ſympathetic woe, 
Awake the figh, and teach the tear to flow 
To put on phrenly's wild diſtracted glare, 
And freeze the foul with horror and deſpair ; 
With juſt deſert enroll'd in endleſs fame, 
Conſcious of worth ſuperior, Cibber came. 
When poor Alicia's madd ning brains are rack'd, 


And ſtrongly unag'd griefs her mind diſtract ; 


Struck with her grief, I catch the madneſs too 

My brain turns round, the headlets trunk I view! 

The roof cracks, ſhakes and falls new horrors 
riſe - - 


And reaſon buried in the ruin lies. 


Nobly diſdainful of each ſlaviſh art, 

She makes her firſt attack u n the heart: 
Pleas'd with the ſummons, it receives her laws, 
And all is ſilence, ſympathy, applauſe. 

But when, by fond ambition drawn aſide, 
Giddy with praiſe, and puff d with female pride, 
She quits the tragic ſcene, and, in pretence 
To comic merit, breaks down nature's fence ; 

I ſcarcely can believe my ears or cycs, 
Or find out Cibber through the dark diſguiſe. 

Pritchard, by nature for the ſtage deſign' d, 

In perſon graceful, and in ſenſe reha d; 

Her art as much as nature's friend became, 

Her voice as free from blemiſh as her fame. 

Who knows fo well in majeſty to pleaſe, 

Attemper d with the graceful charms of eaſe ? 
When Congreve's favour'd pantomime td grace, 


| She comes a captive queen of Mooriſh race; 


When love, hate, jealouſy, deſpair and rage, 
With wildeſt tumults in her breaſt engage; 
Still equal to herſelf is Zara ſeen; 
Her patlions are the paſſions of a queen. 

When ſhe to murther whets the timorous Thane, 
I feel ambition ruſhghrough ev'ry vein ; 
Perfusfion hangs upon her daring tongue, 
My heart grows flint, and ev'ry nerve 's new 

ſtrung. 1 0 


In comedy“ Nay, there,” cries eritic, 4 hold, 


Pritchard 's for comedy too fat and old. 


Who can, with, paticnce, bear the gray coquette, 
Or force à laugh with over grown Juletr ? | 


Her ſpeech, look, action, humour, all are juſt ; 

But then, her age and Ggure give dilguſt.” 
Are foibles then, and graces of the. mind, 

In real life, to ſize or age conſin dꝰ 

Do ſpirits flow, and is good - breeding plac'd 


In any ſet circumference of waiſt ? 


As we grow old, doth affectation ceaſe, 
Or gives not age new vigour to caprice ? 
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| Tf in ariginals theſe things appear, 


Why ſhould we bar them in the copy here ? 
The nice punctilio-mongers of this age, 

The grand minute reformers of the face, 
Slaves to propriety of ev'ry kind, | 
Some ſtandard-mcafure for each part ſhould find, 
Which when the beſt of actors ſhall exceed, 

Let it devolve to. one of ſmaller breed, 

All actors too upon the back ſhould bear 
Certificate of birth time, when place, where, 


| For how can critics rightly fix their worth, 


Unleſs they know the minute of their birth 
An audience tov, deceiv'd, may find too late 
That they have clapp'd an actor our of date. 

Figure, I own, at firſt may give offence, 
And harſhly ſtrike the eye's too curious ſenſe : 
But when perfeCQions of the mind break forth, 
Humour's chaſte ſallies, judgment's ſolid worth ; 
When the pure genuine flame, by nature taught, 
Springs into ſenſe, and ev*ry action 's thought; 
Before ſuch merit all objections fly; : 
Pritchard 's genteel, and Garrick s fix feet high. 

Oft have I, Pritchard; ſeen thy wondrous ſkull, 
Confeſs'd thee great, but ſind thee greater ſtill. 
That worth, which ſhone in ſcatter'd rays before, 
Collected now, breaks forth with double pow'r. 
The Jealous Wife ! on that thy trophies raiſe, 
[nferior only to the author's praiſe. 

From Dublin, fam'd in legends of romance 
For mighty magic of enchrinted lance, .- 
With which her heroes arm'd victorious · prove, 
And like a flood ruſh o'er the land of love, 
Moſſop and Barry came names ne'er deſigu d 
By fate in the ſame ſentence to he join'd. 

Rais'd by the breath of popular acclaim, - 


| They mounted to the pinnacle of fame; 


There the weak brain, made giddy with the height, 

Spurr'd on the rival chiefs ro mortal fight. 

Thus ſportive boys, around ſome baſon's brim, 

Behold the pipe-drawn bladders circling ſw im: 

But if, from lungs more potent, there ariſe * 

Two bubbles of a more than common-fize, 

Eager for honour they for ſight prepare, 

Bubble meets bubble, and both fink to air. 
Moſſop, attach'd to military plan, 

Stil Kept his eye fix'd on his r ght-hand man. 

Whilſt the mouth meaſures words with ſeeming 
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The right-hand labours, and the left lies-Rill 3 

For he reſolv'd on ſcripture-grounds-to go, 

What the right doth, the left-hand hall not 

know. | : 

With ſtudied impropriety of ſpeech, - 

He ſoars beyond the hackney critic's reach; 

To epithets allots emphatic Rate, l 

Whilſt principals, ungrac'd, like lacquies wait; 

In ways firſt trodden by himſelf excels, 

And ſtands alone in indeclinables; 


Con junction, prepoſition, ad verb join 


To ſtamp. new vigour on the nervous line: 

In monoſyllables his thunders roll. 

He, ſhe, it, and, we, ye, they, fright the ſqul. 

In perſon taller han the common fize, 
Behold where. Barry drawsadmiting eyes 

n e hen 


* 


His voice comes forth, like Echo from her cell; 


In elocution, action, character 


No flame from nature ever yet he caught; 


, Grey-bearded vet'rans, who, with partial tongue, 


Who having loft all reliſh for the ſtage, 


Inſulting ofer the aſhes of the dead, 


Yet real worth of evry growth ſhail bear 
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When lab'ring paſſions, in his boſom pent, 
Convulfive ge, and ſtruggliog heave for vent; 
Spectators, with imagia'd terrors warm, 
Anxious expect the burſting of the ſtorm : 
Bur, all unfit in ſuch a pile ro dwell, 


To ſwell the tempeſt needful ard denies, 
And all a-down the ſtage in feeble murmurs dies. 
What man, like Barry, with ſuch pains, can eri 


Mhat man could vice, if Barry was not here, 

Such well-applavded rendernets to Lear ? 

Who ele can ſpeak fo very, very fine, 

Thar ſenſe may kindly end with ev'ry line? 
Some dozen tines before the ghoſt is there, 

Behold bim for the folemn ſcene prepare. 

See how he frames his eyes, poiſes each limb, 

Puts the whole body into proper trim.— art. 

From whence we learn, with no great ftretch of 

Five lines hence comes a ghoſt, and, ha! a fart, 
When he appears moſt perfect, ſtill we find 


Whatever lights upon a part are thrown, 
We ſee too plainly they are not his own. 


Nor knew a feeling which he was not taught; 

He rais d his rrophies on the baſe of art, 

And cona'd his pafſions. as he conn'd his part. 
Quin, from afar lur d by the ſcent of fame, 

A ſtage Leviathan, put in his claim, | | 

Pupil of Betterton and Booth. Alone, 

Sullen he waik'd, and deem'd the chair his own. 

For how ſhou!d moderns, muſhrooms of the day. 

Whone'erthofſe maſters knew, know how toplay ? 


Extol the times when they themſelves were young; 


See not their own defects, but laſh the age, 
Receiv'd with joyful murmurs of applauſe 
Ther darling chief, and lin d his fav'rite cauſe. 
Far be it from the candid mule to tread 


Bur, juſt to living merit, ſhe maintains, 
And dares the teſt, whilft Garrick's genius reigns; 
Ancients i» vain endeavour to ina, 

Heppily prais d. if they could act as well. 
But though preſcription's force we diſallow, 
Nor to antiquity ſubmiſſive bow ; 
Though we deny imaginary grace, 
Founded on accidents of time and place; 


Due praiſe, nor muſt we, Quin, forget thee there. 


His words bore ſterling weight, nervous aud“ 
In manly ti-les of ſenſe they roll d along. ¶ſtrong 


Happy in art, he chiefy had pretence 
To keep up numbers, vet not forfeit ſenſe. 
No actor ever greater heights could reach 
In all the labour d artifice of ſpeech. 
Speech! Is that all And ſhaſ an actor found 
An univerſal fame on partial ground > / 
Parrots themſelves ſpeak properly by rote, 
And, in fix months, my dog thall howl by note. 
I laugh at thoſe, who, when the age they tread, 
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With ſtriẽt propriety their care 's confin'd 
To weigh out words, while paſſion halts behind. 
To ſy lable- diſſectors they appeal, 


Allow them accent, cadence, —fools may feel; 

But, ſpite of all the eriticiſing elves, 

Thoſe who would make us fect, muſt feel them- 
ſelves. 

His eves, in gloomy ſocket taught to roll, 

Proclaim'd the ſullen habit of his foul. 

Heavy and phlegmaric he trod the ſtage, 

Too proud for tenderneſs, too dull for rage. 

When Hector's lovely widow ſhines in tears, 

Or Rowe's gay rake dependant virtue jecrs, 

Wh the fame caſt of features he is ſeen 

Fo chide tie libertine, and court the queen. 

From the tame ſcene, which without paſſion flows, 

With juft deſert his reputation roſe; 

Nor leſs he pleas d, when, on ſame ſurly plan, 

He was, at once, the actor and the man. 

In Brute he thone unequall'd : all agree 


| Garrick 's not half ſo great a brute as he. 


Something which jars upon, and hurts the mind. 


When Cato's labour'd ſcenes are brought to view, 

With equal praiſe the actor labour'd too ; 

For fill you Il find, trace patiions to their root, 

Small dif'rence *twixt the Stoic and the brute; 

la fancied feenes, as in life's real plan, 

He could not for a moment fink the man. 

In wharecer caſt his character was laid, 

Self ftill, Ike ci}, upon the furface play'd. 

Nature, in ſpite of all his ſkill, crept in: 

Horatio, Dorax, Falſtaff, —tiil} twas Quin. 
Next follows Sheridan—a doubtful name, 

As yet unſettled in the rank of fame. 

This, fondly laviſh in his praiſes grown, 

Gives him all merit: That allows him none. 

Between them both we Il ſteer the middle courſe, 

Nor, loving praiſe, rob judgment of her force. 
Juſt his conceptions, natural and great : 

His feelings ſtrong, his words enforc'd with 

weight. 


| Was ſpeech- fam'd Quin himſelf tohear him ſpezk, 


Envy vovld drive the colour from his check: 
Bur ſtep- dame nature, niggard of her grace, 
Deny'd the ſocial pow'rs of voice and face. 
Fix d in one frame of features, glare of eye, 
Pallions, like chaos, in confuſion lie: 

In vain the wonders of his {kill are try'd 

To form diſtinctions nature hath deny'd. 

His voice no touch of harmony admits, 
Irregularly deep and ſhrill by hits: 

The two extremes appear like man and wife, 
Coupled together for the ſake of ſttife. 

His eQtion 's always ſtrong, but ſometimes ſuck, 
That candour muſt declare he acts too much. 
Why muſt impatience fall three paces back ? 


| Why paces three return to the attack > 


Why 1s the right-leg too forbid to ſtir, 

Untcis in motion ſerni. ircular ? 

Vhy muſt the hero with the Nailor vie, | 
And hur! the cloſe-clench'd fift at nofe or eye ? 
In royal John, with Philip angry grown, 

I thought he would have knock'd poor Davies 
Inhuman tyrant | was it not a ſhame, (down. 


Neglect the heart, to compliment the head; 


To fright a king harmleſs and fo tame 


But, 
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But, ſpite of all defects, his glories riſe; 
And art, by judgment form'd, with nature vies: 
Behold him ſound the depth of Hubert's ſoul, 
Whilſt in his own contending paſſious roll; 
View the whole ſcene, with critic judgment ſcan, 
And then deny him merit if you can. 
Where he falls ſhort, tis nature's fault alone 
Where he ſucceeds, the merit 's all his own. 
Laſt Garrick came. Behind him throng a trair 
Of ſnarling critics, ignorant as vain. 
One finds out,—* He 's of ſtature ſumewhat 
low, — | 
« Your hero always ſhould be tall, you know. — 
« True natural greatneſs all conſiſts in height.” 


' Produce your voucher, critic.—* Serjeant Kite.” 


Another can't forgive the paltry arts 
By which he makes his way to ſhallow hearts; 
Mere pieces of fineſſe, traps for applauſe— .- 

« Avaunt, unnatural ſtart, affected pauſe.” 

For me, by nature form'dto judge with phlegm, 
J can't acquit by wholeſale, nor condemn. 

The belt things carried to excels are wrong: 
The ſtart may be too frequent, pauſe too long: 
But, only us'd in proper time and place, 
devereſt judgment mult allow them grace. 

If bunglers, form'd on imitation's plan, 

Juſt in the way that monkies mimic man, 
heir copied ſcene with mangled arts diſgrace, 
And pauſe and ſtart with the ſame vacant face; 
We join the critic laugh; thoſe tricks we ſcorn, 
Which ſpoil the ſcenes they mean them to adorn. 
But when, from nature's pure and genuine ſource, 
Theſe ſtrokes of acting flow with gen'rous force; 
When in the features all the ſoul 's pourtray'd, 
And paſſions, ſuch as Garrick's, are diſplay d; 
To me they ſeem from quickeſt feelings caught: 
Each ſtart is nature; and cach pauſe is thought. 

Yo hen reaſon yields to paſſion's wild alarms, 
And the whole ſtate of man is up in arms 
What but a critic could condemn the player, 
For pauſing here, when cool ſenſe pautes there: 
Whilſt, working from the heart, the fire I trace, 
And mark it ſtrongly flaming to the face; 
Whilſt, in each ſopnd, I hear the very man; 

I can't catch words, and pity thaſe who can. 

Let wits, like ſpiders, from the tortur'd brain 
Fine-draw the critic-web with gurious pain; 
The gods,—a kindneſs Lhgith thanks muſt pay,— 
How form'd me of a coarſer kind of QF; 

or ſtung with envy, nor with ſpleen diſcas d, 
A poor dull creature, ſtill with nature pleas d; 
Hence to thy praiſes, Garrick, I agree, ; 
And, pleas'd with nature, muſt be pleas d with 

thee. 

Now might I tell, how ſilence reign'd through- 


3 1, 
And deep attention huſh'd the rabble roũt: 
How ey'ry claimant, tortur'd with deſire, 


Vas pale as aſhes, or as red as fire: 


Bo, looſe to fame, the Muſg more fimply-afts, 
ejects all flouriſh, and relates mere facts. 
The judges, as the ſeveral parties came, 
With temper heard, with judgment weigh'd each 
claim, : | 


; by not unconſcious what a doubtful taik 
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And, in their ſentence happily agreed, 

In name of both, Great Shakeſpear thus decreed; 
If manly ſenſe; if nature link'd with art; 

If thorough as of the human heart ; 

f pow'rs of acting vaſt and unconfin'd ; 

If feweſt faults with greateſt beauties join d 

If ſtrong expreſſion, and ſtrange pow'rs which lis 

Within the magic circle of the eye; | 

If feelings which few hearts, like his, can know, 

And which no face ſo well as his can ſhew; 

Deſerve the pref 'rence;—Garrick, take the chair 

Nor quit it—till thou place an equal there.” 


$ 35. The Pleaſures of Imagination. AKENSIDE, 
| | BOOK I. 
WITH what attraditive charms this goadly 


| frame 1 25 
Of nature touches the conſenting hearts 
Of martal men; and what the pleaſing ſtores 
| Which beautcous imitation thence derives a 
To deck the purt's, or the painter's toi; 
My verſe unfolds. Attend, ye gentle powers 
Of muſical delight] and while I fing | 
Your gifts, your honours, dance around my ſtrain, 
Thou, ſmiling queen of ev'ry tuneful breaſt, 
Indulgent Fancy! from the fruitful banks 
Of Avon, whence thy roſy fingers cull 
Freſh flowers and dews to ſprinkle on the turf 
Where Shakeſpear lies, be preſent: and with thee 
Let Fiction come, upon her. vagrant wings 
Wafting ten thouſand colours through the air, 
Which, by the glances of her magic eye, 
She blends and ſhifts at will, through countleſs 
— or | | 
Her wild creation. Goddeſs of the lyre, | 
W hich rules the accents. of the moving ſphere, 
Wilt thou, eternal Harmony! deſcend. f 
And join this feſtive train? for with thee comes 
The guide, the guardian of their lovely ſports, -+ 
Majettic Truth; and where Truth deigus to come, 
Her ſiſter Liberty will not be far. "Fe 
Be preſent, all ye Genii, who conduct 
The wandering footſteps of the youthful bard, 
New to your ſprings and ſhades; who touch his 
car . 5 | 

Wirh finer ſounds : who heighten to his eye 
The bloom of nature, and —.— him turn _— 
[ he gayeſt, happieſt attitude of things. 

Oft have the laws of each poeric ſtrain _ - + 
The critig-verſe employ'd ; yer fill unſung 
Lay this prime ſubject, though importing moſt, 
A poet's name: far fruitleſs is the attempt, 
By dull obedience and by creeping toll ,, 
Obſeute to conquer the ſevere aſcennt 
Of high Parnaſſus. Nature's kindling brezth 
Muſt fire the choſen genius; nature's hand, 
Muſt ſtring his nerves, and imp his eagle wings 
Impatient of the painful ſteep, to loar  , + 
High as the ſummit, there to breathe at large 
Ethereal air: with bards and ſages old, 
Immortal ſons of praiſe. Theſe flattering ſcenes 
Co this neglected labour court my ſong ; 
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To paint the fineſt features of the mind, 

And to moſt ſubtile and myſterious things 

Give colour, ſtrength, and motion. But the love 
Of nature and the muſes bids explore. | 
Through ſecret paths erewhile untrod by man, 
The fair poetic region, to detect 

Unrafted ſprings, to drink inſpiring draughts, 
And ſhade my temples with unfading flowers 
CulF'd from the laureate vale's profound receſs, 
Where never poet gaip'd a wreath before. 


” 
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The mind ſupreme. They alſo feel her charms» 
Enamour'd; they partake the eternal joy. 


For as old Meminon's image, long renown'd 
By fabling Nilus, to the quivering touch 


Of Titan's ray, with each repulſive ſtring 
Conſenting, founded through the warbling air 
Unbidden ftrains ; even fo did Nature's hand 
To certain ſpecies of external things, 


Attune the Leer organs of the mind; 


So the glad impulſe of congenial powers, 


m heaven my ſtrains begin: from heaven | Or of ſweer found, or fair proportion'd form, 


deſcends 
The flame of gemus to the human vreaſt, 
And love and beauty, and poetic jo 
And inſpiration. Ere the radiant ſun 
Sprang from the eaſt, or mid the vault of night 
he moon ſuſpended her ſerener lamp; 
Ere mountains, woods, or ſtreams adorn'd the 


: — 
Or Wi taught the ſons of men her lore ; 


The grace of motion, or the bloom of light, 
Thrills through Imagination's tender frame, 
From nerve to nerve: all naked and alive 

They catch the ſpreading rays : till now the foul 
At length diſcloſes every tuneful ſpring, 


To that harmonious movement from without 


Reſponſive. Then the inexpreffive ſtrain 


Difluſes its enchantment : Fancy dreams 


Of ſacred fountains and Elyſian groves, 


Then liv'd the Almighty One: then, deep-retir'd | And vales of blifs : the intellectual power 


In his unfathom d effence, view'd the forms, 
The forms eternal of created things; 
The radiznt fun, the moon's nocturnal lamp, 
The mountains, woods and ſtreams, the rolling 
. lobe. 
And *. mien celeſtial. From the firſt 
Of days, on them his love divine he fix d, 
His — : till in time complete, 
What he admir d and lov d, his vital ſmile 
Unfolded into being. Hence the breath | 
Of life informing each organic frame, 
Hence the green earth, and wild reſounding waves; 
Hence light and ſhade alternate; warmth and cold; 
And clear autumnal ſkies and vernal ſhowers, 


As airs that fan the ſammer. 


' Whoſe candid boſom the refining 
[Of Nature warms, O! liſten to my ſong; 
And I will guide ther to her favourite walks, 


Bends from his awful throne a wondering ear, 

And ſmiles : the paſſions, gently footh'd away, 

Sink to divine repoſe, and love and joy 

Alone. are waking ; love and joy, ſerene 

O! attend, 

W hoe er thou art, whom theſe r en can touch, 
ove 


And reach thy ſolitude her voice to hear, 

And point her lovelieft features to thy view. 
Knowthen, whate'er of nature's pregnant ſtores, 

Whate er of mimic art's reflected forms 

With love and admiration thus in flame 


And all the fair variety of things. The powers of fancy, her delighted ſons 


But not alike to every mortal - 6 

Is this great ſcene unveil d. For fince the claims 
Of ſocial life to different labours urge | 
The active powers of man; with wiſe intent 
The hand of Nature on peculiar minds 
Imprints a different bias, and to cach 
Decrees its province in the common toil. 
To ſome the taught the fabric of the ſphere, 
The change ful moon, the circuit of the ſtars, 
The golden zones of heaven: to ſome ſhe gave 
To weigh the moment of eternal things, 
Of time, and ſpace, and fate's unbroken chain, 
And will's quick impulſe : others by the hand 
She led o'er vales and mountains, to explore 
What healing virtue ſwells the tender veins 
Of Herbs and flowers; or what the beams of morn 
Draw forth, diftil!ing from the clifted rind 
In balmy tears. Bur ſome to higher hoves 
Were deſtin d; ſome within a finer mculd 
She wrought, and temper'd with a purer flame. 
To theſe the Sire omnipotent unfolds | 
The worid's harmonious volume, there to read 
The tranſcript of himſelf. On every part 
They trace the bright impreſſicus of his hand. 
In earth or air, the meadow's purple ftores, 
The moon's mild radiance, or the virgin's form 
Bloyming with roſy ſmiles, they ſce portray d 

| Gelen 


To three illuftrious orders have referr'd; 

Three fiſter-graces, whom the painter's hand, 

The poct's tongue confeſſes ; rhe ſublime, 

The wonderful, the fair. 1 fee them dawn! 

I fee the radiant viſions, where they riſe, 

More lovely than when Lucifer diſplays 

His beaming forehead through the gates of morn, 

To lead the train of Phœbus and the fpring. 
Say, why was man ſo eminently rais d 

Amid the vaſt creation; why ordain'd 

Through life and death to dart his piercing eye, 

With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame; 

But that the Omnipotent might ſend him forth 

In ſight of mortal and immortal powers, 

As on a boundleſs theatre, to run 

The great career of juſtice ; to exalt 

His generous aim to all diviner deeds ; 

To chaſe each partial purpoſe from his breaſt ; 

And through the miſts of paſſion and of ſenſe, . 

And through the tolling tide of chance and pain, 

To hold his courſe unfaltering, while the voice 

Of truth and virtue, up the ſteep aſcent 

Of nature, calls him to his high reward, 

The bypavding ſmile of heaven ? Elſe wherefore 

urns 3 | 
In mortal boſoms this unquenched hope, 
That breathes from day to day ſublimer thinps, 


That u beauty, which delights | 


And mocks poſſeſſion? wherefore darts the mind, 
e With 
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Proud of the 


With ſuch reſiſtleſs ardour to embrace 

Majeſtic forms ; impatient to be free, 

Spurning the — controul of wilful might; 
rong contention of her wid, 

Proud to be daring? Who but rather turns 

To heaven's broad fire his unconſtrained view, 

Than to the glimmering of a waxen flame? 

Who that, from Alpine heights, his labouring eye 

Shoots round the wide horizon, to ſurvey 

Nilus or Ganges rolling his bright waye 
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. obedient heart far otherwiſe incline, 
Witnets the ſprightly joy when aught unknown 
Strikes the quick ſenſe, and wakes each active 


power 

To briſker meaſures : witneſs the ne 

Of all familiar proſpects, though beheld 

With tranſport once; the foud attentive gaze 
Of young aſtoniſhment ; the ſober zeal | 
Of age, commenting on prodigious things. 

For fuch the bounteous providence of heaven, 


Through mountains, plains, through empires | In every breaſt implanting this deſire 


black with ſhade - 
And continents of ſand ; will turn his gaze 
To mark the windings of a ſcanty rill 


Of objects new and ſtrange, to urge us on 
With unremitted labour to purſue 
Thole facred ſtores that wait the ripening foul, 


That murmurs at his feet? The high-born ſoul | In Truth's exhauſtleſs boſom. What need words 


Diſdains to reſt her heaven-aſpiring wing 
Beneath its native quarry. Tir d of carth 

And this diurnal ſcene, ſhe fpriags aloft 
Through fields of air; purſues the flying ſtorm z 
Rides on the vollied lightning through rhe 


heavens ; 


To paint its power ? For this the daring youth 
Breaks from his weeping mother's anxious arms, 
ln foreign climes to rove; the penſive ſage, 
Heedlets of ſleep, or midnight's harmful damp, 
Hangs o'er the belly taper; and untir d 
The virgin follows, with inchanted ftep, 


Or, yok d with whirlwinds and the northern} The mazes of ſome wild and wondrous tale, 


aſt, 


From morn to eve; unmindful of her form, 


Sweeps the long tract of day. Then high ſhe ſcars| Unmindtul of the happy drefs that ſtole 


The blue profound, and hovering round the ſun 
Beholds him pouring the redundant ſtream 

Of light; beholds his unrelenting ſway 

Bend the reluctant planets to abſolve | 
The fated rounds of time. Thence far effus'd 
She darts her ſwiftneſs up the long career 
Of devious comets; through its burning ſigns 
Exulting meaſures the perennial wheel 

Of nature, and looks back an all the ſtars, 
Whole blended light, as with a milky zone, 


nveſts the orient. - Now amaz'd ſhe. views 


The empyreal waſte, where happy ſpirits hold, 
Beyond this concave heaven, their ealm abode ; 
And fields of radiance, whoſe unfading light 


Has travell'd the profound ſix thaufand years, 


Nor yet arrives in ſight of mortal things. 


Even on the barriers of the world untir'd 


She meditates the eternal depth below ; 

Till half recoiling down the headlong ſteep 

She plunges; ſoon o'erwhelm'd and ſwallow'd up 
In that immenſe of being. There her hopes 
Reſt at the fated goal, For from the birth 
Of mortal man, the fov'reign maker ſaid, 
That not in humble nor in brief delight, 


Not in the fading echoes of renown, 


Power's purple robes; nor pleaſure's flowery lap, 
The foul ſhould find enjoyment : but from thele 
Turning diſdainful to an equal good, 


The wiſhes of the youth, when every maid - 
With envy pin'd. Hence, finally, by night, 
The village-matron round the blazing hearth 
Suſpends the infant-auvdience with her tales, 
Breathing attoniſhment ! of witching rhimes, 
And evil ſpirits ; of the death-bed call 
Of him who robv'd the widow, and devour'd 
The orphan's portion; of unquiet ſouls * 
Riſen from the grave to caſe the heavy guilt 
Of deeds in life conceal'd ; of ſhapes that walk 
At dead of night, and clank their chains, and 
wave 
| The torch of hell around the murderer's bed. 
At every ſolemn pauſe the crowd recoil, _ 
Gazing each other ſpeechleſs, and congeal'd 


[Wich ſhivering fighs ; till eager for the event 


Around the beldame all arre& they hang, 

Each trembling heart with grateful terrors quell d. 
But lo! diſclos'd in all her ſmiling pomp, 
Where Beauty onward moving claims the verſe 


Her charms inſpire: the freely - flowing verſe 


In thy immortal praiſe, O form divine, 

Smooths her mellifluent ſtream. Thee, Beauty, 
| thee 4 | 1 

The regal dome, and thy enlivening rex | 

The moſſy roofs adore : thou, better ſun ! 

For ever beameſt on the enchanted heart 

Love, and harmonious wonder, aud delight 


Through all the aſcent of things inlarge her view, | Poetic. Brighteſt progeny of heaven 


Till every bound at length ſhould diſappear, 


And infinite perfection cloſe the ſcenc. 


How ſhall I trace thy featu. es? Where ſelect 
The roſeate hues to emulate thy bloom 


Call now to mind what high capacious powers | Haſte then, my ſong, through nature's wide ex - 


Lie folded up in man: how far beyond 

The praiſe of mortals, may the eternal growth 
Of nature to perfection half divine, 

Expand the blooming ſoul? What pity then 
Should floth's unkindly fogs depreſs to earth 
Her tender bloſſom; choak the ſtreams of life, 
Aud blaſt her ſpring ! Far otherwiſe deſign d 
Almighty wiſdom nature's happy cares 


panſe, | 

Haſte then, and gather all her eomelieſt wealth, 
Wharte'er bright ſpoils the florid carth contains, 
W hate'er the waters, or the liquid air, 
To deck thy lovely labour, Wilt thou fl 
With laughing Autumn to the Atlantic illes, 
And range with him the Heſperian field, and ſee 
Where'er his fingers- touch the fruitful grove, 
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The branches ſhoot with gold ; where'er his ſtep 
Marks the glad foil, the tender cluſters =m 
With purple r:pene's, and inveſt each hill 
As with the bluſhes of an evening ſky? 
Or wilt thou rather ſtocp thy vagrant plume, 
Where, gliding thiough his daughter s honour'd 
des, | 
The ſmooth Peneus from his glaſſy flood 
Reflects purpureal Tempe's pleaſant ſcene ? 
Fair Tempe! haunt belov'd of ſylvan powers, 
Of nymphs and fauns; where in the golden age 
They play d in ſecret on the ſhady brink 
Wich ancient Pan: while round their choral ſteps 
Young hours and genial gales with conſtant hand 
Shower d bloſſoms, odours, ſhower d ambroſial 
dews, f c ; 
And Spring's Elyſian bloom. Her fiowery ſtore 
To thee nor Tempe ſhall refuſe ; nor watch 
Of winged Hydra guard He{perian fruits 
From thy free ho. O bear then, unreprov'd, 
Thy ſmiling treaſures to the green recels 
Where young Dione ſtays. With ſweeteſt airs 
Entice her forth to lend ber angel-form 
For Beauty's honour'd image. Hither turn 
Thy grateful. 35 4 3 hither, gentle maid, 
Incline thy poliſh'd forehead : let thy eyes 
Effuſe the mildneſs of their azure dawn ; 
And may the fanning breezes waft aſide 
Thy radiant locks: diſcloſing, as it bends 
W ith airy ſoftneſs from the maryle neck, 
The cheek fair-blooming, and the roly lip, 
Where —_— ſanles and pleafures ſweet as 
ve, 
With ſanctity and wiſdom, tempering blend 
T heic ſoft allurement. Then the = 
Of nature, and her kind parental care 
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Confeſs'd- in aught, whoſe moſt peculiar ends 
Are lame and fruitleſs ? Or did Nature mean 
This pleaſing call the herald of a lie; 

To hide the ſhame of diſcord and diſeaſe, 

And catch with fair hypocrily the heart 

Of idle Faith? O no! with better cares 

The indulgent mother, conſcious how infirm 
Her offspring tread the paths of good and ill, 
By this illuſtrious image, in each kind 


Still more illuſtrious where the object holds 


[ts native powers moſt perfect, ſhe by this 
Illumes the headfirong impulſe of Deſire, 

And ſanctifies his choice. The generous glebe 
Whoſe boſom ſmiles with verdure, the clear tract 
Of ſtreams delicious ro the thirſty ſoul, 

The bloom of nectar d fruitage ripe to ſenſe, 
And every charm of animated things, 

Are only pledges of a ſtate ſincere, | 

The integrity and order of their frame, 

When all is well within, and every end 
Accumpliſh'd.— Thus was. Beauty ſent from 
hueavn; | 
The lovely miniſtreſs of Truth and Good 

In this dark world: for Truth and Good are one, 
And Beauty dwells in them, and they in her, 
With like participation. Wherefore then, 

O ſans of earth! would ye diſſolve the tie? 

O wherefore, with a raſh impetuous aim, 

Seek ye thoſe flowery joys with which the hand 
Of lavith Fancy paints each flattering ſcene 
Where Beauty ſeems to dwell, nor once inquire 
Where is the ſanction of eternal Truth, 

Or where the ſeal of undeceitful Good, 


To fave your ſearch from folly ! Wanring theſe, 
caling force Lo] Beauty withers in your void embrace, 


And with the glittering of an idiot's toy 


Worthier I'd fing: then all the enamour'd youth, | Did fancy mock your vows, Nor let the gleam 


With cach adminng virgin, to my lyre ? 
Should throng attentive, while I point on high 
Where Beauty's living image, like the morn 


Moves onward ; or as Venus, when ſhe ſtood 


That wakes in Zephyr's arms the bluſhing May, And Truth eternal. Though the poiſonous 


Of youthful hope-that ſhines upon your hearts, 
Be chill'd or clouded at this aw ful raſk, 
To lcarn the lore of undecentul Good, 


charms | 


Effulgent on the pearly car, and ſmil'd, 


Of baleful Superftition guide the feet 


Freſh from the deep, and conſcious of her form, Of ſervile numbers, through a dreary way 


To fee the Tritons tune their vocal ſhells, 
And each carulean fiſter of the flood 

With loud acclaim attend her o'er the waves, 
To ſeek the Idalian bower. Ye ſmiling band 


To their abode, through deſerts, thorns and mire; 
And leave the wretched piigrim all for lorn 

To mule at laſt, amid the ghofily gloom 

[Of graves, and hoary vaults, — cloiſter'd cells; 


Of youths and virgins, who through all the maze To walk with ſpectres through the midnight 


Of young deſire with rival-ſteps purſue 

This charm of beauty if the pleaſing toil 
Can yield a moment's reſpite, hither turn 
Your favourable car, and truſt my words, 

TI do not mean to wake the gloomy form 
Of Superſtition dreſs d in Wiſdom's garb, 

To damp your render hopes; I do not mean 
To bid the jealous rhunderer fire the heavens, 
Or ſhapes inferual rend the groaning earth 
To fright you from your joys; my cheerful ſong 
With better omens calls you to the field, 
Fleas d with your generous ardour in the chaſe, 
And warm like you. Then tell me, for ye know, 
Does Beavty ever deign to dwell where Health 
And active Uſe are ſtrangers? Is her charm 


i ſhade, | 

And to the ſereaming owl's accurſed ſong 
Attune the dreadful workings of his heart; 
Vet be not ye diſmay d. A gentler ſtar 

Y our lovely ſearch illumines. From the grove 
Where Wiſdom talk'd with her Athenian (ons, 
Could my ambitious hand cutwine a wrearh 

Of Plato's olive with the Mantuan bay, 
Ihen ſhould my powerful verſe at once diſpel 
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Thoſe monk iſh horrors : then in light divine 

Diſcloſe the Elyſian proſpect, where the fieps 

Of thoſe whom nature charms, through bloomin;; 
walks, 


Throngh fragrant mountains and poctic ſtream 


Amid the train e heroes, da 1 
{ | 5 


nn, 


Where dawns the high exprethon of a mind: 
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Led by their winged genius and the choir. 

Of laurell'd Science and harmonious Art, 

Proceed exulting to the eternal ſhrine, 

Where Truth conſpicuous with her ſiſter-twins, 
he undivided partners of her ſway, 

With Good and Beauty reigns. O let not us, 

Lull'd by luxurious Pleaſure's languid ſtrain, 

Or crouching to the frowns of Bigot-rage, 

O let us not a moment pauſe to join 

That godlike band. And if the gracious power 

Who firſt awaken'd my untutor'd ſong, 

Will to my invocation breathe anew : 

The tunefvul ſpirit ; then through all our paths 

Ne'er ſhall the ſound of this devoted lyre , 

Be wanting: whether on the roſy mead, 

When ſummer ſmiles, to warn the melting heart 

Of Luxury's allurement ; whether firm 

Againſt the torrent and the ſtubborn hill 

To urge bold Virtne's unremitted nerve, 

And wake the ſtrong divinity of ſoul 

That conquers chance and fate; or whether ſtruck 

For ſounds of triumph, to proclaim her toils 

Upon the lofty ſummit, round her brow 

To twine the wreath of incorruptive praiſe ; 

To trace her hallow'd lightthrough future worlds, 

And bleſs heaven's imaye in the heart of man. 
Thus with a faithful aim have we preſum'd, 

Adventurous, to delineate Nature's form; 

Whether in vaſt, majeſtic pomp array d, 

Or dreſt for pleafing wonder, or ſerene 

In beauty's roſy ſmile. It now remains, 

Through various being's fair-proportion'd ſcale, 

To trace the riſing luſtre of her charms, 

From their firſt twilight, ſhining forth at length 

To full meridian ſplendour. Of degree 

The leaſt and lowlieſt, in the effuſive warmth 

Of colours mingling with a random blaze, 

Doth Beauty dwell. Then higher in the line 

And variation of determin'd ſhape, 

Where Truth's eternal meaſures mark the bound 

Of circle, cube, or ſphere. The third aſcent 

Unites this varied ſymmetry of parts, 

With colour's bland allurement ; as the pearl 

Shines in the concave of its azure bed, 

And painted ſhells indent their ſpeckled wreath, 

Then more attractive riſe the bloming forms 


Through which the breath of Nature has infus'd 


Her genial power to draw with pregnant veins 
Nutritious moiſture from the bounteous earth, 
In fruit and ſeed prolific : thus the flowers 
Their purple honours with the ſpring reſume 
And ſuch the ſtately tree which autumn bends 
With bluſhing treaſures. But more lovely ſtill 
Is Nature's charm, where to the full conſent 
Of complicated members, to the bloom _ 

Of colour, and the vital change of growth, 
Life's holy flame and piercing ſenſe are given, 
And active motion ſpeaks the temper d foul : 
So moves the bird of Juno: ſo the ſteed 

With rival ardour beats the duſty plain, 

And faithful dogs with eager airs of joy | 
Salute their fellows. Thus doth Beauty dwell 
There moſt conſpicuous, even in outward ſhape, 
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To that eternal origin, whoſe power, 5 

Through all the unbounded ſymmetry of things, 

Like rays effulging from the parent fun, 

This endleſs mixture of her charms diffus d. 

Mind, mind alone (bear witneſs, earth and 
heaven!) ; 

The living fountains in itſelf contains | 

Of beautcous and ſublime : here hand in hand 

Sit paramount the Graces ; here enthron'd, 

Cceleſtial Venus, with divineſt airs, 

Invites the ſoul to never-fading joy. 

Look then abroad through nature, to the 

Of planets, ſuns, and adamantine ſpheres 

Wheeling unſhaken through the void immenſe; 

And ſpeak, O man ! does this capacious ſcene 

With half that kindling majeſty dilate 


| Thy ftrong conception, as when Brutus roſe. 


Refulgent from the ſtroke of Czfar's fate, 
Amid the crowd of patriots ; and his arm 
Aloft extending, like eternal Jove 

When guilt brings down the thunder, call'daloud 
On Tully's name, and ſhook his crimſon feel, . 
And bade the father of his country, hail ! 

For lo! the tyrant proſtrate on the duſt, 

And Rome again is free! Is aught fo fair 

In all the dewy landſcapes of the ſpring, 

Tn the bright eye of Heſper or the morn, 

In nature's faireſt forms, is avght ſo fair 


As virtuous friendſhip? as the candid bluſh 


Of him who ſtrives with fortune to be juſt ? 

The graceful tear that ſtreams for others woes 
Or the mild majeſty of private life, | 
Where Peace with ever-blooming olive crowns. 


The gate; where Honour's liberal hands effuſe 


Unenvied treaſures, and the ſnowy wings 

Of Innocence and Love protect the ſcene? _ 
Once more ſearch, undiſmay'd, the dark profound 
Where Nature works in ſecret z view the beds 
Of mineral treaſure, and the eternal vault 

That bounds the hoary ocean: trace the forms, 
Of atoms moving with inceſſant change 1 


| Their clemental round; behold the iceds 


Of beings, and the energy of life 

Kindling the maſs with ever-aCtive flame: 

Then to the ſecrets of the working ming 

Attentive turn; from dim oblivion call 

Her fleet, ideal band; and bid them, go! 

Break through time's barrier, and o'ertake the 
hour h | 

That ſaw the heavens created; then declare 

If aught were found in thoſe external ſcenes | 

To move thy wonder now. For what are all 

The forms which brute, unconſcious matter 
Wears, | wh ve RE. + 

Greatneſs of bulk, or ſymmetry of parts ? 

Not reaching to the heart, ſoon feeble grows - 

The ſuperficial impulſe ; dull their charms, 

And ſatiate ſoon, and pall the languid eye. 

Not fo the moral ſpecies, nor the powers 

Of genius and deſign ;/ the ambitious mind 

There ſees herſelf : by theſe congenial forms - 

Touch'd and awaken'd, with intenſer act 

She bcngs cach nerve, and meditates 3 

er 
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Her features in the mirror. For of all 
The inhabitants of earth, to man alone 
Creative Wiſdom gave to lift his eye 
To Truth's eternal meaſures; thence to frame 
The facred laws of action and of will, 
Diſcerning juſtice from unequal deeds, 
And temperance from folly. Bur beyond 
This energy of truth, whoſe dictates bind 
Afﬀenting reaſon, the benignant fire, - 
To deck the honour'd paths of juſt and good, 
Has added bright Imagination's rays : 
Where Virtue, nfing from the awful depth 
Of Teuth's myſterrous bofom, doth forſake 
The unadorn'd condition of her birth; 
And dreſs d by Fancy in ten thonſand hues, 
Aﬀumes a various feature, to attract, . 
With charms reſponſive to each gazer's eye, 
The hearts of men. Amid his rural wal 2 
The ingenvous youth, whom folitude inſpires 
With pureſt wiſhes, from the penſive ſhe 
Beholds her moving, like a virgin-mufe 
"That wakes her lyre to ſome indulgent theme 
Of harmony and wonder: while among 
The herd of ſervile minds, her ſtrenuous form 
Indignant flaſhes on the patriot's eye, | 
And throngh the rolls of —— 
To ancient honour, or in act ſerene, 
Yet watchful, raifes the majeſtic ſword 
Of public power, from dark Ambition's reach 
To guard the ſacred volume of the laws. 
Jenius of ancient Greece ! whoſe faithful ſteps 
Well-pleas d I follow through the ſacred paths 
Of nature and of fcienee; nurſe divine 
Of all Heroic deeds and fair defires! 
O! let the breath of thy extended praiſe 
| Inſpire my kindling boſom to the height 
Of this vntempted theme. Nor be my thoughts 
Preſumptudus counted, if amid the calm 
That fooths this vernal evening mo ſmiles, 
1 ſteal impattent from the ſordid haunts 
Of Strife and low Ambition. to attend 
Thy ſacred 2 in the ſy lyon ſhade, 
By their malignant footſteps ne er prof an d. 
Deſcend, propitious! to my favour'd eye; 
Such in thy mien, thy warm, exalted air, 
As when the Rerfian tyrant, foil d and ſtung 
With ſhame and deſperation, gnaſh d his teeth 
To ſee thee rend the — — of his throne; 
And at the lipmmning of thy lifted ſpcar 
Crouch's like a flave. Bring all thy martial ſpoils, 
Thy palms, thy laurels, thy trromphal ſongs, 
Thy fmiling band of arts, thy godlike fires 
Of civil wiſdom Fetiy heroic | 
Warm from the ſchools of Guide my way 
Throygh fair Lyceum's walk, the green retreat: 
Of Acarlemus, and the thymy vale, | 
Where oft enchanted with Socratic ſounds, 
Iliſſus pure devoly'd his tuneful ſtream 
In gertler murmurs. From the 2 
Of theſe auſpicious fields, may I unblam 
Tranfplant ſome fring bloſſoms to adorn 
My natire chme: while far above the flight 
Of Fancy's plume aſpiring, I unlock 
The ſprings of ancient wiſdom; while I join 
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Thy W honour'd ! with the immortal 
praiſe | 

Of Nature, while to my compatriot youth, 
point the high example of thy ſons, 

And tune to Attic themes the Britiſh lyre. 


$ 36. Daywa Paſtoral, Cunxnixcnan, 
e diem.” | Mon. 
g MORNING. 
JN the barn the tenant Cock, 
Cloſe to Partlet perch'd on high, 


"In crows (the ſhepherd's clock !) 


Jocund that the morning 's nigh. 


| Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 


Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire : 
And the peeping ſun-beam, now, 
Paints with gold the village fpire. 
Philomel furtakes the thorn, 

Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; 
And the Lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's fight. 
From the low - roof d cottage ridge, 
See the chatt ring Swallow ſpring; 
Darting through the one - arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing. 
Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale : 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 

Daiſies, in the dewy dale. 

From the balmy ſweets, uncloy” 
(Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) 


Fs the buſy Bee 's _— 


Sipping dew before the ſun. 

Trickling through the crevic'd rack, 
Where the hmpid ſtream diſtills, 
Sweet refreſhment waits the flack 
When tis ſun-drove from the hilk, - 


Colin, for the promis'd corn 
(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxjous. hears the huntſman's horn, 
Boldiy ſounding, drown his pipe. 
Sweet, — O ſweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſſom'd tpray } 
{Nature's univerſal ſong | 


Echoes to the riſing day. 


þ 


* 


; 
NOON. 


FERVID on the glitt ring flood, 
Now the noon-tide radjance glows : 

Dreoping o'er its infant bud, 7 
Not a dew-drop 's left the roſe, 

By the braok the ſhepherd dincs; 
From the fierce meridian heat 

Shelter d by the branching pines, 
Pendent oer his graſſy feat. 

Now the flock forſakes the glade, 


Where, uncheck d, the ſun-beams fall; 
re to find a leabng ſhade | 
By the ivy d abbey wall. 
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Echo in her airy round, 

O'er the river, rock and hill, 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, 

Save the clack of yonder mill. 


Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 

Or with languid filence ſtand 
Midway in the marſhy pool. 


But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings : 

Fearful leſt the noon-tide beam 
Scorch its ſoft, its ſilken wings. 


Not a leaf has leave to ſtir, 
Nature 's lull'd - ſerene and fill; 
Quiet cen the ſhepherd's cur, 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 
Languid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower. 
Now the hill—the hedge—is green, 
Now the warblers' throats in tune ! 
Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 


Brightcu'd by the beams of Noon! 


EVENING, 


O'ER the heath the heifer ſtrays 


Free; (the furrow'd taſk is done) 


Now the village windows blaze, 


Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 


Now he hides behind the hill, 

Sinking from a golden ſky : 

Can the pencil's mimic {kill _ 
Copy the refulgent dye? 
Trudging as the ploughmen go, 
(To the ſmoking hamlet bound) 
Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 

Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 
Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads, 

Shelter for the-lordly dome ! 

To their high-built airy beds 

See the rooks returning home! 
As the Lark, with vary'd rune, 

Carols to the evening loud; 

Mark the mild reſplendent moon” 

Breaking through a parted cloud! 
Now the hermit Howlet peeps | 

From the barn, or — brake 
And the blue miſt v creeps, 
Curling on the filver lake. 
As the Trout, in ſpeckled pride, 
Playful from irs boſom ſprings ; 
To the banks a ruffled ride | 
Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 


Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
Oier the path-divided dale, 
Mark the roſe-complexion'd-laſs, 


With her well-pois'd milking-pail, 
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And now, in ſilver'd 


| 
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Linnets, with unnumber'd notes, 

And the Cuckow bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. 


$ 37. The Contemplatift : a Night Piece. 
CUNNINGHAN, 


Nox erat 
„cum tacet omnis ager, pecudes, pictaeque volucres. * 
THE Queen of Contemplation, Night, 

Begins her balmy reigns 
Advancing m their varied light 

Her filver-veſted train. 

'Tis ſtrange, the many marſhal d ſtars, 
That ride yon ſacred round, 

Should keep, among their rapid cars, 
A filence ſo profound! 

A kind, a philoſophic calm 
The cool creation wears 

And what Day drank of dewy balm, 
The gentle Night repairs. 


Behind their leafy curtains hid, 


The feather'd race how till ! 

How quiet now the gameſome kid, 
That gambol'd round the hill ! 

The ſweets, that bending o'er their banks, 
From ſultry Day declin'd, 


Revive in little velvet ranks, 


And ſcent the weſtern wind. 


The Moon, preceded by the breeze 


That bade the clouds retire, 


Appears among the tufted trees, 


A Phoenix neſt on fire. 


But ſoft—the golden glow ſubſides ! 


Her chariot mounts on high! 
ep, the rid 
Pale regent of the ſky ! 
Where Time upon the wither'd tree 
Hath carv'd the moral chair, 
[ fit, from buſy paſſions free, 
And breathe the placid air. 


The wither'd tree was once in prime; 
Its branches brav'd the ſky ! | 

Thus, at the touch of ruthleſs Time, 
Shall Youth and Vigour die. | 


I'm lifred to the blue expanſe : 
It glows ferenely gay! 

Come, Science, by my fide advance, 
We 'll ſearch the Milky Way. 

Let us deſcend—The daring flight 
Fatigues my feeble mind; 

And Science, in the maze of light, 
Is impotent and blind. 

What are thoſe wild, thoſe wand'ring fires, 
That o'er the moorland ran ? f 


| | Vapours.—How like the vague deſires 


hat clleat the heart of Man 


But there 's a friendly guide!—a flame, 
That, lambent Ser its bed, 


Enlivens, with a gladſome beam, 


| The hermit's oher ſhed. 
| Among 
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Among the ruſſet ſhades of night, 
It glances from afar ! 

And darts along the duſk ; ſo bright, 
It ſeems a filver ſtar 


In coverts (where the few frequent) 
If Virtue deigns to dwell, 

*Tis thus, the little lamp, Content, 
Gives luſtre to her cell. 


How ſmooth that rapid river ſlides 
Progreiſive to the deep! 
The poppies, pendent o'er its ſides, 
Have charm'd the waves to tlecp. 
Pleafure's intoxicated fons ! 
Ye indolent ! ye gay 
Reflect for, as the river runs, 
Life wings its trackleſs way. 


That branching grove of duſky green 
Conceals the azure ſky ; F 

Save where a ftarry ſpace between 
Relieves the darken'd eye. | 


Old Error, thus, with ſhades impure, 
Throws ſacred Truth behind: 

Yet ſometimes, through the deep obſcure, 
She burſts upon the mind. | | 


Sleep, and her fiſter Silence reign, 
T hey lock the Shepherd's fold! 
But hark I bear a lamb complain, 
*Tis loſt upon the wold! | 


To ſavage herds, that hunt for prey, 
An unrefifting prize 5 

For having trod a devious way, 
The little rambler dies. 


As luckleſs is the Virꝑin's lot, 
Whom pleafuxe once miſguides : 

When hurried from the halcyon cot, 
Where Innocence prefides ——— 


The paſſions, a relentleſs train 
To tear the victim run: 

She ſceks the path of peace in vain, 

Is conquer d——and undone. 


How bright the little inſects blaze, 
Where willows ſhade the way ; 

As provd as if their painted rays 
Could emulate the Day ! 


Tis thus the pigmy ſons of pow 'r 
Advance their vain parade 

Thus glitter in the darken'd hour, 
And like the glow-worms fade | 


The ſoft ſerenity of night 
Ungentle clouds deform ! 
The ſilver huſt that thone fo bright, 
1s hid behind a ftorm! | 
The angry elements engage ! | 
An oak (an ivied bower !) 
Repels the rough wind's noiſy rage, 
And ſhields me from the ſhower. 
The rancour, thus, of ruſhing fate 
I've learnt to render vain: 
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For, whilſt Integrity 's her ſeat, 
The ſoul wilt fit ſerene, 


A raven, from ſore greedy vault, . 
Amidft that cloiſter'd gloom, 

Bids me, and tis a folemn thought! 
Reflect upon the tomb. 


The tomb! [The conſecrated dome 
The temple rais'd to Peace! 

The port, that to its friendly home 
Compels the human race ! 


Yon village, to the moral mind, 
A ſolemn aſpect wears; | 
Where ſleep hath lull'd the labour'd hind, 
And kill'd his daily cares: | 


'Tis but the church-yard of the Night; 
An emblematic bed ! 


That offers to the mental fight 


The temporary dead, 


From hence, I 'l] penetrate, in thought, 
The grave's unmeaſur'd deep; 

And tutor'd, hence, be timely taught 
To mect my final ſleep. 

Tis peace (The little chaos paſt ') 
The gracious moon refſtor'd ! 

A breeze ſucceeds the frightful blaſt, 
That through the foreſt roar'd ! 


The Nightingale, a welcome gueſt ! 
Renews her gentle ſtrains; _ 

And Hope (juſt wand'ring from my breaſt) 
Her wonted ſcat regains. 


Yes——When yon lucid orb is dark, 
And darting from on high ; 

My ſoul, a more celeſtial ſpark, 
Shall keep her native ſky. 


Fann'd by the light, the lenient breeze, 
My limbs refreſhment find; 

And moral rhapſodies, like theſe, 
Give vigour to the mind. 


$ 38. The Vins of Fancy, LAN cHhORN E. 
ELEGY I. 


(QHILDREW of Fancy, whither are ye fled? 

Where have you borne thote Hope-enliven'd 
hours, | 
That once with myrtle garlands bound my head, 
T hatonce heſtrew d myvernal pathwith flowers? 
In yon fair vale, where blooms the beechen groxe, 
Where winds the flow wave thro' the flowery 
plain, | 1 


To theſe fond arms you led the tyrayt, Love, 


With Fear and Hope and Folly in his train. 
My lyre, that, left at careleſs diſtance, hung 


1 Light on ſome pale branch of the oſier ſhade, 
To lays of amorous blandiſhment you ſtrung, 


And o'er my fleep the lulling muſic play d. 


breeze 


Slides ty thine car this ſoftly breathing ſtrain ; 


| Sounds 


© Reſt, gentle youth! while on the quivering 
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Sounds that move ſmoother than the ſteps of eaſe, 
And pour oblivion in the ear of pain. 
In this fair vale eternal ſpring ſhall mile, 
And Time unenvious crown each roſeate hour; 
Eternal joy ſhall every care beguile, 
Breathe in each gale, and bloom inevery flower. 


This filver ſtream, that down its cryſtal way 
Frequent has led thy muſing ſteps along, 

Shall, ſtill the ſame, in ſunny mazes play, 
And with its murmurs melodiſe thy ſong. 


Unfading green ſhall theſe fair groves adorn ; 
Thoſe hving meads immortal flowers unfold ; 

In roſy ſiniles thall rife each bluſhing morn, 
And every evening cloſe in clouds of gold. 


The tender Loves that watch thy ſlumbering reſt, 

And round thee flowers and balmy myrtles 
ftrew, 

Shall charm, thro' all approaching life, thy breaſt, 
With joys for ever pure, for ever new. 

The genial power that ſpeeds the golden dart, 
Each charm of tender paſſion ſhall infpire ; 

With fond affection fill the mutual heart, 
And feed the flame of ever- young Deſire. 


Come, gentle Loves! your myrtle garlands bring; 
The ſmiling bower with cluſter d roſes ſpread; 

Come, gentle Airs ! with incenſe-dropping wing 
The. breathing ſweets of vernal odour ſhed. 


Hark, as the ſtrains of ſwelling muſie riſe, 
How the notes vibrate on the fav'ring gale! 
Auſpicious glories beam along the ſkies, 
And powers unſeen the happy moments hail ! 


Ecftatic hours ! fo every diſtant day 
Like this ſerene on downy wings ſhall move; 
Riſe crown'd with joys thattriumph o'er decay, 
The faithful joys of Fancy and of Love.” 


ELEGY II. 


AND were they vain, thoſe ſoothing lays ye ſung ? 
| Children of Fancy! yes, your tong was vain ; 

On each foft air though rapt Attention hung, 

And Silence liſten'd on the flceping plain. 
The ſtrains yet vibrate on my raviſh'd ca, 

And ſtill to ſmile the mirc beauties ſeem, 
Though now the viſionary ſcenes appear 

Like the faint traces of a vaoiſh'd dream. 


Mirror of life! the glories thus depart 
Of all that Youth and-Love and Fancy frame, 
When painful Anguith ſpeeds the piercing dart, 
Or Envy blaſts the blooming flowers of Fame. 


- Nurſe of wild wiſhes, and of fond defires, 
The prophetefs of Fortune, falſe and vain, 
To ſeenes where Peace in Ruin's arms expires 
Fallacious Hope deludes her haplefs train. 


Go, Syren, go——thy charms on others try; 
My beaten bark at length has reach'd the ſhore; 

Yet on the rock my dropping garments lie; 
And let me perith, if I truſt thee more, 

Come, gentle Quiet! long-neglected maid ! 
O come, and lead me to thy moily cell; 
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There unregarded in the peaceful ſhade; 
With calm Repoſe and Silence let me dwell. 


Come, happier hours of ſweet unanxious reſt, 
When all the ſtruggling paſſions ſhall ſabſide ; 

When Peace ſhall claſp me to her plumy breaſt, 
And ſmooth my ſilent minutes as they glide. 


But chief, thou goddeſs of the thoughtleſs eye, 
Whom never cares or paſſions diſcompoſe, 

O bleſt Inſenſibility, be nigh, 

And w_ thy ſoothing hand my weary eyelids 

cloſe. | 

Then ſhall the cares of love and glory ceaſe, 
And all the fond anxieties of fame; 

Alike regardleſs in the arms of Peace, 

I thele extol, or thoſe debaſe a name. 


In Lyttelton though all the muſes praiſe, _ 
His generous praiſe ſhall then delight no more, 

Nor the ſweet magic of his tender lays | 
Shall touch the boſom which it charm'd before. 


Nor then, though Malice, with inſidious guiſe 
Of friendſhip, ope the unſuſpeCting breaſt ; 

Nor then, thovgh Envy broach herblackening lies, 

Shall theſe deprive me of a moment's reſt. 


O ſtate to be defir'd! when hoſiile rage | 
Prevails in human more than ſavage haunts ; 
When man with man eternal war will wage, 
And never yield that mercy which he wants: 


When dark deſign invades the cheerful hour, 

And draws the heart with ſocial freedom warm, 
[ts cares, its wiſhes, and its thoughts to pour, 
| Smiling inſidious with the hopes of harm. 


Vain man, to other's failings ſtill ſevere, 
Vet not one fotble in himſeif can find; 
Another's faults to Folly's eye are clear, 


But to her own een Wiſdom's ſelf is blind. 


O let me ii}, from theſe low follies free, 
This ſordid malice, and inglorious ſtrife, 

Myſelf the ſubject of my cenſure be, - 
And teach my heart to comment on my life. 


! With thee, Philoſophy, ftill let me dwell, 


My tutor'd mind from vulgar meanneſs fave ; 
Bring Peace, bring Quiet to my humble cell, 
| And bid them lay the green turf oa my grave. 


ELEGY III. 


BRIGHT o'erthe green hillsroſethe morning ray, 
The wood-lark's ſong reſounded on the plain; 

Fair Nature felt the warm embrace of day. 
And ſmil'd through all her animated reign: 


When young Delight, of Hope and Fancy born, 
His head on tufted wild thyme half-reclin's; 

Caught the gay colours of the orient morn, 
And thence of life this picture vain deſign'd: 


O born to thoughts, to pleaſures more ſublime 
Than beings of inferior nature prove b 
To triumph in the golden hours of Time, 
Aud feel the charms of fancy and of love! 

| a High- 


« High-favour'd man! for him unfolding fair 
In orient hight this native landſcape ſmiles ; 

For him ſweet Hope diſarms the hand of care, 
EKxalts his pleaſures, and his grief beguiles. 


« Blows not a bloſſom on the breaſt of Spring, 
Breathes not a gale along the bending mcad, 
Trills not a ſongſter of the foaring wing, 
Bur fragrance, health and melody ſucceed. 


O let me ſtill with ſimple Nature live, 
My lowly fietd-flowers on her altar lay, 
Enjoy the bleſſings that ſhe meant to give, 
calmly waſte my inoffenfive day 


« No titled name, no envy-teaſing dome, 
No glittering wealth my tutor d wiſhes crave; 
So Health and Peace be near my huinble home, 
A cool ſtream murmur, and a green tree wave. 
« So may the ſweet Euterpe not diſdain 
At Eve's chaſte hour her ſilver lyre to bring; 
The muſe of pity wake her ſoothing ſtrain, 
And tune to ſympathy the trembling ftring. 


« Thus glide the nfve moments, o'er the vale 
 _ While floating ſhades of duſky _ deicend : 
Not left untold the lover's tender tale, 


Nor unenjoy d the heart-enlarging friend. 
« To love and friendſhip flow the ſocial bowl ! 
o attic wit and elegance of mind; 
To all the native beauties of the ſoul, | 
The fimple charms of truth, and ſenſe refin'd! 


% Then to explore whatever ancient ſage 
Studious from nature's early volume drew, 
To trace ſweet Fiction through her golden age, 
And mark how fair the ee, Science, 
blew! 
Haply to catch ſome ſpark of eaftern fire, 
Heſperian fancy, or Hes caſe ; | 
Some melting note from Sappho's tender lyre, 
Some firam that Love and Phoebus taught to 
« When = rand ans ee light o'erthe mountain's 
dead, E | 
Then let me meet the morn's firſt beauteous ray; 
Carcleſsly wander from my ſylvan ſhed, | 
And catch the ſweet breath of the riſing day. 
Nor ſeldom, toit'ring as I muſe along, 
Mark from what flower the breuze its ſweet- 
neſs bore 3 | 
Or liſten to the labour-foothing ſong | 
Of bees that range the thymy uplands o'er. 
« Slow let me climb the'mountain's airy brow, 
The green height gain d, in muſeful rapture lie, 
Sleep to the murmur of the woods below, f 
Or look on Nature with a lover's eye. 
« Delightful hours ! O, thus for ever flow ; 
Led-by fair Fancy round the varied year : 
80 ſhall my breaſt with native raptures glo-, 
Nor feel one pang from folly, pride, or fear. 
1% Firm be my heart to Nature and to Truth, 
Nor vainly wander from their dictates ſage; 


80 Joy ſhall triumph on the brows of youth, 


— 
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OH! yet, ye dear, deluding viſions, ſtay ! 
Fond hopes, of Innocence and Fancy born! 


| For you I Il caft theſe waking thoughts away, 


For one wild dream of life's romantic morn. 


Ah4 no: the ſunſhine oer each objeA ſpread 
By flattering Hope, the flowers that blew fo fair; 
Like the gay gardens of Armida fled, 

And vaniſh d from the powerful rod of Care. 


So the poor pilgrim, who in rapturous thought 
Plans his dear journey to Loreuio's ſhrine, 
Seems on his way by guardian ſeraphs brought, 
Sees aiding angels faveur his deſigu. 
Ambroſial bloſſoms, ſuch of old as blew 

By thoſe freſh fonts on Eden's happy plain, 
And Sharon's roſes all his paſſage ftrew : 

So Fancy dreams; but Fancy s dreams are vain; 


Waſted and weary on the mountain's fide, 

His way unknown, the hapleſs pilgrim lies, 
Or takes ; Bows ruthleſs robber for his guide, 
And prone beneath his cruel ſabre dies. 

Life's morning-landſcape gilt with orient light, 
Where Hope and Joy and Fancy hold their 


reign, 


bright, h Twain: 
The blythe hours dancing round H periou's 
In radiant colours Youth's free hand pourtrays, 
Then holds the flattering tablet to his eye; 
Nor thinks how ſoon the vernal grove decays, 
Nor fees the dark cloud gathering o'er the ſky. 


Hence Fancy conquer'd by the dart of Pain, 
And wandering far from her P/atonic ſhade, 

Mourns o'er the-ruins of her tranſient reign, 
Nor unrepining ſees her viſions fade. 


Their parent banifh'd, hence her children fly, 
The fairy race that fill'd her feſtive train: 
Joy tears his wreath, and Hope inverts her eye, 
And Folly wonders that her dream was vam. 


mh 


$ 39. A Letter from Italy to the Right Honour- 
able Charles Lord Halijas, In the year 1701. 
_  Apvison. 
7 HTCE you, my Lord, the rural ſhades admire, 
And trom Britannia's public poſts retire, 
Nor longer, her ungrateful ſons to pleaſe, 
For their advantage ſacrifice your eaſe; 
Ne into foreign realms my fate conveys, 
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays, 
Where the ſoft ſeaſon and inviting clime 
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays, 
Where the ſoft ſeaſon and inviting clime 
Conſpire to trouble your repoſe with rhyme, 
For whereſoc'er | turn my raviſh'd eyes, 
Gay gilded ſcenes and ſhining prof] riſe ; 
Poetic fields encompaſs. me around, 
And ſtill I ſeem to tread on claſſic ground; 
For here the Muſe ſo oft her harp has ſtrung, 


So Hope ſhall ſmooth the dreary paths of age. 


Nat not a. mountain-rears its head unſung ; 
| Renown'd 


e ooo. we me 


The —— green wave, the blue ſtream ſparkling 
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Renown'd ih verſe each reny mam grows, 


And ev'ry ſtream in heavenly numbers flows. 
How am I pleas'd to ſeurch the hills and woods 
For riſing ſprings and celebrated floods 

To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courſe, 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his ſource, - 
To ſee the Miacio draw his wat'ry ſtore | 
Through the long windings of a fruitful ſhore, 
And hoary Albula's infedted nde 


O'er the warm bed of ſmoking I glide. 


Fir'd with a thouſand raptures I ſurvey 
Eridanus through flow'ry meadows ftray, 


The king of floods ! that, rolling o'er the ptains, 


The tow'ring Alps of half their moiſture drains, 

And, proudly ſwoln with a whole winter's ſnows, 

Diſtributes wealth and plenty where he flows. 
Sometimes, miſguided by the tuneful throng, 

I look for ſtreams immorrtaliz'd in ſong, 

That loſt in filence and oblivion lie 

(Dumb are their fountains, and their channels 


__ eory)z 
Yet run for ever by the Muſe's kill, 
And in the ſmooth deſcription murmur till. 

Sometimes to gentle Tiber! retire, 

And the fam'd river's empty ſhores admire, 
Thar, deſtitute of ſtrength, derives its courſe - 
From thrifty urns and an uafruitful ſource ; 
Yet, ſung fo often in poctic lays, 

With ſcorn the Danube and tix Nile ſurveys ; 
So high the deathleſs muſe exalts her theme 
Such was the Buyne, a poor inglorious ſtream, 
That in Hibernian vales obſcurely ſtray'd, 
And, unobſerv'd, in wild meanders play'd ; 
Till, by your-lines and Naffau's fword renown'd, 
Its riſing billows through the world refound ; 
Where'er the hero's godlike acts can pierce, 
Or where the fame of an immortal verſe. 

Oh could the Muſe my raviſh'd breaft inſpire 
With warmth like yours, and raite an equal fire, 
Unnumber'd beauties in my verſe ſhovid thine, 
And Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine! 

See how the golden groves around me ſmile, 

That ſhun the coaſt of Britain's ſtormy iſle, 

Or, when tranſplanted and preſerv'd with care, 

Curſe the cold clime, and ſtarve in northern air. 

Here kindly warmth their mountaia juice fer- 
ments | 

To nobler taſtes, and more exalted ſceuts; 

E'en the rough rocks with tender myrtte bloom, 

And trodden weeds fend ont a rich perfume. 

Bear me, fome God, to Baia's gentle ſeats ; 

Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats; 

Where weſtern gales eternally reſide, 

And all the ſeaſons laviſh all their pride; 

Bloſſoms, and fruits, and flow'rs together riſe, 

And the whole year in gay confuſion lies. 

Immortal.glories in my mind revive, 

And in my foul a thouſand paſſions firive, 
When Rome's exalted beauties I deſcry 
Magnificent in piles of ruin he. 

An amphitheatre's amazing height 
Here lle my eye with terror and delight, 


That on its public ſhows unpeopled Rome, 
And held uncrowded nations in its womb ; 
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Here pillars rough with ſculpture pierce the ſkies; 

And here the proud triumphal arches riſe, 

Where the old Romans deathleſs acts difplay'd 

Their baſe degen' rate progeny upbraid; 

M hole 11ivers here forſake the frelds below, 

And, wond'ring at their height, through airy 
channels flow. 

Still to new ſcenes my wand ring Muſe retires, 
And the dumb ſhow of breathing rocks admires ; 
Where the ſmooth chifel all its force has ſhewn, 
And fofren'd into fleſn the rugged ſtone. 

In folemn ſilence, a majeſtic band, 

Heroes, and gods, and Roman conſuls, ftand ; 

Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 

And emperors, in Parian marble frown ; 

While _ bright dames, to whom they humbly 
_ wee, 

Still wow the charms that their proud hearts ſub- 

dued. a 

Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearſe, 
And ſhew th” — IT m my verſe, 
Wn _ the mingled ſtrength of ſhade and 
| gut, a 
A new creation riſes to my fight; 0 
Such heavenly figures from his pencil flow 


From theme to theme with ſecret pleaſures toſt, 
Amidf the ſoft variety I m loſt. 
Here pleaſing airs my raviſh'd foul confound 
With circling notes and labyrinths of found; 
Here domes and temples riſe in diſtant views, 
And op'ning palaces invite my Muſe. 

How has kind Heaven adorn'd the h 
And ſcatter'd bleſſings with a waſteful hand 
But what avail her unexhaufted ſtores, 


Her blooming mountains, and her *. ſhores, 
imparts 


| So warm with life his blended colours plow, F 


With all the gifts that Heaven and 
The ſmiles of nature, and the charms of art, 
While proud Oppreſſion in her valleys reigns, 
And Tyranny uſurps her happy plains ? 
The poor inhabitant beholds in vain | 
The redd'ning orange and the ſwelling grain; 
Joy leſs he ſees the growing oils and wines, 
And in the myrile's fragrant ſhade repines ; 
Starves, in the midſt of nature's bounty curſt, 
And ia the loaden vineyard dies for thirſt. 
Oh Liberty, thou goddeſs heavenly bright, 
Profufe of bliſs, and pregnant with delight 
Eternal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, _ 
And ſmiling Plenty leads thy wanton train; 
tLas'd of her load, Subjection grows more light, 
And Poverty looks cheerful in thy fight; 
Thou mak'it the gloomy face of Nature gay, 
 Giv'ſt beauty to the Sun, and pleaſure to the Day. 
Thee, goddefs, thee Britannia's iſle adores ; 
How has the oft exhauſted all her ſtores, 
_ —_ in pe of death, thy preſence ſought, 
or thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought! 
On foreign — — the ſun refine 5 
The grape's ſoft juice, and mellow it ro wine; 
With citron groves adorn a diſtant ſoil, 
And the fat olive ſwell with floods of oil; 
We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 


In ten degrees of more indulgei t ſkies ; 
| * | Ner. 


368 


Nar at the coarſeneſs of our heaven repine, 
Tho' o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads ſhine : ' 
*Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's iſle, 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak 
mountains ſmile. 
Others with tow'ring piles may pleaſe the ſight, 
And in their proud aſpiring domes delight; 
A nicer touch to the ſtretch'd canvas give, 
Or tcach their animated rocks to live; 
Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 
Aud hold in balance cach contending ſtate; 
To threaten bold preſumptuous kings with war, 
And autwer her afflicted neighbour's pray 'r. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by ficice alarms, 
Blefs the wile conduct of her pious ams; 
Soon as her flects appear, their terrors ccaſe, 
And all the northern world lies huſh d in peace. 
Th ambitious Gaul beholds, with fecret dread, 
Her thunder aim'd at his aſpiring head, | 
And fain her godlike ſons would diſunite 
By forcign gold, or by domeſtic ſpite; 
Bur firives in vain to conquer or divide, 
Whom Naffau's arms defend and counſels guide. 
Fir'd with the name, which I fo oft have found 
The diſtant climes and diff rent tongues reſound, 
J bridle in my ſtruggling Muſe with pain, 
That longs to launch into a bolder ſtrain. 
Bur I ve already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous ſong. 
My humble verie demands a ſofter theme, 
A painted meadow, or a purliog ſtream z 
Unfit for heroes; whom immortal lavs, 
And lines like Virgil's or like yours, ſhould praiſe. 


BY 40. The Campaign. ADbis0N. | 
To bis Grace the Duke of Marlborongh, 1705. 


+ 0M Rheni pacator et Itri 
© Omois in hoc uno vyariis diſcordia ceffit_ 
* Ordinibus z lacratur eques, plauditque ſenators 
e Yoraque pat:icic certant plebeia favori.” X 
TDN CLavud. de Laxd. Stilic. 


K anquam in terris tentem quae ſia imperfa, ſuo labore ac 


„ jugtis practct, Maria trajiciat : ne quod toto orhe terrarum 
« injuſtem imperivcem fit, ct ubique zus, fas, lex, potentifiima 


* ge.“ | 
; ; Liv. Hip. lib. 33. 


WII crowds of princes your deſerts pro- 
claim, | 
Proud in their number to enrol your name; 
While emperors to you cammit their cauſe, 
And Anna's praiſes crown the vaſt applauſe; 
Accept, great leader, what the Muſe recires, 
That in ambiticus verſe - ps 4 your fights. 
Fir'd and tranſported with a theme ſo new, 
Ten thonſand wonders op'ning to my view 
Shine forth at once; ſieges and ſtorms appear, 
And wars and conqueſts fill th' important year; 
Rivers of blood I fre, and hil's cf flain, 
An Iliad ring out of one campaign. 

The haughty Gaul beheld, with tow'ring pride, 
His ancient bounds enlarg'd on every fide ; 
Pyrene s lofty barriers were ſubducd, 
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| Envy itſelf is dumb, in wonder loſt, 


| 
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Auſonia's ſtates, the victor to reſtrain, 

Oppos'd their Alps and Apennines in vain, 

Nor found themſelves, with ſtrength of rocks im- 
mur'd, 

Behind their everlaſting hills ſecur'd ; 

The fifing Danube its long race began, 

And half its courſe thro' the new conqueſts ran ; 
Amaz'd, and anxious for her ſov'reign's fates, 
Germania trembled through a hundred ſtates; 
Great Leopold himſelf was ſeiz'd with fear; 

He gaz'd around, but ſaw no ſuccour near; 

He gaz'd, and half-abandon'd to deſpair 

His hopes on Heaven, and confidence in pray'r. 
To Britain's queen the nations turn their cyes ; 
On her reſolves the weſtern world relies; 


| Confiding till, amidſt its dire alarms, 


In Anna's councils, and in Churchill's arms. 
Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms rent, 
To fit the guardian of the continent 


That fees her braveſt ſon advanc'd fo high, 


And flouriſhing ſo near her prince's eye; 


Thy fav'rites grow not up by fortune's ſport, 
Or from the crimes or follies of a court; 


On the firm baſis of deſert they riſe, _ | 
From long-tricd faith, and friendſhip's holy ties: 


Their ſovereign's well-diſtinguiſh'd ſmiles they 


ſhare; 

Her ornaments in peace, her ſtrength in war; 

The nation thanks them with a public voice; 

By ſhow'rs of bleflings Heaven approves their 

[ choice; 

And factions ſtrive who ſhall applaud them moſt. 
Soon as ſoft vernal breezes warm the ſky, 

Britannia's colours in the zephyrs fly; 

Her chief already has his march begun, 

Crofling the provinces himſclf had won, 

Till the Moſelle, appearing from afar, 

Retards the progreſs of the moving war. 

Delightful ſtream, had nature bid her fall 

In diſtant climes far from the perjur'd Gaul 

But now a purchaſe to the ſword ſhe hes, 


Her harveſts for uncertain owners riſe, 
6 gericuto, Della gerat pro HIibertate aliorum. Nec hoc finitimis, | 
„ aut propinquact vicinitatis hominibus, aut terris continenti | 


Each vineyard doubtful of its maſter grows, 
And to the victor's bowl each vintage flows. 
The diſcontented ſhades of ſlaughter d hoſts 
That wander'd on, her banks, her heroes' ghoſts, 
Hop'd, when they ſaw Britannia's arms appear, 
The vengeance due to their great death was near. 


The mighty ſcheme of all his labours caſt. 

Forming the wondrous year withia his thought 

His boſom glow'd. with battles yet unfought. 

The long laborious march he firſt ſurveys, 

And joins the diſtant Danube to the Maeſe ; 

Between whoſe floods ſuch pathleſs foreſts grow 

Such mountains riſe, fo many rivers flow: 

The toil looks lovely in the 3 eyes, 

And danger ſerves but to enhance the prize. 
Big with the fate of Europe, he renews 

His dreadful courſe, and the proud foe purſues! 

Infected by the burning Scorpion's heat, 


The ſultry gales round his chaf d temples beat, 


Till on the borders of the Maine he finds 


Defenſive ſhadows, and refreſhing winds, 


And in the midſt of his wids empicc ſtood; 
— ; 
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Our godlike leader, ere the ſtream he paſs d, 
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Whilſt in their wombs ten thouſand thunders 
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Our Britiſh youth, with in-born freedom bold, 
Unnumber'd ſcenes of ſervitude behold, 
Nations of flaves, with tyranny debas'd, 
(Their Maker's image more than half defac'd) 
Hourly inſtructed, as they urge their toil, 
To prize their queen, and love their native ſoil. 
Still to the riſing ſun they take their way 
Thro' clouds of duft, and gain upon the day. 
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaſt 
With cooling ſtreams revives the fainting hoſt, 
That cheerfully his labours paſt forgets, 
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Thick'ning their ranks, and wedg'd in firm array, 
The cloſe compacted Britons win their way; 
In vain the cannon their throng'd war defac'd 
With tracks of death, and laid the battle waſte; 
Still prefling forward to the fight, they broke 
Thro' flames of ſulphur and a night of ſmoke, . 


Pill ſlaughter'd legions fill'd the trench below, 


And bore their fierce avengers to the foe. | 
High on the works the mingling hoſts engage 

The battle, kindled into ten-fold rage, 

With ſhow'rs of bullets, and with ſtorms of fire 


The midnight watches, and the noon-day heats. 


'Burns in full fury; heaps on heaps expire 


O er proſtrate towns and palaces they pals Nations with nations mix'd confus'dly die, 


(Now cover'd o'er with wovds, and hid in graſs) 
Bre#thing revenge; whilſt anger and difdain 
Fire ev'ry breaſt, and boil in ev'ry vein. 
Here ſhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far 
Riſe up in hideous view, the guilt of war; 


Whilſt here the vine ver hills of ruins climbs, 


Induſtrious to conceal great Bourbon's crimes. 
At length the fame of England's hero drew 
Eugenio to the glorious interview. 

Great ſouls by inſtinct to each other turn, 
Demand alliance, and in friendſhip burn ; 

A ſudden friendſhip, while with firetch'd-ovt rays 
They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze. 
Poliſh'd in courts, and harden d in the field, 
Renown'd for tonqueſt, and in council ſkill'd, 


Their coutage dwells not in a troubled flood 


Of mbunting ſpirits, and fermenting blood; 
Lodg'd in the foul, with virtue over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd by reaſon, and by reaſon cool'd, 
in hours of peace content to be unknown, 
And only in the field of battle ſhewn : | 
To fouls like theſe, ih mutual friendſhip join'd, 
Heaven dares entruſt the cauſe of human-kind. 
Brttannia's graceful ſons appear in arms, 
Her haraſs'd troops the hero's preſence warms ; 
Whilſt the high hills and rivers all around 
With thund'ring peals of Britiſh ſhoucs refound : 
Doubling their ſpeed, they march with freth de- 
light, „ 
Eager for glory, and require the fight. 
So the ſtaunch hound the trembling deer purſues, 
And ſmells his footſteps in the tainted dews, 
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And loſt in one promiſcuous carnage lie. 
How many gen'rous Britons meet their doom, 


New to the field, and heroes in their bloom 


Th' illuſtrious youths, that left their native ſhore 
To march where Britons never march'd befo.e 
(Oh fatal love of fame l, oh glorious hear, 

Only deſtructive to the brave and great) 

After ſuch toils o'ercome, ſuch dangers paſt, 
Stretch'd on Bavarian ramparts, breathe their laſt. 
But hold, my Muſe, may no complaints appear, 
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear : 
While Marlb'rough lives, Britannia's ſtars diſpenſe 
A friendly light, and ſhine in innocence : 
Plunging through ſeas of blood his fiery ſteed 
Where'er his friends retire, or foes ſucceed ; - 
Thoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to ſudden flight, 


| And turns the various fortune of the fight. 


Forbear, great man, renown'd in arms, forbear 
To brave the thickeſt terrors of the war; 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowds of foes, - 
Zritannia's ſafety, and the world's repoſe; 
Let nations anxious for thy life abate E 8 
This ſcorn of danger, and conteinpr of fate: 
Thou liv'ſt not for thyſelf; thy Queen demands 
Conqueſt and peace from thy victorious hands; 
Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join, 
And Europe's deftiny depends on thine. 
At length the long-diſputed pals they gain, 


By crowded armies fortified in vain 


q 


The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield, 


And fee their camp with Britiſh N fill'd. 
So Belgian mounds bear on their ſhatter'd ſides 


The tedious track unrav'lling by degrees: i ſca's whole weight, increas d with ſwelling 


* * 2 | 
But when the ſcent comes warm in ev'ry breeze, 


Fir'd at the ncar approach, he ſhoots away 
On his full ſtretch, and bears upon his prey. 
The march concludes, the various realms arc 
Th' immortal Schellenberg appears at laſt: ¶ paſt; 
Like hills th' aſpiring ramparts riſe on high, 
Like valleys at their feet the trenches lie; 
Batt'ries on batt'ries guard each fatal paſs, 
Threat'ning deſtruction ; rows of hollow braſs, 
Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep, 


eep. ſight, 
Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the glorious 
His march o'erpaid by ſuch a promis'd fight, 
The weſtern ſun now ſhot a feeble ray, 
And faintly ſcatter'd the remaias of day: 
Ev'ning approach'd ; but oh what hoſts of foes 


But if the ruſhing wave a paſſage finds, Ltides; 

Enrag'a by wat'ry moons, and warring winds, 

Fhe trembling peaſant fees his country round 

Cover'd with tempeſts, and in oceans drown'd, 
The few ſurviving foes difpers'd in flight 


.i (Refuſe of ſwords and gleanings of a fight) 


In ev*ry ruſtling wind the victor hear, 

And Marlboruugh's form in ev'ry ſhadow fear, 

Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace 

Befricnds the rout, and covers their diſgrace. 
To Donavert, with unrefiſted force, 

The gay victorious army bends its courſe. 

The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields, 

Whatever ſpoils Bavaria's ſummer yields | 

(The Danube's great increaſe) Britannia ſhares, . 

The food of armics and ſupport of wars: 

With magazines of death, deſtructive balls, 


Were never to behold that ev'ning cloſe ! 


And cannon doom'd to batter Landau's walls, 
B b | The 
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The victor finds each hidden cavern ſtor'd, 
And turns their fury on their guilty lord. 
Deluded prince! how is thy greatneſs croſs'd, 
And all the gaudy dream of empire loſt, 
That proudly ſet thee on a fancied throne, 
And made imaginary realms thy own ! 
Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join, 
Shall thortly ſeek for ſhelter from the Rhine, 
Nor find it there ! Surrounded with alarms, 
Thou hop'ſt th aſſiſtance of the Gallic arms ; 
The Gallic arms in ſafety ſhall advance, 
And crowd thy ſtandards with the pow 'r of France; 
While, to exalt thy doom, th' aſpiring Gaul 
Shares thy deſtruction, and adorns thy fall. 
Unbounded courzge: and compaſſion join'd, 
Temp' ring each other in the victor's mind, 
Alternately proclaim him good and great, 
And make the Hero and the Man complete. 
Long did he firive th obdurate foe to gain 
By proſſer d grace, but long he ſtrove in vair; 
Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to ſpare 
His rifing wrath, and gives a4ovſe to war, 
In vengeance rous'd, the ſoldier fills his hand 
With ſword and fire, and ravages the land; 
A thouſand villages to aſhes turns, 
In erackling flames a thouſand harveſts burns. 
To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 
And mix'd with bellowing herds confus'dly bleat; 
Their trembling lords the common ſhade partake, 
And cries of infants found in ev'ry brake : 
The liſt'ning ſoldier fix' in forrow frands, 
Loth to obey his leader's juſt commands ; 
The leader grieves, by gcn'rous pity fivay'd, 
To fee his juſt commands fo well obcy'd. 
But now the trumpet, terrible from far, 
Tn fbriller clangors animates the war; 
Confed'rate drums in fuller concert beat, 
And cchoing hills the loud alarm repcat : 
Gallia's proud ſtandards, to Bavaria's join'd, 
Unfurl their gilded lilies im the wind; 
The dating prince his blaſted hopes renews, 
And, while the thick embattied hoſt he views 
Stretch'd out in deep array, and dreadful length, 
His heart dilates, and glories in his ſtrength. 
The fatal day its mighty courſe began, 
That the griev'd world had long defir'd in vain; 
States that their new captivity bemoan d, 
Armies of mertyrs that in exile groan'd, x 
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 
And pray'rs in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr d, 
Europe's loud crics, that Providence aſlail'd, 
And Anna's ardent vows, at length prevail'd : 
'The day was come when Heaven defign'd to ſhew 
His care and conduct of the world below. 
Behold in awful march and dread array 
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Though fens and floods poſſeſs the middle ſpace, 
That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to paſs ; 
Nor fens nor floods can ſtop Britannia's bands, 

When her proud foerang'd on their borders ſtands, 
But oh, my Muſe, what numbers wilt thou find 


To ſing the furious troops in battle join'd ! 


Methinks I hear the drum's tumultuous ſound 
The victors' ſhouts and dying groans confound, 
The dreadful burſt of cannon rend the ſkies, 
And all the thunder of the battle riſe. [prov'd, 
Twas then great Marlborough's mighty foul was 
That, in the ſhock of charging hoſts unmorv'd, 
Amidſt confuſion, horror, and defpair, 
Examin'd all the dreadful ſcenes of war: 
In peaceful thought the field of death furvey'd, 


To fainting ſquadrons ſent the timely aid, 


[vſpir'd repuls'd battalions to engage, 

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 
So when an angel by divine command 

With riſing tempeſts ſhakes a guilty land, 

Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paſs'd, 
Calm and ſerene he drives the furious blaſt ; 
And, pleas'd ti Almighty's orders to perform, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and dire&ts the ſtorm, 
But ſee the hauzhty houſchold - troops advance! 
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France. 
The war's whole art each private ſoldier knows, 
And with a general's love of conqueſt glows ; 
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear 
Lavghs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh ſpear : 
Vain infolence ! with native freedom brave, 
The meaneſt Briton ſcorns the higheſt ſlave ; 
Contempt and fury fire their ſouls by turns, 


| Each nation's glory in each warrior burns; 


Each fights, as in his arm th” important day 
And all the fate of his great monarch lay: 

A thounfand glorious actions, that might claim 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame, 


| Confus'd in crowds of glorious actions lie, 


And trcops of heroes undiſtinguiſh'd die. 
O Dormer, how can 1 behold thy fate, 
And not the wonders of thy youth relate ! 
How can I ſec the gay, the brave, the young, 
| Fall in the cloud of war. and lie unſung ! 

In joys of conqueſt he reſigns his breath, 
And, fill'd with England's glory, ſmiles in death. 
1 he rout begins, the Gallic ſquadrons run, 
jCompelF'd in crowds to meet the fate they ſhun; 
Thouſands of fiery ſteeds with wounds transfix'd, 
Flcating in gore, with their dead maſters mix d, 
'Midft heaps of ſpears and ſtandards driven around, 
Lie in the Danube's bloody whirlpools drown'd. 
Tronps of bold youths, born on the diſtant Soaue, 
Or 3 of the rapid Rhone, 
Or where the Seine her flow'ry fields divides, 


The long extended ſquadrons ſhape their way ! | Or where the Loire thro winding vineyards glides, 


Drath, in approaching terrible, imparts - 

An anxious or to the braveſt hearts; 

Vet do their beating breaſts demand the ſtrife, . 
And thirſt of glory quells the love of life. 

Ng vulgar fears can Britiſh minds controul: 
Heat of revenge and noble pride of foul 
O'crlook the fue, advantag'd by his poſt, 


In heaps the rolling billows ſweep away, 

And into Scythian ſeas their bloated corps convey. 
From Blenheim's tow'rs the Gaul, with wild 
Beholds the various havoc of, the fight; [affright, 
His waving banners, that ſo oft had ſtood 


- | Planted in fields of death and ſtreams of blood, 


So wont the guarded enemy to reach, 


_ Lejjen his numbers, and contract his hoſt ; 


| And rife triumphant in the fatal breach, 


Or 
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Or pierce the broken foe's remoteſt lines, 

The hardy veteran with tears reſigns. 
Unfortunate Tallard! Oh, who can name 

The pangs of rage, of ſorrow, and of ſhame, 

That with mix'd tumult in thy boſom ſwell'd, 

When firſt thou ſaw'ſt thy braveſt troops re- 

pell'd. 

Thine only ſon pierc'd with a deadly wound, 

Chok'd in his blood, and gaſping on the ground; 

Thyſelf in bondage by the victor kept 

The chief, the father, and the captive, wept. 

An Engliſh Muſe is touch'd with generous woe, 

And in th' unhappy man forgets the foe ! 

Greatly diſtreſs'd! thy loud complaints forbear, 


Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war; 


Give thy brave foes their due, nor bluſh to own 
The fatal field by ſuch great leaders won, 
The field whence fam'd Eugenio bore away 
Only the ſecond honours of the day. 

With floods of gore that from the vanquiſh'd fell 


The marſhes ſtagnate, and the rivers ſwell. 


Mountains of ſlain lie heap'd upon the ground, 

Or 'midſt the roarings of the Danube drown'd; 

Whole captive hoſts the conqueror detains 

In painful bondage, and inglorious chains; 

Ev'n thoſe who ſcape the fetters and the ſword, 

Nor ſcek the fortunes of à happier lord, 

Their raging King dithonours, to complete 

Marlborough's great work, and finiſh the defeat. 
From Memminghen's high domes, and Aug- 
ſpburg's walls, 

The diſtant battle drives th' inſulting Gauls; 

Freed by the terror of the victor's name, 

The reines ſtates his great protection claim; 


 Whilt Ulme th' approach of her deli verer waits, 


And longs to open her obſequious gates. 

The hero's breaſt till ſwells with great deſigns, 
In ev'ry thought rhe tow'ring genius ſhines : 
If to the foe his dreadful courſe he bends, 
O'er the wide continent his march extends ; 
It ſieges in his labouring thoughts are form'd, 
Camps are aſſaulted, and an army ſtorm'd; 
If to the fight his active ſoul is bent, 
The fate of Rumi turns on its event, 
What diſtant land, what region, can afford 
An action worthy his victorious ſwordꝰ 
Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, 
To make the ſeries of his toils complete ? 

Where the fwoln Rhine ruſhing with all its force 
Divides the hoſtile nations in its courſe, 
While each contracts its bounds, or wider grows, 
Enlarg'd or ſtraiten'd as the river flows, 
On Gallia's ſide a mighty bulwark ſtands, 
That all the wide-extended plain commands; 
Twice, ſince the war was kindled, has it tried 
The victor's rage, and twice has chang'd its fide; 
As oft whole armies, with the prize o'erjoy'd, 
Have the long ſummer on its walls employ d. 
Hither our mighty chief his arms direts, 

ence future triumphs from the war expects; 
And though the dog-ſtar had its courſe begun, 
Carries his arms till nearer to the ſun: 
Fix'd on the glorious action, he forgets 


The change of ſeaſons, and increaſe of heats; 
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No toils are painful that-can danger ſhew, 
No climes unlovely that contain a foe. 

The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reſtrain'd, 

Learns to encamp within his native land; 

But, ſoon as the victorious hoſt he ſpies, 

{rom hill to hill, from ſtream to ſtream he flies: 

Such dire impreſſions in his heart remain 

Of Marlborough's ſword, and Hochſtet's fatal 
lain: 

in vale Briczacie mighty chief beſets 

Their ſhady coverts, and obſcure retreats z 

They fly the conqueror's approaching faine, 

That bears the force of armies in his name. 

Auſtria's young monarch; whoſe imperial ſway 
Sceptres and thrones are deſtin'd to obey, 
Whoſe boaſted anceſtry ſo high extends 
That in the Pagan gods his hneage ends, 

Comes from afar, in gratitude 10 own 

The great ſupporter of his fathers throne 2 
What tides of glory to his boſom ran, 

Claſp'd in th* embraces of the godlike man! _ 
How were his eyes with pleaſing wonder fix'd 
To ſee ſuch fire with ſo much ſweetneſs mix d, 
Such eaſy greatneſs, ſuch a graceful port, 

So turn'd and finiſh'd for the carap or court! 

Achilles thus was form'd with ev'ry grace, 
And Nircus ſhone but in the ſecond place; 

Thus the great father of almighty Rome 
(Divinely fluth'd with an immortal bloom 
That Cytherea's fragrant breath beſtow'd) 

In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd. 

The royal youth, by Marlborough's preſence © 
| . charm'd, x 

Tavght by his counſels, by his actions warm'd, 
On Landau with redoubled fury falls, 
Diſcharges all his thunder on its walls ; | 
O'er mines and caves of death provokes the fight, 
And learns to conquer in the hero's ſight. b 

The Britiſh chief, for mighty toils renown'd, 
Increas'd in titles and with conqueſts crow nd, 
To Belgian coaſts his tedious march renews, 
And the long windings of thy Rhine purſues, 
Clearing its borders from ufurping foes, 

And bleſt by reſcued nations as he goes. 

Treves fears no more, freed from its dire alarms z 

And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms: 
Seated on rocks her proud foundations ſhake, 
| While Marlborough prefles to the. bold attack, 
Plants all his batr'ries, bids his cannon roar, - 
And ſhews how Landau might have fallen before. 
Scar'd at his near approach, great Louis fears 
anne referv'd for his declining years, 
Forgets his thirft of univerſal ſway, 

And ſcarce can teach his ſubjects to obey 
His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd, 
Th' ambitious projects for his race deſtroy d, 
The works of ages ſunk in one campaign, 

And lives of millians facrific'd in vain. 

Such are th' effects of Anna's royal cares: 
By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars, ; 
Ranges thro* nations, whereſve'er disjoin'd, 
Without the wonted aid of fea and wind. 


| By her th' unfetter'd Ifter's ſtates are free, 


And taſte the ſweets of Engliſh liberty: 
Bb 2 But 


_ © Secure the happy, ſuccour the diſtreſt, 


And thrice ſhe bow'd, her weighty head. 
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But who can tell the jeys of thoſe that lie | 
Beneath the conſtant influence of her eye ! 
Whilft in diffufive ſhow'rs her bountics fall 
Like Heaven's indulgence, and deſcend on all, 


Make ev ry ſubject glad, and a whole people bleſt. 
Thus would. I fain Britannia's wars rehearſe, 

In the ſmooth records of a faithful verſe ; 
That, if ſuch numbers can o'er time prevail, 
May tell poſterity the wondrous tale. 

When actions, unadorn d, are faint and weak, 

Qities and countries muſt be taught to ſpeak ; 
Gods may deſcend in fictions from the ſkies, 
And rivers from their oy beds ariſe; - 
Fiction may deck the truth with ſpurious rays, 
And round the hero caſt a borrow'd blaze. 
Marlborough's exploits appear divine!y bricht, 

And proudly ſhine in their own native light: 
Rais d of themſelves, their genuine charms they 


And thoſe who paintthem trueſt, praiſe them moſt. } 


3 & ar. An Allegory on Man. PARNELL. 


A FHOUGHTFUL being, long and ſpare, 
Our race of mortals cal} him Care 
(Were Homer living, well he knew 
What name the gods have call'd him too); 
; With fine mechanic genius wrought, 
And lov'd to work, though no one bought, 
This being, by a model bred 
- In Jove's eternal fable head, | 
. Contriv'd a ſhape empower'd to breathe, 
And be the warldling here beneath. 
he man roſe ſtaring, like a ftake, 
Wond'ring to ſee himſelf awake 
Then look d ſo wiſe, before he knew 
The buſineſs he was made to do, 


That, pleas d to ſee with what a grace | 


He gravely ſhew'd his forward face, 
Jove talk' d of breeding him on high, 
An under- ſomething of the fy. 
But ere he gave the mighty nod, 
Whiclt ever binds a poet's god 
a7 which his curls ambroſial ſhake, 
d mother Earth s oblig'd to quake), 

He faw old mother Earth ariſe; 

She ſtood confeſs d before his eyes; 
But not with what we read the wore, 
A caſtle for a crown before, 
Nor with long fireets and longer roads. 

- Dangling behind her, like commod:: : 
Hs yer with wreaths alone ſhe dreſs'4, 
And trail'd a landſcape- painted veſt. 
Then thrice ſhe rais d, as Ovid ſaid, 


Her honours made Great love, the cricd, 
This thing was faſhion'd from my fide : 
His hands, his heart, his head, are mine ; 
Then what haſt thou to call him thine : 

Nay, rather aſk, the Monarch ſaid, ' 
What boots his hand, his heart, his head, 


XTRACTS, 


Halves, more than halves ! cried honeſt Care, 
Your pleas would make your titles fair ; 


| You claim the body, you the ſoul, 


But I, who join'd them, claim the whole, 
Thus with the gods debate began, 

On ſuch a trivial cauſe as man, | 

And can celeſtial tempers rage? 

Quottr Virgil, in a later age. 

As thus they wrangled, Time came by 


(There 's none that paint him ſuch as I: 


For what the fabling ancients ſung _ 


Makes Saturn old when I ime was young) ; 


As yet his winters had not ſhed 
Their filver honours on his head 7 
He juſt had got his pinions free 
From his old fire, Eternity, 

A ſerpent girdled round he wore, 
The tail within the mouth, before : 
By which our almanacs are clcar 


That leatned Egypt meant the year, 


A ſtaff he carried, where on high 

A glaſs was fix'd to meaſure by, 

As atuber boxes made a how 

For heads of cancs an age ago. 

His veſt, for day and night, was pied ; 

A bending fickle arm'd his fide ; 

And Spring's new months his train adorn : 

The other Seaſons were unborn. 

Known by the gods, as near he draws, 

They make him umpire of the cauſe. 

O'er a low trunk his arm he laid, 

Where fince his hours a dial made ; 

Then, Icaning, heard the niee debate, 

And thus pronounc'd the words of Fate - 
Since body from the parent Earth, 

And foul from jove reecw'd a buth, 

Return they where they firſi began ; 

Bur, fince their union makes the man, 


Till Jove and Earth ſhall part theſe two, 


To Care, who join'd them, man is due. 


| He faid, and ſprung with fwift carcer 
Fo trace a circle for the year; | 
Where ever ſince the Seaſons wheel, 
And tread on one another's heel. 

* Tis well, ſaid Jove; and, for conſent, 
| Thund'ring, he ſhook the firmament. 
Our umpire Time thall have his way ; 
With Care I let the creature ſtay : 

Let buſineſs vex him, av'rice blind, 

Let doubt and knowledge rack his mind. 
| Let error aft, opinion tpzak, 

And want aftlift, and fickneſs break, 

And anger burn, dejection chill, 

And joy diſtract, and ſorrow kill; 

Till, arm'd by Care, and taught to mow, 
Time draws the long deſtructive blow ; 
And waſted man, whoſe quick decay 

Comes hurrying on before his day, 


{ Shall only find by this decree, 


The ſoul flies ſooner back to me. 


Were what I gaye remov'd away ? + 


$ 42. The Bool Norm. PARNELL, 


(COME hither, boy, we 'll hunt to-da 


The Book-worm, rav'ning beaſt | prey! 


Thy part s an idle ſhape of clay. % 


i 


Boox II. 


Prouduc'd 
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Produc'd by parent Earth, at odds, 
As Fame reports it, with the gods. 
Him frantic hunger wildly drives 


Againſt a thouſand authors lives: 


Through all the fields of wit he flies; 

Dreadful his wit with cluſt ring eyes, 

With horns without, and tuſks within, 

And ſcales to ſerve him for a ſkin. 

Obſerve him nearly, left he climb 

To wound the bards of ancient time, 

Or down the vale of Fancy go, 

To tear ſome modern wretch below, 

On ev ry corner fix thine eye, 

Or ten to one he flips thee by. 

See where his teeth a paſſage eat: 

We 'll rouſe him from the deep retreat. 

But who the ſhelter 's forc'd to give? 

'Tis facred Virgil, as I live! 

From leaf to leaf, from ſong to ſong, 

He draws the tadpole form along; 

He mounts the gilded edge before; 

He 's up, he ſcuds the cover o'er; 

He turns, he doubles, there he.paſs'd; 

And here we have him, caught at laſt. 
Inſatiate brute, whole teeth abuſe . 

The ſweeteſt ſervants of the Muſc t 

(Nay, never offer to deny, | 

I took thee in the fact to fly.) 

His roſes nipt in ev ry page, 


My poor Anacreon mourns thy rage; 


By thee my Ovid wounded lies; 

By thee my Leſbia's ſparrow dies; 

Thy rahid teeth have half deſtroy d 

The work of love in Biddy Floyd ; 

They rent Belinda's locks away, 

And fpoil'd the Blouzelind of Gay. 

For all, for ev'ry ſingle deed, 

Relentleſs Juſtice bids thee bleed. 

Then fall a victim to the Nine, 

Myſelf the prieſt, my deſk the ſhrine, 
Bring Homer, Virgil, Taſſo near, 

To pile a ſacred altar here 

Hold, boy, thy hand outruns thy wit, 

You 've reach'd the plays that Dennis writ; 

You 've reach'd me Philips“ ruſtic ſtrain; 

Pray take your mortal Bards again. 

Come, bind the viciim—there he lies, 
And here between his num'rous eyes 
This venerable duſt I lay, 

From manuſer ipts juſt ſwept away. 

The goblet in my band 1 take 

(For the-libation 's yet to make) 

A health to poets! all their days 

May they have bread, as well as praiſe ; 
Senſe may they ſeck, and leſs engage 

In papers fill'd with party rage: 

But, if their riches ſpoil their vein, 

Ye Muſes, make them poor again. 

Now bring the weapon, yonder blade, 
With which my tuneful pens are made. 
I ftrike the ſcales that arm thee raund, 
And twice and thrice I print the wound 
The ſacred altar floats with red, 

And now he dies, and now-he 's dead, 


How like the ſon of Jove I ſtand, 


0 I This Hydra ftretch'd beneath my hand! 


Lay bare the monſter's entrails here, 
To fee what dangers threat the year: 
Ye gods! what ſonnets on a wench! 
What lean tranſlations out of French! 
1'Tis plain, this lobe is fo unſound, 
S5—— prints before the months go round, 
But hold-—before I cloſe the ſcene, 
The ſacred altar ſhould be clean. 
| Oh had I Shadwell's ſecond bays, 
Or, Tate, thy pert and humble lays! 
(Ye pair, forgive me, when I vow £ 
| never miſs'd your works till now) 
d tear the leaves to wipe the ſhrine 
(That only way you pleaſe the Nine) 3 
But ſince I chance to want theſe two, 
I'll make the ſongs of Durfey do. 
Rent from the corps, on yonder pin 
I hang the ſcales that Bp? itin; 
I hang my ſtudious morning gown, 
And write my own inſcription down: 
Z « This trophy from the Python won, 
This robe in which the deed was done, 
* Theſe, Parnell, glorying in the feat, 
Hung on theſe ſhelves, the Muſes? ſcat. 
Here ignorance and hunger found 
{+ Large realms of wit to ravage round ; 
Here 1gnorance and hunger fell; 
+ Two foes in one I ſent to hell. 


„Ve poets, who my labours ſee, 


Come ſhare the triumph all with me ! 
Ve critics! born to vex the Muſe, 


To mourn the grand ally you loſe.” 


$ 43. "An [mitation of ſome French Vers. 
POT EY "PARNELL 
ELENTLESS Time! deftroying pow'r, 
Whom ftone and braſs obey, 
Who giv'ſt to ev'ry flying hour 
To work ſome new decay; 
Unheard, unheeded, and unſeen, 
Thy ſecret ſaps prevail, 
And ruin man, a nice machine, 
By nature form'd to fail. 


My change arrives; the change I meer 

' Before I thought it nigh : 

My ſpring, my years of pleaſure, fleet, 
And all their beauties die. 

ln age I ſearch, and only find 
A poor unfruitful gain 

Grave wiſdom ftalking 1. behind, 
Oppreſs'd with loads of pain. 

My ignorance could once beguile, 
And fancied joys inſpire ; 

My errors cheriſh'd Hogs to ſmile 


On newly - born deſire. 


But now experience ſhews the bliſs, 

| For which I fondly ſought, 

Not worth the long impatient wiſh 
And ardour of the thought, 
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My youth met fortune fair array d; 


Like ſome ſad exile in a deſert land: 


In all her pomp ſhe ſhone, 
And might perhaps have wel! eſſay d 
To make her gifts my own; ' 


But . I faw the bleſſivgs ſhow'r 


On ſome unworthy mind, 


| I left the chace, and own'd the Power 


Was juſtly painted blind. 
I paſs d the glories which adorn 
The ſplendid courts of kings ; 


And, while the perſons mov'd my ſcorn, 


I roſe to ſcorn the things, 


My manhood felt a vig'rous fire, 
By love increas'd the more; 
But years with coming years conſpire 
To break the chains 1 wore, 
In weakneſs ſafe, the ſex I ſee | 
With idle luftre ſhine; 888 
For what are all their joys to me, | 
Which cannot now be mine! 
But hold—I feel my gout decreaſe, 
My troubles laid to reſt ; 
And truths which would diſturb my peace 
» Are painful truths at beft. : 


g Viioly the time I have 20 roll 


vis n ſad reflection x gu 
Ye fondling paſſions of my ſoul ! 
Ye ſweet deceits! xx 
T wiſely change the feene within 
To things that us d to plcaſe ; 
In pain, philoſophy is ſpleen ; 
In health, tis only eaſe. 


'$ 44- 2d Anic. R. WEST. 


YVES, happy youths, on Camus ſedgy ſide, 
You feel each joy that friendſbip can divide; 


Each realm of ſcience and of art explore, 


And with the ancient blend the modern lore. 
Studious alone to learn whate'er may tend 
Ts raife the genius, or the heart to mend; 


Now pleas'd along the cloifier'd walk you rove, 
And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 
* Where ſocial oft, and oft alone, ye chooſe 


To catch the zephyr, and to court the Muſe, 
Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 
"Theſe lincs give back the image of my heart)— 
At me the pow'r, that comes or ſoon or late, 
Or aims, or ſeems to aim, the dart of fate; 
From you remote, methiaks, alone I ſtand, 
Around no friends their lenient care to join, 
In mutual warmth, and mix their heart with 
. mane, JEEP 

Or real pains, or thoſe, which fancy raiſe, 

For ever blot the ſunſhine of my = "i 

To ſickneſs ſtill, and ftifl to grief a prey, 
Health turns from me her roly face away. 
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Juſt Heaven! what fin, ere life begins to 


bloom, | 

Devotes my head untimely to the tomb ? 
Did e'er this hand againſt a brother's life 
Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd'rous knife? 
Did e'er this tongue the flanderer's tale proclaim, 
Or madly violate my Maker's name ? 
Did e'er this heart betray a friend or foe, 
Or know a thought but all the world might know? 
As yet, juſt ſtarted from the liſts of time, 
My growing years have ſcarcely told their prime; 
Uſeleſs, as yet, through life 1 ve idly run, | 
No pleaſures taſted, and few duties done. 
Ah who, ere autumn's meliowing ſuns appear, 
Would pluck the promiſe of the vernal year; 
Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 
Tear the crude cluſter from the mourning ſpray ? 
Stern pow'r of Fate, whoſe ebon ſceptre rules 
The Stygian deſerts and Cimmerian pools, 
Forbear, nor raſhly ſmite my youthful heart,, 
A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 
Ah, ſtay till age ſhall blaſt my withering face, 
Shake in my head, and falter in my pace; 
Then sim the ſhaft, then meditate the blow, 
And to the dead my willing ſhade ſhail go. 

How weak is Man to Reaſon's judging eye! 
Bora in this moment, in the next we die; 
Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 


Too proud to creep, too humble to * 


In vain our plans of happineſs we raiſe, 
Pain is our lot, and patience is our praiſe; 


Are what the wiſe would fear to call their own. 
Health is at beſt a vain precarious thing, : 
And fair-fac'd youth is ever on the wing ; 

'Tis like the ſtream befile whoſe wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow'ry head ; 
Nurs'd by the wave the fpreading branches riſe, 
Shade all the ground, and flouriſh to the ſkies ; 
The waves the while beneath in ſecret flow, 
And undermine the hollow bank below : 


Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey. 
Too late the plant bewails his fooliſh pride, 
And finks, untimely, in the whelming tide. 


For thoſe, the wretches I deſpiſe or hate, 

I neither envy nor regard their fate. 

For me, whene'er all-conqu'ring Death ſhall ſpread 
His wings around my unrepining head, 

care not: tho' this face be ſeen no more, 

The world will paſs as cheerful as before; 
Bright as before the day-ſtar will appear, 

The fields as verdant, and the ſkies as clear; 
Nor ſtorms nor comets will my doom declare, 


| Nor ſigns on earth, nor portents in the air; 


| Unknown and ſilent will depart my breath, 
Nor nature e'er take notice of my death. 
Yet ſome there are (ere ſpent my vital days) 


Within whoſe breaſts my tomb I wiſh to raiſe. 


Loy'd 


Wide and more wide the waters urge their way, 


Wealth, lincage, honours, conqueſt, or a throne, 


But why repine? Does life deſerve my figh ? , 
Few will lament my loſs whene'er I die. ; 


I 
\ 


© 
* Almoſt all Tibullus's Elegy is imitated in this little Piece, from whence his tranſition to Mr. Pope's | 
e conuired. and belpeaks a degree of judgment, much beyond Mr, Welt's years, 
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Lov'd in my life, lamented in my end, 


mend : 
To them may theſe fond lines my naine endear ; 
Not from the Poet, but the Friend ſincere. 


$45. Hymn to Contentment. PARNELL, 


Lr laſting peace of mind! 
Sweet delight of human kind! 

Heavenly born, and bred on high, 

To crown the fav'rites of the ſky + 

With more of happineſs below 

. Than victors in a triumph know! 

Whither, oh whither art thou fled, 

To lay thy meek contented. head? 

What happy region doſt thou pleaſe 

To make the feat of calms and eaſe? 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 

Of pomp and ſtate, to ineet thee there; 

Increaſing avarice would find 

Thy prelence in its gold enſhrin'd: 

The bold advent'rer ploughs his way 

Through rocks, amidſt the foaming ſea, 

To gain thy love; and then perceives 

Thou wert nat in the rocks aud waves; 

The filent heart which grief aſſails, 

Treads ſoft and loneſome oer the vales, 

Sees daiſies open, rivers run, 

And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) . 

Amuſing thought; but learns to know 

That folitude 's the nurſe of. woe. » 

No real happineſs is found 1 

In trailing purple o'er the ground; 

Or in a ſoul exalted high, : 

To range the circuit of the ſky, 

Converſe with ſtars above, and know. 

All Nature in its forms below ; 

The reſt it ſeeks, in ſecking dies; 

And doubts at laſt for knowledge riſe. | 
Lovely, laſting peace, appcar ; 

This world «ſelf if thou art here, 

Is once again with Eden bleſt, 

And man contains it in his breaſt. 
"Twas thus, as under ſhade I ftood, 

1 ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 

And, loſt in thought, no more perceiv'd 

The branches whiſper as they wav'd: 

It ſeem'd as all the quiet place 

Confeſs d the preſence of his grace, 

When thus ſhe ſpoke :—Go rule thy will, 

Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtill ; | 

| Know God, and bring thy heart ro know 

The joys which from religion flow ; 

Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 

And I Il be there to crown the reſt, 
Oh! by yonder moſſy ſeat, 

In my hours of ſweet retreat, 

Might I thus my ſoul employ, 

With ſenſe of gratitude and joy: 

Rais'd as ancient prophets were, 

In heaveniy vifion, praiſe, and pray'r z 

Pleafing all men, hurting none, 


Pleas'd and bleſt with God alone; 


ö 


| 


| 


| Then while the gardens take my, ſight, 
Their praiſe would crown me, as their precepts: 


With all the colours of delight; 
While filver waters glide along, 
To pleaſe my ear, aud court my ſong; 
lift my voice and tune my ſtring, 
And thee, Great Source of Nature, ſing. 
| . . . 

The ſun that walks his airy way, | 
To light the world, and give the day; 
The moon that ſhines with borrow'd light; 
The ftars that gild the gloomy night; ' 
The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves ; 
The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves; 
The field whoſe ears conceal the grain, 
The yellow treaſure of the plain : 
All of theſe, and all I fee, 
Should be ſung, and ſung by me: 


| They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 


But want and aſk the tongue of man. 
Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Your buſy or your vain extremes; 


| And find a life of equal bliſs, 
Or own the next begun in this. 


$ 46. An Addreſs to Wicter. Cowes. 


H Winter ! ruler of th' inverted year, 
Thy ſcatter'd hair with fleet like aſhes fill'd, 


Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy cheeks 


Fring'd with a beard made wi te with other ſnows 
Than thoſe of age; thy forehead wrapt in clouds; 
A lcaflefs branch thy ſceptre; and thy throne 


A ſliding car indebted to no wheels, 


But urg d by ſtorms along its ſlipp'ry way; 
love thee, all unlovely as thou ſeem'ſt, 

And dreaded as thou art. Thou hold'ſ the ſun 
A pris'ner in the yet undawning eaſt, ME > 
Short'ning his journey between morn and noon, 
And hurrying him impatient of his ſta 

Down to the roſy weſt : But kindly ſtill 


| Compenſating his lofs with added hours 


Of ſocial converſe and inſtructive eaſe, 


The family diſpers'd, and fixing thought 

Not leſs diſpers'd by daylight and its cares. 

[ crown thee king of intimate delights, 

Fire- ſide enjoyments, home-born happineſs, . 
And all the comfarts that the lowly roof 

Of undiſturb'd retirement, and the hours 

Of long uninterrupted evening know. 

No rattling wheels ſtop ſhort before theſe gates 
No pow dexr'd pert proficient in the art 


[Of founding an alarm, aſſaults theſe doors 


Till the ſtreet rings. No ſtationary ſteeds 
Cough their own knell,while heedleſs ofthe ſound 
The filent circle fan themſelves, and quake; 
But here the needle plies its buſy taſk, 


| The pattern grows, the well-depicted flow'r ; 


Wrought patiently into the ſnowy lawn. 
Unfolds its boſom, buds, and leaves, and ſpriga, 
And curling tendrils, gracefully diſpos d, 
Follow the nimble finger of the fair, 

A wreath that cannot fade, of flow'rs that blow 
With moſt ſucceſs when all befides decay, 


; | The poet's or hiſtorian's page, by one 


B b 4 Made 


And gathering at ſhort notice in one group 15 
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Made vocal for th' amuſement of the reſt : | 
The ſprightly lyre, whoſe treaſure of ſweet ſounds 
The touch from many a trembling chord ſhakes 


out; | 
And the clear voice ſymphonious, yet diſtinct, 
And in the charming ſtrife triumphant ſtill, 
Beguile the night, and ſet a keener edge 
On female indufiry ; the threaded ſteel 
Flies ſwiftly, and unfelt the taſk proceeds, 
The volume clos'd, the cuſtomary rites 
Of the laſt meal commence... A Roman meal, 
Such as the miſtreſs of the world once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note, 
Perhaps by moon-light at their humble doors, 
And under an old ozk's domeſtic ſhade, 
Enjoy'd, ſpare feaſt l a radiſh and an egg. 
 Difcourſe enſues, not trivial, yet not dull, 
Nor ſuch as with a frown forbids the play 
Of fancy, of preſcribes the ſound of mirth. 
Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 
Who deem religion phrenſy, and the God 
That made them an intruder on their joys, 
Start at his awful name, or deem his praiſe 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone 
- Excifing oft our gratitude and love, 
While we retrace with memory's pointing wand, 
That calls the paſt to our exact review, 
The dangers we have 'icap'd, the broken ſnare, 
The diſappointed foe, deliv'rance found 
Unlook d for, life preſerv'd and peace reſtor d. 
Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. 
Oh evenings worthy of the gods exclaim'd 
The Sabine bard. Oh cvenings ! I reply, 
More to be priz'd and coveted than yours, 
As more illumin'd and with nobler trutha, 
That I, and Mine, and thoſe we love, enjoy. 


& 47. Liberty renders England preferable to 
other Nations, notzithflanding Taxes, Ec. 
. 1 5 _ CowPER. 
2 Is liberty alone that gives the flow'r 
T's ficeting life its luſtre and perfume, 
And we are weeds without it. All conſtraiat, 
Except what wiſdom lays on evil men, 
Is cv; hurts the faculties, impedes 
Their progreſs in the road of ſcience ; blinds 
The eye- ſight of diſcovery, and begets 
In thoſe that ſuffer it a ſordi-l mind 
Beſtial, a meagre intellect, unſit 
To be the tenant of man's noble farm. 
Thee therefore ſtill, blame-worthy as thou art, 
With all thy loſs of empire, and though tqueez'd 
By public exigence till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the ſtate, 
Thee I account ſtill happy, and the chict 
Among the nations, ſecing thou art free ! 
My native nook of earth ! or clime is rude, 
plete with vapours, and difpoſes much 
All hearts to ſadneſs, and none more than mine ; 
Thine vnadult'rate manners are leſs ſoft 
And plauſible than ſocial life requires, 
And thou haſt need of diſcipline and art 
To give thee what politęr France reccives 
. 


Book II. 


From Nature's bounty that humane addreſs 
And ſweetneſs, without which no pleaſure 1s 

In converſe, either ſtarv'd by cold reſerve, 

Or fluſh'd with fierce diſpute, a ſenſeleſs brawl ; 
Vet, being free, I love thee: For the ſake 

Of that one feature, can be well content, 
Difgrac'd as thou haſt been, poor as thou art, 
To eek no ſublunary reſt befide. 

But, once enftav'd, farewel! I could endure 
Chains no where paticntly ; and chains at home, 
\Where I am frze by birthright, not at all. 

Then what were left of roughneſs in the grain 
Of Britiſh natures, wanting its excuſe 


That it belongs to freemen, would diſguſt 


And ſhock meg. I ſhould then with double pain 
Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime 

And if I muſt bewail the bleſſing loſt 

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys blcd, 
would at leaſt bewail it under ſkies : 
Milder, among a people leſs auſtere, 

In ſcenes which having never known me free, 
Would not reproach me with the loſs I felt. 


—— ͤ— ũ—¾dö - 
$ 48. Deſcription of a Poet, CowyER. 


KNOW the mind that feels indeed the fire 
The muſe imparts, and can command the lyre, 
Acts with a force, and kindles with a zeal, 
Whate'er the theme, that others never feel. 
If human wocs her ſoft attention claim, 
A tender ſympathy pervades the frame; 
She pours a ſenſibility divine 
Along the nerve of ev'ry feeling line. 
Bur if a deed not tamely to be borne 


Fire indignation, and a ſenſe of ſcorn, 


The ſtriugs are. ſwept with ſuctr a pow'r, ſo loud 

The ftorm of muſic ſhakes th' aſtoniſh'd crowd. 

So when remote futurity is brought 

Before the keen enquiry of her thought, 

A terrible ſagacity informs | 

The Poet's heart, he looks to diſtant ftorms, 

He hears the thunder ere the tempeſt low'rs, 

And, arm'd with ſtrength ſurpafling human 
pow'rs, ; _ | 

Serzes events as yet unknown to man, 

And darts his foul into the dawning plan. 

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name 

Of Prophet and of Poet was the ſame ; 

Hence Britiſh poets too the prieſthood ſhar'd, 

And ev xy hallow'd Druid was a bard. : 


8 


8 49. Love Elegies. By 
„ 5 
s night, dead night; and o'er the plain 

Darkneſs extends her ebon ray, 
While wide along the gloomy ſcene 
Deep ſilence holds her ſolemn ſway. 
Throughout the earth no cheerful beam 
The melancholic eye ſurveys, _ 
Save where the worm's fantaſtic gleam 


The 'nighted traveller betrays. | 3 
| | The 


> 


The ſavage race (ſo Heaven decrees) 
No longer through the foreſt rove ; 

All nature reſts, and not a breeze 
Diſturbs the ſtillneſs of the grove. 


All nature reſts; in Sleep's ſoft arms 

The village ſwain ſorgets his care: 
Slcep, that the ſting of Sorrow charms, 
And heals all ſadneſs but Deſpair. 
Deſpair alone her pow'r denies ; 

And, when the fun withdraws his rays, 
To the wild beach diſtracted flies, 

Or cheerleſs through the deſert ftrays 


Or, to the church-yard's horrors led, 
While fearful echoes burſt around, 
On ſome cold ſtone he leans his head, 
Or throws his body on the ground, 


To ſome ſuch drear and ſolemn ſcene, 

Some friendly pow'r direct my way, 
Where pale misfortune's haggard train, 

Sad luxury! delight to ſtray. 
Wrapp'd in the ſolitary gloom, 

| Retir'd from life's fantaſtic crew, 

Reſign'd I 'Il wait my final doom, 

And bid the buſy world adieu. 


The world has now no joy for me, 
Nor can life now one pleaſure boaſt ; 
Since all my eyes defir'd to fee, 
My with, my hope, my all, is loſt; 
Since ſhe, ſo form'd to pleaſe and bleſs, 
So wiſe, fo innocent, ſo fair, | 
Whoſe converle ſweet made ſorrow leſs, 
And brighten'd all the gloom of care— 


Since ſhe is loſt, Ye pow'rs divine, | 
What have 1 done, or thought, or ſaid ? 
O ſay, what horrid act of mine 
Has drawn this vengeance on my head ! 
Why ſhould Heaven favour Lycon's claim ? 
Why are my heart's beſt wiſhes croſt ? 
What fairer deeds adorn his name? 
What nobler merit can he boaſt > 


What higher worth in him was found 
My true heart's ſcrvice to outweigh ? 
A ſenſeleſs fop! a dull compound 
Of ſcarcely animated clay 


He dreſs'd, indeed, he danc'd with cafe, 

And charm'd her by repeating oer 
Unmeaning raptures in her praite, 

That twenty fools had told before : 
But I, alas! who thought all art 
My paſſion's force would meanly prove, 
Could only boaſt an honeſt heart, 

And claim'd no merit but my love. 


Have J not ſat—ye conſcious hours, 
Be witneſs—while my Stella ſung 
From morn to eve, with all my pow'rs 
Rapt in th' enchantment of her tongue] 


Ye conſcious hours, that ſaw me ſtand 
Entranc'd in wonder and ſurpriſe, 

In ſilent rapture preſs her hand, 

With pallion burſting from my eyes 
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Have I not lov'd? O earth and heaven! 
Where now is all my youthful boaſt ; 

The dear exchange I hop'd was given, 
For flighted fame and fortune loſt ? 


Where now the joys that once were mine? 
Where all my hopes of future bliſs? 
Muſt I thoſe joys, thoſe hopes, reſign 2 
Is all her friendſhip come to this? 2 


Muſt then each woman faithleſs prove, 
And each fond lover be undone ? 
Are vows no more? Almighty Love, 

The ſad remembrance let me ſhunt! 


It will not be: my honeſt heart 
The dear ſad image ftill retains ; 

And, ſpite of reaſon, ſpite of art, 
The dreadful memory remains. 


Ye Pow'rs divine, whoſe wondrous ſkill 
Deep in the womb of time can ſee, 
Behold, I bend me to your will, 
Nor dare arraign your high decree. 


Let her be bleſt with health, with eaſe, 
With all your bounty has in ſtore; 


Let ſorrow cloud my future days: 


Be Stella bleſt; I aſk no more. 


But, lo! where high in yonder eaſt 
The ſtar of morning mounts apace ! 
Hence ! let me fly th' unwelcome gueſt, 

And bid the Muſe's labour ceaſe, 


ELEGY III. 


WHEN, young, life's journey I began, 
The glittering proſpect charm'd my eyes, 
I ſaw along th' extended'plan 
Joy after joy ſucgefſive riſe; 


And Fame her golden trumpet blew ;_ 
And Pow'r diſplay'd her gorgeous charms ; 
And Wealth engag'd my wandering view; 
And Pleafure woo'd me to her arms; 
To each by turns my vows I paid, 
As Folly led me to admire ; 
While Fancy magnified each ſhade, 
And Hope increas'd each fond deſire. 


But ſoon I found 'twas all a dream; 


And learn'd the fond purſuit to ſhun, 
Where few can reach their purpos'd aim, 
And thouſands daily are undone : 


And Fame, I found, was empty air; 
And Wealth had Terror fer her gueſt; 
And Pleaſure's path was ſtre wn with Care; 
And Pow'r was vanity at beſt. 


Tir'd of the chace, I gave it o'er; 
And, in a far ſequeſter'd ſhade, 

To Contemplation's ſober pow'r _ 
My youth's next ſervices I paid. 


There Health and Peace adorn'd the ſcene 
And oft, indulgent to my pray'r, 
With mirthful eye and frolic mien 
The Muſe would dcign to viſit there. 
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There would ſhe oft delighted rove 
The flow'r-enamell'd vale along; 

Or wander with me through the grove, 
And liſten to the woodlark's ſong : 

Or *mid the forc{t's awful gloom, | 
Whilſt wild amazement fill'd my eyes, 


Recall paſt ages from the tomb, 
And bid ideal worlds ariſe, 


Thus in the Muſc's favour bleſt, 
One wiſh alone my foul could frame, 
And Heaven beftow'd, to crown the reſt, 
A friend, and Thyrſis was his name. 


For manly conſtancy and truth, 
And worth, unconſcious of a ſtain, 
He bloom'd the flow'r of Britain's youth; 
The boaſt and wonder of the plain. 


Still with aur years our friendſhip grew; 
No cares did then my peace deſtroy ; 
Time bropght new bleffings as he flew, 
And ev'ry hour was wing'd with. joy. 
But ſoon the bliſsful ſcene was · loſt, 

Soon did the ſad reverſe appear; 
Love came, like an untimely froſt, 
To blaſt the promiſe of my year. 
I ſaw young Daphne's angel form : 
(Fool that I was ! I blefs'd the ſmart) 
And while I gaz'd, nor thought of harm, 
The dear infection ſeiz'd my heart. 
She was, at leaſt in Damon's eyes, 
Made up of lovelineſs and grace; 
Her heart a ſtranger to diſguiſe, 
Her mind as perfect as her face. 


IT o hear her ſpeak, to ſee her move 

( nhappy I, alas! the while), 

er voice was joy, her look was love, 
And. Heaven was open d in her ſmile! 


She heard me breathe my amorous pray'rs, 
She liſten d to the tender ſtrain, | 
She heard my fighs, ſhe ſaw my tears, 
And ſeem d at length to ſhare my pain. 


She ſaid ſhe lov'd—and I, poor youth 

(How ſoon, alas! can hope perſuade) 

Thought all ſne ſaĩd no more than truth; 
And all my love was well repaid. 


In joys unknown to courts or kings, 
With her I ſat the live-long day, 
And faid and look d ſuch bo, things 

As none befide could look or ſay 


How ſoon can Fortune ſhift the ſcene, 
And all our earthly bliſs deftroy ! 
Care hovers round, and Grief's fell train 
Still treads upon the heels of Joy. 
My zge's hope, my youth's beſt boaſt, 
Iy ſoul's chief bleſhng and my pride, 
In one ſad moment all were loſt, 


And Daphne chang'd, and Thyrſis died! 


EXTRACTS, 
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Oh! who, that heard her vows crewhile, 


Could dream thoſe vows were infincere ! 


Or who could think, that ſaw her ſmile, 


T hat fraud could find admittance there ! 


] 
Yer ſhe was falfe—my heart will break ! 


Mer fraud, her perjuries were ſuch— 


Some other tongue than mine muſt ſpeak — 


] have not pow'r to ſay how much! 
Ye ſwains, hence warn d, avoid the bait, 
Oh ſhun her paths, the trait reſs ſhun ! 
Her voice is death, her {mile is fate; 
W ho hears or fees her is undone. 
And when Death's hand ſhall cloſe my eye, 
(For ſoon, I know, the day will come) 


O cheer my ſpirit with a ſigh, 


And grave theſe lines upon my tomb: 
THE EPITAPH. 


CONSIGN P to duſt, beneath this ſtone, 


In manhood's prime, is Damon laid; 
Joylels he liv'd, and died unknown, 
In bleak misfortune's barren ſhade. 


Lov'd by the Muſe, but lov'd in vain, 
"Twas beauty drew his ruin on; 

He ſaw young Daphne on the plain; 
He lov'd, believ'd, and was undone ! 


His heart then ſunk beneath the ſtorm 
(Sad meed of unexampled truth!) 
And ſorrow, like an envious worm, 


Devour'd the bloſſom of his youth. 


Beneath this ſtone the youth is laid— 
O greet his aſhes with a tear 
May Heaven with bleſſings crown his ſhade, 
And grant that peace he wanted here! 


$ 50. Arn Eſſay on Poetry *. BUCKINGHAM, 

F all thoſe arts in which the wiſe excel, 
Nature's chief maſter-piece is writing well : 

No writing lifts exalted man fo high 

As ſacred and ſoul- moving Poeſy : 

No kind of work requires 10 nice a touch; 

And, if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines io much. 

But Heaven forbid we ſhould be ſo profane, 

To grace the vulgar with that noble name! 

Tis not a flaſh of fancy, which ſometimes, - 

Dazzling our minds, ſets off the ſlighteſt rhymes; 

Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done: 


True wit is everlaſting, like the ſun; 


Which, though ſoinetimes behind a cloud retir'd, 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir d. | 
Number, and rhyme, and that harmonious found, 
Which not the niceſt car with harſhneſs wound, 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar arts; 
And all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 
Contribute to the ſtructure of the whole, 
Without a genius too, for that 's the foul : 

A ſpirit which inſpires the work throughout, 
As that of nature moves the. world about; 


* The Efſay on Satire, which was written by this noble author and Mr, Dryden, is priated antong the 


Poem: of the latter. 
| \ 3 
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A flame that glows amidſt conceptions fit ; 
Even ſomething of divine, and more than wit; 
Itſelf unſeen, yet all things by it ſhewn, 
Deſcribing all men, but defcrib'd by none. 
Where doſt thou dwell ? what caverns of the brain 
Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty thing contain ? 
When l, at vacant hours, in vain thy abſence mourn, 
Oh! where doſt thou retire ? and why doſt thou 
return, 
Sometimes with- pow'rful charms ta hurry me 
away, | 
K of the night and buſineſs of the 
day? 
Even Eve; too far tranſported, T am fain 
To check thy courſe, and uſe the needful rein. 
As all is dullneſs when the fancy 's bad; 
do, without judgment, fancy is but mad: 
And judgment has a boundleſs influence 
Not only in the choice of words, or ſenſe, 
But on the world, on manneis, and on men; 
Fancy is but the feather of the pen; 
eaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 
hich gains the head, while t other wins the 
heart. | 
Here I ſhall all the various ſorts of verſe, 
And the whole art of poetry, rehearſe; 
ut who thattaſk would hey Horace do ? 
he beſt of maſters and examples too 
Echoes at beſt, all we can ſay is vain ; 
Dull the deſign, and fruitleſs were the pain. 
Tis true, the ancients we may rob with caſe! 
But who with that mean ſhift himſelf can plcaſe, 
Without an actor's pride? A player's art 
Is above his who writes a borrow'd part. 
Yet modern laws are made for latrer faults, 
And new abſurdities inſpire new thoughts; 
What need has Satire then to live on theft, 
When ſo much freſh occaſion ſtill is left? 
Fertile our ſoil, and full of rankeſt weeds, 
And monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds, 
But hold—the fool ſhall have no cauſe to fear; 
*Tis wit and ſenſe that are the ſubject here: 
Defefts of witty men deferve a cure; 
And thoſe who are fo will ev'n this endure. 
Firſt then of ſongs which now ſo much abound; 
Without his ſong no fop is to be found ; 
A moſt offenfive weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againſt Apollo's laws. 
Though nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer art; 
For as in rows of richeſt pearl there lies 
Many a blemiſh that eſcapes our eyes, 
The leaſt of which defects is plainly ſhewn 
In one ſmall ring, and brings the value down; 
So ſongs ſhould be to juſt perfection wrought; 
Yet whos can one be ſeen withour a fault ? 
Exact propriety of words and thought; 
Expreſſion eaſy, and the fancy high; — 
Vet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly; 
No words tranſpos d, but in ſuch order all, 
As wrought with care, yet ſeem by chance to fall, 


From 
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Loy as in all things elſe, is moſt unfir, 


The poet here mult be indeed inſpir d 
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Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit; 

Such nauſeous ſongs by a late author * made, 
Call an unwilling cenfure on his ſhade. 
Not that warm thoughts of the tranſporting joy 


| Can ſhock the chaſteſt, or the niceſt cloy; _ 
But words obſcene, too groſs to move defire, 


Like hcaps of fuel only choke the fice. 8 

On other themes he well deſerves our — 
But palls that appetite he meant to raiſe. 
Next, Elegy, of ſweet but ſolemn voice, 

And of a ſubject grave exaQts the choice; 


| The praiſc of beauty, valour, wit contains; 


And there too oft deſpairing love complains ; 

In vain, alas! for who by wit is mov'd, 

That Phcenix-fſhe deſerves to be belov'd; 

But noiſy nonſenſe, and ſuch fops as vex 

Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtic ſex. - 

This to the praiſe of thoſe who better knew: 

The many raiſe the value of the few. 

But here (as all our ſex too oft have tried) 

Women have drawn my wand'ring thoughts aſide, 

Their greateſt fault, who in this kind have writ, 

[s not defe& in words, or want of wit : | 

But ſhould this Muſe harmonious numbers yield, 

And ev'ry couplet be with fancy fill'd; 

[f yet a juſt coherence be not made 

Between each thought; and the whole model laid 

So right, that ev'ry line may higher riſe, 

Like goodly mountains, till they reach the ſkies; 

Such trifles may 1 of late have paſs d, 

And may be lik'd awhile, but never laſt; 

'Tis epigram, ris point, tis what you will, J. 

But not an elegy, nor writ with {kill, } i 

No + Panegyric, nor a f Cooper's Hill. 
A higher flight, and of a happier force, 

Are Odes : the Muſes' moſt unruly horſe, 

That bounds fo fierce, the rider has no reſt, 

Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poſſeſs d. 

With fury too, as well as fancy fir d. - 

Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd'this part, 

Had he with nature join'd the rules of art; | 

But ſometimes diction mean, or verſe ill-wrought, 

Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame of thought, 

Though all appear in heat and fury done, 

The language ſtill muſt ſoft and eaſy run. 


. | Theſe laws may ſound a little roo ſevere ; 


But judgment yields, and fancy governs here; 
Which, though extravagant, this Muſe allows, 


And makes the work much cafier than it ſhews. 


Of all the ways that wiſeſt men could find 


To mend the age, and mortify mankind, 


Satire well writ has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 
And cures, becauſe the remedy is lov'd. 
"Tis hard to write on ſuch a ſubject more, 
Without repeating things ſaid oft before: 
Some vulgar errors only we ll remove, 

That ſtain a beauty which we ſo much love. 
Of choſen, words * take not care enough, 


| And think they ſhould be as the fubjeC& rough; | 


* The Earl of Rocheſter, It may be obſerved, however, that many % the worſt ſongs aſcribed to this | 


nobleman were ſpurious. ; + Waller's, 


. m's, 


This 
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This muſt be more exactly made, 
And | wenn thoughts in ſmootheſt words con- 
ve d. 5 | 
Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only butineſs was to rail: 
But human frailty nicely ro unfold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a mo from a ſcold. 
Rage you muſt hide, and prejudice lay down ; 
A Gore's ſmile 1s ſharper than his frown : 
So while you ſeem to ſlight ſome rival youth, 
Malice itſelf may paſs ſometimes for truth. 
The Laureat here may juſtly claim our pon: 
Crown'd by Mac Flecknoe wit immortal bays; 
Vet once his Pegaſus has borne dead weight, 
Rid by ſome lumpiſh miniſter of tate. 
Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend thy cares awhile; 
A more important taſk attends thy toil. 
As ſome young eagle, that deſigns to fi 
A long unwonted journey through the ky, 
Weighs all the dangerous enterpriſe before, 
Oer what wide lands and ſeas the is to ſoar ; 
- Doubts her own ſtrength ſo far, and juſtly fears 
The lofty road of airy travellers ; 
But yet, incited by ſome bold deſign, 
That does her hopes beyond her fears incline, 
Prunes ev'ry feather, views herſelf with care, 
At laft, reſolv'd, ſhe cleaves the yielding air; 
Away the flies, fo ſtrong, fo high, fo faſt, 
She leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt : 
So (though too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 
The Muſe inſpires a ſharper note to ting. 
And why ſhould truth ond, when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold? 
On, then, my Muſe ; advent'rouſly engage 
To give inſtructions that concern the Stage. 

e unitics of action, time, and place, 
Which, if obſerv'd, give plays fo great a grace, 
Are, tho but little practis d, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretcud alone 
From nicer faults to purge the preſent age, 

Leſs obvious errors of rhe Engiith ſtage. 

Firſt, then, Soliloquies had necd be few, 
Extremely ſhort, and ſpoke in paſſion too. 
Our lovers talking to themſelves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant ; 

Nor 1s the matter mended yet, if thus 

They truſt a friend, only; to tell it us; 

Th occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 

As when Bellario confeſſes all 5. 

Figures of ſpeech, which poets think fo fine 

(Artis needleſs varniſh to make nature ſhinc ) 

All are but paint upon a bcautcous face, 

And in deſcriptions ouly claim a place: 

Bur, to make declaim, and grief diſcourſe, 

From lovers in defpair fine things to force, 

Muſt needs ſucceed ; for who can chooſe but pity 

A dying hero, miſerably witty ? 

But oh ! the Dialogues, where jeſt and mock 
Are held up like a reft at ſhuttle- cock; 

Or elſe like bells eternally they chime; 
They ſigh in Similc, and dye in Rhyme. 


* Mr, Dryden. 
& In Philaſter, a play o {Beaumont and Fletcher. 
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What things are theſe who would be poets 
thought, WED 

By nature not inſpir'd, nor learning taught ? 

Some wit they have, and therefore may deſcrve 

A better courſe than this, by which they ſtarve : 

But to write plays! why, tis a bold pretence 

To judgment, breeding, wit, and eloquence : 

Nay more; for they muſt look within, to find 

Thoſe ſecret turns of nature in the mind. 

Without this part, in vain would be the whole, 

And but a body all, without a ſoul. 

All this united yet but makes a part 

Of Dialogue, that great and pow'rful art, 

Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, 

From whom the Romans fainter copics drew, : 

Scarce comprehended fince but by a few, 

Plato and Lucian are the beſt remains 

Of all the wonders which this art contains ; 

Yer to ourſelves we juſtice muſt allow, 

Shakeſpear and Fletcher are the wonders now : 

Confider then, and read them o'er and o'er; 

Go ſee them play'd, then read them as before ; 

For though in many things they groſsly fail, 

Over our paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail, 

That our own grief by theirs is rock'd aſlecp; 

The dull are forc'd to feel, the wiſe to weep.” 

Their beauties imitace, avoid their faults ; 

Firſt, on a plot employ thy careful thoughts ; 

Turn it. with time, a thouſand ſev'ral ways; 

This oft, alone, has given ſucceſs to plays, 

Reject that vulgar error (which appears 

So fair) of making perfect characters; 


A faultleſs monſter—which the world ne'er ſaw, 
Some faulrs muſt be, that his misfortunes drew, 
But ſuch as may deſerve compaſſion too. 

Beſides the main deſign compos'd with art, 
Each moving ſcene muſt be a plot apart; 
Contrive cach little turn, mark ev'ry place, 

As painters firſt chalk out the future face: 

Vet be not fondly your own flave for this, 


But change hercafter what appears amiſs. 


TR ſo much where ſhining thoughts to 
place, 
As what a man would ſay in ſuch a caſe: 
Neither in comedy will this ſuffice, 

The player too mult be before your eyes; 
And, though 'ris drudgery to 3 ſo low, 
To him you muſt your ſecret meaning ſhew. 

' Expoſe no fingle fop, but lay the loud 

More equally, and ſpread the folly broad; 
Mere coxcombs are too obvious; oft we ſee 
A fool derided by as bad as he: 

Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low way, 
A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 

Small poets thus will one poor top devour: 
But to collect, like bees, from ev'ry flow'r, 


| Ingredients to compoſe that precious juice, 


Which ſerves the world for pleaſure and for ufe, 


In ſpite of faftion—this would favour get; 


But Falſtaff || ſtands inimitable yet. 
4 A famous ſatirical Poem of his. 


t A poem called the Hind and Panther. 
The matchleſs character of Shakeſ 4 
nother 


There's no ſuch thing in nature, and you Il draw 


— 
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For all books elſe appear fo mean, ſo poor, 


* Another fault which often may befall, 
Is, when the wit of ſome great poet ſhall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all, 
That ev'n his fools ſpeak ſenſe, as if poſſeſt, 
And each by inſpiration breaks his jeſt. 
If once the juſtneſs of each part be loſt, 
Well may we laugh, but at the poet's coſt. 
That filly thing men call ſheer-wit avoid, 
With which our age fo nauſeouſly is cloy'd: 
Humour is all; wit ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper thought. 
But ſince the poets we of late have known 
Shine in no dreſs fo much as in their own, 
The better by example to convince, 
Caſt but a view on this wrong fide of ſenſe. 
Firſt, a ſoliloquy is calmly made, 
Where ev'ry reaſon is exactly weigh'd ; 
Which once perform'd, molt opportunely comes 
Some hero frighted at the noiſe of drums; 
For her ſweet fake, whom at firſt ſight he loves, 
And all in metaphor his paſſion proves: 
But ſome fad accident, though yet unknown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the ſwain alone; 
He firaight grows jealous, tho' we know 
Why; 
Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die: 
But firſt he makes a ſpeech, wherein he tells 
The abſent nymph how much his flame excels ; 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly now, 
To that lov'd rival whom he docs not know ! 
Who ſtraight appears; but who can fate withſtand? 
Too late, alas! to hold his haſty hand, 
That juſt has given himſelf the cruel ſtroke ! 
At which his very rival's heart is broke: 
He, more to his new friend than miſtreſs kind, 
Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind; 
Of ſuch a death prefers the pleaſing charms 
To love, and living in a lady's arms. 
What ſhameful and what monſtrous things are 
.theſe ! : 
And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe: 
Conclude us only partial to the dead, 
And grudge the ſign of old Ben ſonſon's head; 
When the intrinſie value of the ſtage 
Can ſcarce be judg'd but by a following age: 
For dances, flutes, Italian fongs, and rhyme 
May keep up ſinking nonſenſe for a time; 
But that muſt fail,,which now ſo much o'er-rules, 
And ſenſe no longer will ſubmit to fools. | 
By painful ſteps at laſt we labour vp 
Parnaſſus' hill, on whoſe bright airy top 
The epic poets ſo divinely ſhew, 
And with juſt pride behold the reſt below. 
Heroic poems have a juſt pretence 
To be the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſenſe ; 
A work of ſuch ineſtimable worth, 
There are but two the world has yet brought 
forth ! L 
Homer and Virgil! with what ſacred awe 
Do thoſe mere ſounds the world's attention draw! 
Juſt as a changeling ſeems below the reſt 
Of men, or rather is a two-legg'd beaſt, 
So theſe gigantic ſouls, amaz'd, we find 
Az much above the reſt of human kind! 


not 


4 


1 


1 


Nature's whole ſtrength united! endleſs fame, 
And univerſal ſhouts, attend their name ! 


Read Homer once, and you can read' no more, 


Verſe will ſeem proſe; but ſtill perfiſt to read, 
And Homer will be all the books you need. 
Had Boſſu never writ, the world had ftill 

Like Indians view'd this wondrous piece of 
| ſkill; 

As ſomerhing of divine the work admir'd 

Not hop'd to be inſtructed, but inſpir'd : 

But he, diſcloſing ſacred myſteries, | 
Has ſhewn where all the mighty magic lies 3 


Deſcrib'd the ſecds, and in what order ſown, © 


That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown. 

Sure from ſome angel he the ſecret knew, 

Who through this labyrinth has lent the clue, 

But what, alas ! avails it poor mankind, | 

To ſee this promis'd land, yet ſtay behind? 

The way is ſhewn, but who has ſtrength to go? 
Who can all ſciences profoundly know ? 
Whoſe fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's ſight, 
And yet has judgment to direct it right? 
Whole juſt diſcernment, Virgil-hke, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay too little or too much? 

Let ſuch a man begin without delay; 

zut he muſt do beyond what I can ſay; 
Muſt above Taſſo's lofty flights prevail, 
Succeed where Spenſer and ev'n Milton fail. 
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The Chace. SOMERVILLE. 
BOOK I. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


The ſulje propoſed. Addreſs to bis Royal Highnefs 
the Prince. The origin of hunting. The rude 
and unpolifhed manner of the fut bunters. Beafts 
at firft bunted for food and jacrifice. The grant 
made by God to man of the beafls, Sc. The 
regular manner of hunting fut brought into this 
faul by the Normans. The beft bounds and beft 
borſ*s bred here. The advantage of this erer. 
ctſe to us, as iflanders. Addreſs to gentlemen of 
eftates, Situation of the kennel, aud its al 
courts, The diverſion and employment of hounds 
in the kennel. The different forts of hounds for 
each different chace. Deſcription of, à perfect 
hound. Of fizing and ſorting of hounds ; the 
middle-fized bound recommended. Of the large 
deep-mouthed hound for hunting the flag and 
oe r. Of the lime bound; their uſe on the Bor- 
ders of England and Scotland, A phyfical ac- 
count of fceents. Of good and bad ſcenting days. 
A Hort admonition to my brethren of the couples. 

PHE et ſing, hounds, and their various 

ree | 

And no lets various uſe. O thou, great Prince! 

Whom Cambria's tow'ring hills proclaim their 

lord, 

Deign thou to hear my bold ĩnſtructive ſong. 


While grateful citizens, with pompous ſhow, 


Rear the triumphal arch, rich with th' exploits 
Of thy illuſtrious houſe ; while virgins pave 


Thy 


oe 


The proper finiſhing. When Nimrod bold, 


 Widewaſting, and grim Slaughter, red with blood; 


Thy way with flow'rs, and as the Royal Youth 
Paſling they view, admire, and beh in vain; 
While crowded theatres, too fondly proud 
Of their exotic minſtrels and ſhrill pipes, 
The price of manhood, hail thee with a ſong, 
And airs ſoft warbling ; my hoarſe-ſounding horn 
Invites thee to the Chace, the ſport of kings ; 
of war without its guilt. The Muſe 
Aloft on wing ſhall ſoar, conduct with care 
Thy foaming courſer o'er the fteepy rock, 
Or on the river bank receive thee ſafe, 
Light bounding o'er the wave from ſhore to ſhore, 
Be thou our great protector, gracious Youth ; 
And if, in future tunes, ſome envious prince, 
Careleſs of right, and guileful, ſhould 1avade : 
Thy Britain's commerce, or ſhould ſtrive in vain 
To wrefſt the balance from thy equal hand, 
Thy hunter-train, in cheerful green array d 
(A band undaunted, and inur'd to toils), 
Shall compaſs thee around, die at thy feet, 
Or hew thy paſſage thro' th embattled foe, 
And clear thy way to fame: inſpir d by thee, 
The nobler chace of glory ſhall purſue 
"Thro' fire, and ſmoke, and blood, and fields of 
_ . death. 
Nature, in her productions flow, aſpires 
By juſt degrees to reach perfection's height:: 
So mimic Art works leiſurely, tl Time 
Improve the piece, or wife Experience give 


That mighty hunter! firſt made war on beaſts, 
And ſtain'd the woodland green with purple dye, 
New and unpoliſh'd was the huntſman's art; 
No ſtated rule, his wanton will his guide. 

With clubs and ftones, rude implements of war! 
He arm d his ſavage bands, a mukirude 
Untrain'd: of twining ofiers form d, they pitch 
Their artleſs toils, then range the deſert hills, 
And ſcour the plains below : the trembling herd 
Start at th unuſual ſound, and clam'rous ſhout 
Unheard before; ſurpris d, alas! to find lord, 
Man now their foe, whom erft they deem'd their 
But mild and gentle, and by whom as yet 
Secure they graz'd. Death ftretches o'er the plain 
Ur d on by hunger keen, they wound, they kill; 
Their 22 — vo bound: at laſt, 
Encumber d with their ſpoils, joyful they bear 
Upon their ſnoulders broad the bleeding prey. 
Part on their altars ſmokes, a facrifice 

To that ali-gracious Pow'r whoſe hountcous hand 
Su s his wide creation; what remains 

On living coals wy broil, inelegant 

Of taſte, nor ſkill'd as — in nicer arts 

Of d luxury. Devotion pure, 
22 neceſſity, thus firft began 
The chace of beaſts; tho bloody was the deed, 
Yet without guilt: for the green herb alone 
Unequal to ſuſtain man's lab ting race, 

Now ev'ry moving thing that liv'd on-earth 
Was ted him for food. So juſt is Heaven, 
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Book II. 
| Or chance or induſtry in after times ; 
Some few improvements made, but ſhort as yet 
Of due perfection. In this iſle remote 

Our painted anceſtors were flow to learn: 

To arms devote, in the politer arts 

Nor ſ{kill'd nor ſtudious; till from Neuſtria's coaſts 
Victorigus William to more decent rules 
Subdued our Saxon fathers, taught to ſpeak 

The proper dialect, with horn and voice 


To cheer the buſy hound, whoſe well-known cry 


His liſt'ning peers approve with joint acclaim. 

From him ſucceſſive huntſmen learn'd to join 

In bloody ſocial leagues the multitude | 

Diſpers'd, to ſize, to fort their various tribes ; 

To rear, feed, hunt, and diſcipline the pack. 
Hail, happy Britain | highly favour'd iſle, 

And Heaven's peculiar care! to thee tis given 

To train the ſprightly ſteed, more fleet than thoſe 

Begot by winds, or the celeftial breed W 80 

That bore the great Pelides thro” the preſs 

Of heroes arm'd, and broke their crowded rank s, 

Which proudly neighing, with the ſun begins 

Cheerful his courſe, and ere his beams decline, 

Has meaſur'd half thy ſurface unfatigued. 

In thee alone, fair land of Liberty! 

Is bred the perfect hound, in ſcent and ſpeed 

As yet unrivall'd, while in other climes 

Their virtue fails, a weak degen'rate race. 

In vain malignant teams and winter fogs 

Load the dull air, and hover round our coaſts ; 

The huntſman, ever gay, robuſt, and bold, 

Defics the noxious vapour, and confides 

In this delightful exerciſe to raiſe 

His drooping head, and cheer his heart with joy. 
Ye vig'rous youths I by ſiniling Fortune bleſt 

With large demeſnes, hereditary wealth, 

Heap'd copious by your wiſe forefathers” care, 

Hear and attend! while I the means reveal 

T” enjoy theſe pleaſures, for the weak too ſtrong, 

Tov coſtly for the poor: to rein the ſteed | 

Swift ſtretching o'er the plain, to cheer the pack 

Op'ning in concerts of harmonious joy, 

But breathing death. What tho' the gri 

Of brazen- fiſtcd Time, and flow Diſea 

Creeping thro ev'ry vein, and nerve unſtru 

Afflict my ſhatter d frame, undaunted ſtill, 

Fix'd as a mountain-aſh, that braves the bolts 

Of angry Jove, tho blaſted, yet unfallen; 

Still can my ſoul in Fancy's mirror view 

Deeds glorious once, recall the joyous ſcene 

In all its ſplendours deck 'd, o'er the full bowl 

Recount my triumphs paſt, urge others on 


| With hand and voice, and puint the winding way; 


Pleas'd with that ſocial ſweet garrulity, 

The poor diſbanded veteran's fole delight. 
Firſt let the kennel be the huntſman's care, 

Upon ſome little eminence erect, 

And fronting to the ruddy lawn; its courts 

On either hand wide op'ning to receive 


And gilds the mountain tops: for much the pack 


To give us in proportion to our wants. 


* Gon, chap, ix. ver. 3. 


(Rous'd from their dark alcoves)deliglit toſtretch, 
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ſevere 


The ſun's all- cheering beams, hen mild he ſhinesg 
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And baſk in his invigorating ray. 
Warn'd by the ſtreaming light, and merry lark, 
Forth ruſh the jolly clan; with tuneful throats 
They carol loud, and in grand chorus join'd 
Salute the new-born day: for not alone 
The vegetable world, but men and brutes 
Own his reviving influence, and joy 
At his approach. Fountain of Light ! if chance 
Some envious cloud veil thy refulgent brow, 
In vain the Muſes' aid; untouch'd, unſtrung, 
Lies my mute harp, and thy deſponding bard 
Sits darkly muſing o'er th' unfiniſh'd lay. 

Let no Corinthian pillars prop the dome; 
A vain expence, on charitable deeds 
Better diſpos'd, to clothe the tatter'd wretch 
Who ſhrinks beneath the blaſt, to feed the poor 
Pinch'd with affliftive want. For uſe, not {atc, 
Gracefully plain, let each apartment rife. 
Oer all let cleanlineſs prefide, no ſcraps 
Beſtrew the pavement, and no half-pick'd bones 
To kindle fierce debate, or to diſguſt 
That nicer ſenſe on which the ſportſman's hope 
And all its future triumphs muſt depend. 
Soon as the growling pack with eager joy 
Hare lapp'd their ſmoking viands, morn or eve, 
From the full ciſtern lead the ductile ſtreams, 
To waſh thy court well pav'd, nor ſpare thy pains; 
For much to health will elecanlineſs avail. 
Scek'ſt thou for hounds to climb the rocky ſtcep, 
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| Begun, combat enſues ; growling they ſnarl, | | 
Then, on their haunches rear'd,rampant they ſeize 


Each others throats ; with teeth and claws in gore 


| Belmear'd,they wound, they tear, tillon the ground, 
. | Panting, half dead, the conquer'd champion lies: 


Then tudden all the baſe 2 crowd, 


And, thirſting for his blood, drag different ways 

His mangled carcaſe on th' enſanguin d plain. 

O breaſts of pity void! t' oppreſs the weak, 

Fo point your vengeance at the friendleſs 

And with one mutual cry inſult the fallen! 

{Emblem too juſt of man's degenerate race. 
Others apart, by native inſtinct led, 

Knowing inſtructor! 'mong the ranker graſs. 

Cull each ſalubrious plant, with bitter juice 

Concottive ſtor'd, and potent to allay 

hach vicious ferment. Thus the hand divine 

Of Providence, beneſicent and kind 

| Fo all his creatures, for the brutes preſcribes 

A ready remedy, and is himſelf 

And many a painful chace, the wiſe old 

Regardlets of the frolic pack, attends 

His maſter's fide, or ſlumbers at his eaſe 


Runs o'er in dreams; now on the doubtful 
[Puzzles perplex'd, or doubles intricate, + | 
Cautious unfolds, then wing'd with all his ſpeed 


And bruſh th' entangled covert, whoſe nice ſcent} Bounds o'er the lawn to ſeize his panting prey, 


O'er greaſy failows and frequented roads 
Can pick the dubious way: Baviſh far off 
Each noiſome ſtench, let no offenſive ſmell 
Invade thy wide inclofure, but admir 

The nitrous air and puritving breeze. 

Water and ſhade no leſs demand thy care. 
In a large ſquare th' adjacent held incloſe; 
There plant in equal ranks the ſpreading elm, 
Or fragrant lime; moſt happy thy deſig, 

Tf at the bottom of thy ſpacious court 
A large canal, fed by the cryftal brook, 
From its tranſparent boſom ſhall reflect 
Thy downward ſtructure and inverted grove. 
Here, when the ſun's too potent gleams annoy 
The crowded kennel ; and the dropping pack, 
Reſtleſs and faint, loll their unmoiſten'd tongues, 
And drop their feeble tails ; to cooler thades 
Lead forth the panting tribes : ſoon ſhalt thou find 
The cordial breeze their fainting hearts revive: 
Tumultuous ſoon they plunge into the ſtream, 
There lave their reek ing ſides; with greedy joy 
Gulp down the flying wave; this way and that 
From ſhore to ſhore they ſwim, while clamour loud 
And wild uproar torment the troubled flood: 
Then on the ſunny bank they roll and ſtretch 
Their dripping limbs, or elſe in wanton rings 
ourſing around, purſuing and purſued, 
The merry multitude diſporting play. 

But here with watchful and obſervant eye 
Attend their frolics, which too often end 
In bloody broils and death. High o'er thy head 
Ware thy reſounding whip, and with a voice 
Fierce menacing o'er-rule the ſtern debate, 


And quench their kindling rage: for oft, in ſport 


And in imperfe& whimp'rings ſpeaks his joy. 

A diff rent hound for ev'ry diff rent chace 
Select with judgment; nor the tim'rous hare - 
O'crmatch'd deſtroy, but leave that vile offence 
To the mean, murd'rous, courſing crew, intent 


Jon blood and ſpoil. O blaſt their hopes, juſt Heav nl 


And all their painful drudgeries repay 

With diſappointment and ſevere remorſe; 

But huſband thou thy pleaſures, and give ſcope 

To all her ſubtle play. By Nature led. 

A thouſand ſhifts the tries: t' unravel theſe 

Th' induſtrious beagle twiſts his waving tail, 

Thro' all her labyrinths purſues, and rings 

Her doleful knell. Sec there, with count'nance 
blithe, ; | 

And with a courtly grin, the fawning hound 

Salutes thee cow'ring; his wide op'ning noſe 

Upward he curls, and his large floe-black eyes 

Melt in ſoft blandiſhments and humble joy: 

His gloſiy (kin, or yellow pied, er blue, 

In lights or ſhades by Nature's pencil drawng 

RefleRts the various tints; his cars and legs, 

} Fleck'd here and there, in gay enamell'd pride 

Rival the ſpeckled pard; his ruſh-grown tail 

O'er his broad back bends in an ample arch: 

Ou ſhoulders clean upright and firm he ſtands: 

His round cat: foot, ſtraight hams, aud wide-ſpread 
thighs, - 


And his low-dropping cheſt, confeſs his ſpeed, 


His ſtrength, his wind, or on the ſteepy hall 
Or far-extended plain; in ev'ry part 3 
So well-proportion'd, that the nicer {kill 
Of Phidias himſelf can't blame thy choice : 
Of fuch compoſe thy pack. But here a mean 
| Obſerve, 


Loud-clam'ring, ſeizethe helpleſs, worried wretch, 


Their great Phy ſician. Now grown Riff with ages | 
FR 


Beneath the bending ſhade; there many a fing | 
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Obſerve, nor the large hound prefer, of ſize 
Gigantic; he in the thick-woven covert 
Painfully rugs, or in the thorny brake | 
Torn and embarraſs'd bleeds : but if too ſmall, 
The pigmy brood in ev'ry furrow ſwims ; 
Moil d in the clogging clay, panting they lag 
Behind inglorious ; or elſe ſhiv'ring creep, 

Benumb d and faint, beneath the 2 thorn: 
For hounds of middle ſize, active and ſtrong, 
Will better anſwer all thy various ends, 
And crown thy pleaſing labours with ſucceſs. 

As ſome brave captain, curious and exact, 
By his fix d ſtandard forms in equal ranks 
His gay battalion, as one man they move 
Step 4 ſep, their ſize the ſame, their arms 
Far-gleaming dart the ſame united blaze; 
Reviewing generals his merit own ; 
- regular ! 13 juſt ! and all his cares 

re we id if mighty George approve: 
So model — thy — JF honour och | 
Thy gen'rous ſoul, and the world's juſt applauſe. 
But above all take heed, nor mix thy hounds 
Of diff rent kinds; diſcordant ſounds ſhall grate 
Thy ears offended, and a lagging line 
Of babbling curs diſgrace thy broken pack. 
But if th' amphibious otter be thy chace, 
Or ately ſtag that o'er the woodland reigns ; - 
Or if th' harmonious thunder of the field 
Delight thy raviſh'd ears; the deep-flew'd hound 
Breed up with care, ſtrong, heavy, flow, bur ſure; 
Whoſe cars down-hanging frem his thick round 

head | 

Shall ſweepthe morning dew,whoſe clanging voice 
Awake the mountain Echo in her cel!, 
And ſhake the foreſts : rhe bold talbot kind 
Of theſe the prime, as white as Alpine ſnows, 
And great their uſe of old. Upon the banks 
Of Tweed, flow winding thro' the vale, the ſcat 
_ Of war and rapine once, ere Britons knew 
The ſweets of peace, or Anna's dread commands 
To lafting leagues the havghty rivals aw'd, 
Theredwelt apilf ring race, well train'd and (kill'd 
In all the myſteries of theft, the ſpoil 1 
Their only ſubſtance, feuds and war their ſport; 
Not more expert in ev*ry fraudful art 
T' arch felon was of old, who by the tail 
Drew back his lowing prize: in vain his wiles, 
In vain the ſhelter of the cov'ring rock, 
In vain the footy cloud and ruddy flames 
That iſſued from his mouth: for ſoon he paid 
His forfeit life; a debt how juſtly du 
To wrong d Alcides and avenging Heaven! 
Veil'd in the ſhades of night they ford the ſtream, 
Then prowling far and near, whate'er they ſeize 
Becomes their prey; nor flocks nor herds are ſafc, 
Nor ſtalls protect the ſteer, nor ſtrong-barr'd doors 
Secure the fav'rite horſe. Soon as the morn 
Reveals his wrongs, with ghaſtly viſage wan 
The plunder'd owner ſtands, and from his. lips 
A thoufand thronging curſes burſt their way: 
He calls his ſtout allies, and in a line 

His faithful hound he leads, then with a voice 
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| Applaud his reas'nings. 
Dry ſandy heaths, and ftony barren hills, 


That utters loud his rage, attentive cheers : 
Soon the ſagacious brute, his curling tail 
Flouriſh'd in air, low bending plies around 
His buſy noſe, the ſteaming vapour ſnuffs 
Inquiſittve, nor leaves one turf untried, 

Till, conſeious of the recent ſtains, his heart 
Beats quick ; his — noſe, his active tail, 
Atteſt his joy; then with deep- opening mouth, 
That makes the welkin tremble, he proclaims 
Th' audacious fetory: foot by foot he marks 
His winding way, while alt the liſt' ning crowd 
Oer the wat' ry ford, 


O'er beaten paths with men and beaſts difain'd, 
Unerring he purſues, till at the cot 
Arriv'd, and ſeizing by his guilty throat 
The caitiff vile, redeems the captive prey: 
So exquiſitely delicate his ſenſe! 

Should ſomemore curious ſportſman here enquire 
Mhence this ſagacity, this wondrovs pow'r 
Of tracing ſtep by ſtep or man or brute ? 
What guide inviſible points out their way 
O'er the dank marſh, bleak hill, and ſandy plain? 
The courteous Muſe ſhall the dark cauſe reveal. 
The blood that from the heart inceſſant rolls 


In many a crimfon tide, then here and there 


In ſmaller rills diſparted, as it flows 

Propell'd, the ſerous particles evade 

Thro' rh' open pores, and with the ambient air 

Entangling mix. As fuming vapours riſe, 

And hang upon the gently-purling-brook, 

There by th' incumbent atmoſphere compreſs d, 

The panting chace grows warmer as he flies, 

And thro' the net-work of the ſkin perſpires, 

Leaves à long ftreaming trail behind, which by 

The cooler air condens d, remains, unleſs 

By tome rude ſtorm difpers'd, or rarctied 

By the meridian ſun's intenſer hear. 

o ev ſhrub the warm effluvia cling, 

Hang ou the graſs, impregnate earth and ſkies. 

With noſtrils op'ning wide, o'er hill, v'er 4ale, 

The vig'rous hovnds purfue, with ev'ry breath 

Inhale the grateful ſteam, quick pleaſures ſting 

Their Sang nerves, while they their thanks 
repay, 

And in triumphant melody confeſs 

The titillating joy. Thus on the air 

Depend the hunter's hopes. When ruddy ſtreaks 

At eve forebode a bluſt'ring ſtormy day, 

Or low'ring clouds blacken the mountain's brow; 

When nipping froſts, and the keen biting blaſts 

Of the dry-parching eaſt, menace the trees, 

With tender bloſſoms teeming ;z kindly ſpare 

Thy ſleeping pack, in their warm beds of ſtraw 

Low-ſmking at their eaſe ! liſtleſs, they ſhrink 

Into ſome dark receſs, nor. hear thy voice, 

Tho' oft invok'd ; or haply if thy call 

Rouſe up the ſlumb' ring tribe, with heavy eyes, 

Glaz'd, 2 dull, downward they drop cir 
rails 

lnverted; high on their bent backs erect 


| Their pointed briſtles ſtare, or 'mong the tufts 
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Of ranker weeds each ſtomach-healing plant 
Curious ny crop, ſick, ſpiritleſs, forlorn. 
Theſe inauſpicious days on other cares 


Employ thy precious hours; th' improving friend 


Vith open arms embrace, and from his lips 
Glean ſcience, ſeaſon'd with good- natur d wit: 


But if th' inclement ſkies and angry Jove 


Forbid the pleaſing intercourſe, thy books 


Invite thy ready hand; each ſacred page 


Rich with the wiſe remarks of heroes old. 
Converſe familiar with th' illuſtrious dead; 
With great examples of old Greece or Rome 
Enlargethy free-born heart, and bleſs kind Heaven 
That Britain yet enjoys dear Liberty, 

That balm of life, that ſweeteſt bleſſing, cheap 
'Tho' purchas'd with our blood. Well-bred, polite, 
Credit thy calling. See ! how mean, how low, | 
The bookleſs ſaunt'ring youth, proud of the ſæut 
That dignifies his cap, his flouriſh'd belt, 

And ruſty couples jingling by his ſide! 

Be thou of other mould; and know that ſuch 
Tranſporting pleaſures were by Heaven ordain'd 
Wiſdom's relief, and Virtue's great reward. 


| 


BOOK II. 


THE ARGUMENT. | 
Of the poꝛuer of inflinft in brutes. Too remark- 
able inflances in the hunting of the roebuck, and 
in the hare going to ſeat in the morning. Of 
the wariety-of feats or forms of the hare, ac- 
carding to the changes of the Aalen, weather, or 
wind, Deſcription of the bare- hunting in all its 
farts, interſperſed with rules to be obſerved by 
thoſe who follow that chace. Tranſition to the 
Afatic way of bunting, particularly ihe magni- 
 ficent manner of the Great Mogul, and other 
Tartarian princes, taken from Manfieur Bernier, 
and the Hiftory of Gengiſtan the Great. Concludes 
1th a ſhort reproof of tyrants and oppreſjors of 
mankind, 
NOR will it leſs delight th' attentive ſage 
T” obſerve that inſtinct which unerring guides 
Ihe brutal race, which mimics Reaſon's lore, 
And oft tranſcends. Heaven-taught, the roe- 
buck” ſwift | F 
Loiters at eaſe before the driving pack, 
And mocks their vain. purſuit, nor far he flies; 
But checks his ardour, till the ſteaming {cent 
That freſhens on the blade provokes their rage. 
Urg'd to their ſpeed, his weak deluded, foes + 
Soon flag fati gued ſtrain'd to exceſs, each nerve, 
Each * d ſinew, fails: they pant, they. 
dam: , 
Then o'er the lawn he bounds, o'er the high hills 
Stretches ſecure, and leaves the ſcatter'd crowd 
To puzzle in the diſtant vale below. 
'Tis inſtinct that directs the jealous hare 
To chooſe her ſoft abode. With ſtep revers'd_ 
She forms the doublmg maze; then, exe the morn 
Peeps thro' the clouds, leaps to her Uloſe receſs. 
As wand ring ſhepherds on th' Arabian plains 
No ſettled reſidence obſerye, but ſhift 


They cool their boiling blood. 


SCRIPTIVE, & 38g 


Their moving camp; now on ſome cooler hill, 
With cedars crown'd, court therefreſhing breeze; 
And then below, where trickling ſtreams diſtil 
From ſome penurious ſource, their thirſt allay, 
And feed their fainting flocks: ſo the wile hares 
Oft quit their ſeats, leſt ſome more curious eye 
Should mark their haunts, and by dark treache- 
rous wiles | 
Plot their deſtruction; or perchance, in hopes 
Of plenteous forage, near the anker mead 
Or matted blade wary and loſe they fit. 


| When ſpring ſhines forth; ſeaſon of love and jay, 


In the moiſt marſh, 'mong beds of ruſhes hid, 
When ſummer 
ſuns 
Bake the cleft earth, to thick wide-waving fields 
Of corn full grown they lead their helpleſs young; 
But when autumnal torrents and fierce rains 
Deluge the vale, in the dry crumbling bank © 
Their forms they delve, and — avoid ©. 
The dripping covert: yet when winter's cold 
Their limbs benumbs, thither with ſpeed return d, 
In the long graſs they: ſculk, or ſhrinking cree 
Among the wither'd icaves : thus changing fall 
As fancy prompts them, or as focd invites. 
But ev'ry ſeaſon carefully obſerv'd, 
Th' inconſtant winds, the fickle element, 
The wiſe experienc'd huntſman ſoon miy find 
His ſubtle, various game, nor waſte in vain 
His tedious hours, till his. impatient” hounds, 
With diſappointment vex'd, each ſpringing lark 
Babbling purſue, far ſeatter d o'er the fields. 
Now golden Autumn from her open lap 
Her fragrant bounties ſhow'rs; the fields are ſhorn: 
Inwardliy ſmiling, the proud farmer views 
The rifing pyramids that grace his yard, * 


And groaning ſtaddles bend beneath their load. 
All now is free as air, and the gay pack 

In the rough briſtly ſtubbles range unblam' d. 
No widow's tears o'erflow, no ſecret curſe 


| Swells in the farmer's breaſt, which his pale lips 
Trembliag conceal, by his fierce landlord aw d; 
| But courteous now he levels ev'ry fence, 4 


Joins in the common cry, and halloos loud, 
Charm'd with the rattling thunder of the field. 


Oh bear me, ſome kind pow'r inviſible ! 
To that extended lawn, where the bay court 


View the ſwift racers ſtretching to the goal; 
Games more renown'd, and a far nobler train; 
Than proud Elean fields could boaſt of old; 

Oh were a Theban lyre not wanting here, 

And Pindar's voice, to do their merit right! 

Or to thoſe ſpacious plains where the ſtrain'd eye, 
In the wide proſpect loſt, beholds at laſt 

Sarum's proud ſpire, that o'er the hills aſcends, 
And pierces thro” the clouds; or to thy downs, 

| Fair e where the well-breath'd beagle 
cumbs, f | 

With matchleſs ſpeed, thy green-aſpiring brow, 
And leaves the lagging multitude behind. 

Hail, gentle Dawn! mild bluſhing goddeſs, hail ! 
Rejoic'd I ſee thy purple mantle ſpread a 
wy half the ſkies ; gems paye thy radiant way, 

Cc | And 


And counts his large increaſe : his barns are Nor dʒ 


* 


—— dn — 


o 
P 
2 a 
—— 2 —7j*—⁵5ð;̃ve ———ů— 


386 - ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book 1, 


And orient pearls from ev'ry ſhrub depend. 
Farewel, Cleora ! here, deep funk in down, 
Skimber ſecure, with happy dreams amus'd, 
Till greteful teams ſha!l tempt thee to receive 
Thy early meal; or thy officious maids, 


"The toilette plac d, ſhall urge thee to perform 


Th' important work. Me other joys invite; 

The horn ſonorous calls, the 1 

Their matius chant, nor brook my long delay: 

My courſer hears their voice : ſec there ! with cars 

And tail erect, neighing he paws the ground: 

- Fierce rapture kindles in his redd'ning eyes, 

And boils in ev'ry vein. As captive boys, 

Cow'd by the ruling rod and haughty frowns 

Of pedagogues ſevere, from their hard taſks 

I once diſmiſs d, no limits can contain 

The tumult rais d within their little breaſts, 

But give a looſe to all their frolic play; 

So from their kennel ruſh the joyous pack; 

A thouſand wanton gaietics expreſs 

Their inward ecſtacy, their pleaſing ſport 

Once more indulg d, and liberty reſtor J. 

The riſing ſun, that o'er th horizon peeps, 

As many colours f:om their gloſſy ſkins 

Beaming reflects, as paint the various bow 

When April ſhow'rs deſcend. Delightful ſcene 

Where all around is gay—men, hories, dogs; 

And in each ſmiling countenance appears 

Freſh-blooming 46. 5 and En] joy. 
Huntſman ! lead on: behind the cluſt ring pack 

— attend, hear with reſpect thy whip 

d-=clanging, and thy harſher voice obcy. 

Spare not tue Rraggling cur that wildly roves, 

But let thy briſk athftant on his back 

Imprint thy juſt reſentments; let each laſh 

Bite to the quick, uy howling he return, 

And whining creep amid the trembling crowd. 
Here on this yerdant ſpot, where Nature kind 
With double bleſſings crowns the farmer's hopes, 
Where flowers autumnal ſpring, and the rank 
fords the wand'rjag hares a rich repaſt, I mead 


Throw off thy ready pack. Sce where they ſpread, | Upon our raviſh'd ears! The hunters 


And range around, and, daſh the glitt“ ing de 
Tf ſome r. hound, with his auchentic voice, 
Avow the recent trail, the joſtling tribe 
Attend his call, then with one mutual cry 

e welcome news confirm, and cchoing hills 
Repeat the pleaſing tale. Sec how they thread 
The brakes, and up yon furrow drive along ! 
Bur quick they back recoil, and wiſely check 
Their eager haſte; then o'cr the fallow'd ground 
How leilurely they work, and many a pauſe 
Th harmonious concert breaks; till, more aſſur d, 
With joy redoubled the low valleys ting. 
What artful labyrinths perplex their way!! 
Ahl there ſhe lies; how cloſe ! the pants; ſhe 


UntraCtable, nor hear thy chiding voice. 
No gently put her off; fee how direct bring 
o her known mew ſhe flies! Here, hunſman, 
(But without hurry) all thy jolly hounds, 
And calmly lay them in. How low they ſtoop, 
And feem to plough the ground ! then all at once 
With greedy noſtrils nuff the fuming ſteam 
That glads their flutt ring hearts. As winds let 
looſe 
From the dark caverns of the bluſt'ring god, 
They burſt away, and ſweep the dewy lawn. 
Hope gives them wings, while ſhe 's ſpurr'd on by 
fear. . Agony: 
The welkia rings; men, dogs, hills, rocks, and 
In the full concert join. Now, my brave youths! 
Stripp'd for the chace, give all your ſouls to joy, 
See how their cuurſets, than rhe mountain roe 
More fleet, the verdant carpet {kim ! thick clouds 
Snorting they breathe, their ſhining hoofs ſcarce 
The graſs unbruis'd ; with emulation fir'd [print 
They ſtrain to lead the field, top the barr'd gate, 
Yer the deep ditch exulting bound, and bruth 
The thorny-rwining hedge : the riders bend 
Oer their arch'd necks; with ſteady hands by 
indulge their ſpeed, or moderate their rage. {turns 
Wheie are their ſorrows, diſappointments, wrongs, 
Vexations, ſickneſs, cares? All, all are gone! 
And with the panting winds lag far behind. 
Huntſman ! her gait obſerve; if in wide rings 
She wheel her mazy way, in the ſame round 
Perſiſting RN, the Il foil the beaten track; 
But if ſhe fly, and with the fav'ring wind 
Urge her bold courſe, lefs intricate thy taſk ; 
Puth on thy pack. Like ſeme poor cxil'd wretch 
he frighted chace leaves her late dear abodes, 
O'er plzins remote the ſtretches far away, 
Ah, never to return ! for greedy Death 
Hov'ring exults, ſecure to ſeize his prey. [oaks 
Hark! from yon covert, where thoſe tow'ring 
Abore the humble copſe aſpiring riſe, 
What glorious triumphs burſt in ev'ry gale 
ſhour, 
The clanging horns ſwell their ſweet winding 
Notes, . | 
The pack wide op'ning load the trembling air 
With various melody ; from tree to tree 
The propagated cry redoubling bounds ; 
And winged zephyrs waft the floating joy 
Thro' all the regions near. Aſtictive buch 


| No more the ſchool- boy dreads ; his prifon broke, 


Scamp'ring he flies, nor heeds his maſter's call. 
| The weary traveller forgets his raad; [ leaves 
| And climbs th” adjacent hill, The ploughman 
Th' uatiniſh'd furruw ; nor his bleating flocks 
Are now the ſhepherd's joy. Men, boys, and girls, 
Deſert th” unpeopled village; and wild crowds 


Tf now ſhe lives : ſhe trembles a ſhe ſits, [doubrs | Spread o'er the plain, by the ſwect phrenſy ſciz'd, 


With horror ſeiz'd. The wither'd graſs that clings 
Around her head, of the fame ruſſet hue, 
Almoſt deceiv'd my ſight, had not her eyes 
Wich life full-beaming her vain wiles betray d. 
At diftance draw thy pack; let all be huth'd; 
No clamour loud, no frantic joy, be heard; 
Len the wild hound run gadding o'cr the plain 
#1 1 | | 


Look how ſhe pants! and o'er yon op'ning glade 

Slips.glancing by; while at the further end 

The puzzling pack unravel wile by wile, 

Maze within maze ! The corert's utmoſt bound 

| Slily the ſkirts; behind them cautious creeps ; 
And in that very track ſo lately ſtain'd 

| By all the ficaming crowd, ſeems to purſue 


'The 


AAS 
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And how to ſcape the fierce blood - thirſty crew 


The ſtruggling pack how in t 
To guide the dubions ſcent; how giddy youth 


Sallied awhile, at once their peal renew, 


She reels along, and by her gait betrays 
The ſweat that _ th' obſtructed pores fcarce 


* 
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The foe ſhe flies. Let cavillers deny [ more; 
That b:utes have reaſon; ſure tis ſomething 
*Tis Heaven directs, and ſtratagems inſpires 
Beyoud the ſhort extent of human thought. 

But hold I fee her from the covert break; 

Sad on yon little eminence ſhe ſts 

Intent the liſteas with one ear erect, 

Pond'ring, and doubtful what new courſe to take, 


That ſtill urge on, and (till in vollies loud 
Inſult her woes, and mock her ſore diſtreſs. 
As now in louder peals the loaded winds 
Bring on the gath'ring ſtorm, her fears prevail, 
And o'er the plain, and o'er the mountain's ridge, 
Away the flies; nor ſhips with wind and ride, 
And all their canvas wings, fcud half fo faſt. 
Once more, ye jovial train! your courage try, 
And each clean courſer's ſpeed. We ſcour along 
In pleaſing hurry and Fat toſs' d; 
Oblivion to be wiſh'd ! The patient pack 
Hang on the ſcent unwearied; up they elimb, 
And ardent we purſue: our lab' ring ſteeds 
We preſs, we gore; till, once the ſummit gain'd, 
Painfully panting, tliere we breathe awhile; 
Then like a foaming torrent pouring down 
Precipitant, we ſmoke along the vale. 
Happy the man wlia with unrivall'd ſpeed 
Can pals his fellows, and with pleaſure view 

he rapid courſe 
Alternate they preſide, and joſtling puſh 


Oft blabb'ring errs, by wiſer age reprov d; 
How, niggard of his ſtrength, the wiſe old hound 
Hangs in the rear, till fome important poin 
Route all his diligence, or till the chace 
Sinking he finds; then to the head he fprings, 
With thirſt of glory fir'd, and wins the prize. 
Huntſman ! 1 4 heed ; they ſtop in full career: 
Yon crowdiag flocks, that at a diſtance gaze, 
Have haply foil'd the turf. See that old hound, 
How buhly he works, but dares not truſt 

His doubtful ſenſe! Draw yet a wider ring. 
Hark ! now again the chorvs fills ; as bells, 


And high in air the tuneful thunder rolls. 
See how they toſs, with animated rage 
Recov'ring all they loſt ! That eager haſte 
Some double wile foreſhews. Ah! yet once 
raore ther hand 
They're check'd—told back with ſpeed on ei- 
They flouriſh round—ev'n yet perũſt— tis rigit: 
Away they ſpring; the ruſtling ſtubbles bend 
Benrath the diving ſtorm. Now the FR chace 
Beyins to flag, to her laſt ſhifts reduce d. 
From brake to brake ſhe flies, and viſits all cure, 
Her well-known haunts, where once ſhe rang'd ſe · 
With love and plenty bleſt. See ! there the goes ; 


Her inward weakneſs. See how black the looks! 


A languid ſcent. And now in open view leaves 
See! fee ! ſhe flies; each eager hound exerts 
Mis utmoſt ſpeed, and ſtretches ev'ry nerve. 
How quick the turns, their gaping jaws cludes, 


| She yields 
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And yet a moment lives, till round inclos'd 

By all the greedy pack, with infant ſcreams 
5 breath, and there reluctant dies? 

So when the furious Bacchanals affail'd 

Threician Orpheus, poor ill-fated bard ! 


| Loud was the cry; hills, woods, and Hebrus' banks 


Rerurn'd their clam'rous rage : diftreſs'd he flies, 
Shifting from place to place, but flies in vain; 
For cager they purſue ; till panting, faint, 
By noify multitudes o'erpower'd, he ſinks 

o the retentleſs crowd a bleeding prey 
The hyntſman now, a deep incifion made, 
Shakes out with hands impure, ang daſhes down, 
Her reeking entrails and yet quiv'ring heart. 
Theſe claim the pack, the bloody perquiſite 
For all their toils. Stretch'd on the ground the lies 


| A mangled corſe; in her dim-glaring eyes 


Cold Death exnlts, and ſtiffens ev'ry limb. 
Aw'd by the threat'ning whip, the furious hound 
Around her bay, or at their maſter's foot 

Lach happy fav'rite courts his kind applauſe, 
With humble adulation cow'ring low. 

All now is * With cheeks full-blown they 
win 


Her ſolemn dirge, while the loud-opening pack 


The concert fwell, and hills and dales return 


The ſadly-pleafing ſounds, Thus the hare, 

A puny altar animal] but vers'd 225 | 

In ſubtle wiles, diverts the youthful train, 

But if thy proud aſpiring ſoul diſdains 

So mean a prey, delighted with the pomp, 

Magnificence, and grandeur, of the chace; 

Hear what the Muſe from faithful record fings. 
Why on the banks of Gemna, Indian ſtream, 


ine within line, riſe the pavilions proud, 


Their filken ſtreamers waving in the wind? 
Why neighs the warrior horſc ? From tent to tent 
Why prets in crowds the buzzing multitude? 
Why fhines the poliſh'd helm and pointed 

This way and that far beaming o'er the plain? 
Nor Vifapeur nor Golconda rebel, * 

Nor the great Sophy, with his num'rous hoſt, 
Lays walte the provinces, nor glory fires | 
To rob and to deſtroy, beneath the name 

And ſpecious guiſe of war. A nobler cauſe 
Calls Aurengzebe to arms. Nh cities fack'd, 
No mother's tears, no helpleſ>orphan's cries, 

No violated leagues, with ſharp remorſe 

Shall ting the conſcious viftar, but mankind 
Shall hail him good and juſt 1 for tis on beaſls 
He draws his vengeful {word ; on beaſts of prey, 
Full-fed with human gore. See, ſee, he comes ?! 
Imperial Delhi, op'ning wide her gates, 

Pours out her thronging legions, bright in army 
And all the pomp of war. Before them ſound 
Clarions and trumpets, breathing martial airs 
And bold defiance. High upon his throne, 
Borne on the back of his proud elephant, 

Sirs the great chief of Timur's glorious race; 
Sublime he firs amid the radiant blaze 

Of gems and gold. Omrahs about him crewd, 


And rein the Arabian fteed, and watch his nod, 
And potent rajahs, who themſelves prefide 


2 realms of wide extent; but here ſybmiſs 
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Their homage pay, alternate kings and ſlaves 
Next theſe, with prying eunuchs girt around, 
The fair ſultanas of his court; a troop 
Of choſew beauties, hut with care conceal'd 
From each — 4 one look is death. 
Ahl eruel eaſtern law ! (had kings a pow'r 
But equal to their wild tyrannic will) 
To rob us of the ſun's all-cheering ray _ 
Were leſs ſevere. The vulgar cloſe the march, 
Slaves and artificers; and Delhi mourns | 
Her empty and depopulated ſtreets. 
Now at the camp arnv'd, with ftern review _ 

hro* groves of ſpears from file to file he darts 
His harp experienc'd eye, their order marks, 
Each in his ſtation rang'd, exact aud firm, 
Till in the boundleſs line his fight is loft, 
Nor greater multitudes in arms appcar'd 
On theſe extended plains, when Ammon's ſon 
With mighty Porus in dread battle join'd, 
The,vaſſal world the prize; nor was that hoſt 
More numerous of old which the Great King“ 
Pour'd out on Greece from all th* unpeopled Eaft, 
That bridg'd the Helleſpont from ſhore to ſhore, 
And drank the rivers dry. Meanwhile in troops 
The buſy hunter - train mark out the ground, 
A wide circumference, full many a league 
In compaſs round ; woods, rivers, hills, and plains, 
Large provinces, enough to gratify PR 
Ambition's higheſt aim, could reaſon bound 
Man's erripg will. Now fit in cloſe ditan 
The mighty chiefs of this prodigious hoſt ; 
He from the throne high- eminent preſides, 
Gives out his mandates proud, laws of the chace, 
From ancient records drawn. With rev rence low, 
And proſtrate at his feet, the chiefs receive 
His irreverſible decrees, from which 
To vary is to die. Then his brave bands 
Each to his ſtation leads, encamping round 

Ul che wide circle is completely form'd. 
Where decent order reigns, what theſe command 
Thoſe execute with ſpeed and punctual care, 
In ali the ſtricteſt diſcipline of war, 
As if ſome watchful foe, with bold inſult, 
Hung low'ring o'er theireamp. The high reſolve 
That flies on wings thro” all th' encircling line 
Each motion ſteers, and animates the whole. 
So, by the ſun's attractive pow r controll'd, 
The planets in their ſpheres roll round his orb; 

All he ſhines, and rules the great machine. 

| e yet the morn diſpels the kae miſts, 
The fignal given by the loud trumpet ' voice, 
Now high in air th“ imperial ſtandard waves, 
Emblazon'd rich with gold and glitt'rings gems, 
And like a ſheet of fire thro' the dun gloom 
Streaming meteorous. The ſoldiers' ſhouts, 
And all the brazen inftruments of war, 
With mutual clamour and united din wht 
Fill the large concave, while from camp to camp 
They catch the varied ſounds, floating in alr. 
Round all the wide circumference tigers fell 
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Re- echo thro' the woods, and gy 


- | Difturb thoſe 


BOOK II. 
Drop from his trembling jaws. Now all at once 
Onward they march embattled, to the ſound 


Of martial harmony; fifes, cornets, drums, 
That rouſe the ſleepy ſoul to arms and bold 


Heroic deeds. In parties here and there, _ 
Detach'd o'er hill and dale, the hunters range 
Inquiſitive; ſtreng dogs, that match in fight 

I he boldeſt brute, around their maſters wait, 

A faithful guard. No haunt unſearch'd, they drive 
From ev ry covert, and from ev'ry den, 

The lurking ſavages. Incefſant ſhouts 

fares 
Gleam from the mountain-tops : the foreſt ſeems 
One mingling blaze : like flocks of ſheep they fly 
Before the flamipg brand: fierce lions, pards, ; 
Boars, tigers, bears, and wolves, a dreadful crew 
Of grim blood-thirſty foes! Growling along 
They ſtalk indignant, but nerce vengeance ſtill 
Hangs pealing on their rear, and pointed ſpears 
Preſent immediate death. Soon as the night, 
Wrapp'd in her ſable veil, forbids the chace, 
They pitch their tents in even ranks around 
The circling camp. The guards are plac'd, and 
At proper diſtances aſcending riſe, . [ fires 


And paint th' horizon with their ruddy light, 


So round ſome iſland's ſhore of large extent, 
Amid the gloomy horrors of the night, 

The billows breaking on the pointed rocks 

Seem all one flame, and the bright circuit wide 
Appears a bulwark of ſurrounding fire, 

W hat dreadful howlings and what hideous roar 
peaceful ſhades? where erſt the bird 
That glads the night had cheer'd the liſt'ning 

= groves | 

With ſweet complainings. Thro' the filent gloom 
Oft they the guards aſſail; as oft repell'd _ 
They 15 reluctant, with hot-boiling rage 
Stung to the quick, and mad with wild deſpair. 
Thus, day by day, they ſtill the chace renew, 
At night encamp ; till now in ftraiter bounds 
The circle leſſens, and the beaſts perceive 
The wall that hems them in on ev'ry fide. -- 

And now their fury burſts, and knows.no mean; 
From man e and point their ill-· judg'd rage 
Againſt their fellow brutes. With teeth and claws 
The civil war begins; grappling they tear; 

Lions on tigers prey, and bears on wolves ; 
Horrible difcord till the crowd behind 
Shoutipg purſue, and part the bloody fray, 

At once their wrath ſubſides; tame as the lamb 
| The lion hangs his head; e 
Cow'd and ſubdued, flies from the face of man, 
Nor bears one glance of his commanding eye. 

So abject is a tyrant ia diſtreſs!  -.,, 
At laſt, within the narrow plain confin'd, 

A lifted field, mark'd out for bloody deeds, 

An amphitheatre more glorious far [ heaps, 
Than ancient Rome could boaſt, they crowd in 
Diſmay'd, and quite appall'd. In meet arra 
Sheath'd in refulgent arms, a noble band 


ShHnk at the noiſe ; deep in his gloomy den Advance; great lords of high imperial blood, 
The Yon ſtarts, 222 yet unchew'd Early reſolv'd t aſſert their royal race, 


. Xerxes. 


And 


w 


The battle blee 
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And prove by glorious deeds their yalour's growth 
Mature, ere yet the callow down has ſpread 
Its curling ſhade. On bold Arabian fteeds | 
With decent pride they fit, that fearleſs hear 
The lion's dreadful roar ; and down the rock 
Swift ſhooting plunge, or o'er the mountain's ridge 
Stretching along, the greedy tiger leave 

Panting behind. On foot their faithful ſlaves 
With jav'lins arm'd attend; each watchful eye 
Fix'd on his youthful care, for him alone 

He fears; and, to redeem his life, unmov d 
Would loſe his own. The mighty Aurengzebe 
From his high-elevated throne beholds 

His blooming race, revolving in his mind 
What once he was, in his gay ſpring of life, 
When vigour ſtrung his nerves. Parental joy 
Melts in his eyes, and fluſhes in his cheeks. 
Now the loud trumpet ſounds a charge. The ſhouts 
Of eager hoſts thro! all the circling line, 

And the wild howlings of the beaſts within, 


| Rend the welkin; the flights of arrows wing 'd 


With death, and jav'lins launch'd from every arm, 
Gall fore the brutal bands, with many a wound 
Gor'd thro* and thro'. Deſpair at laſt prevails, 
When fainting. nature ſhrinks, and rouſes all 
Their drooping courage. Swell'd with furious 
rage, | 
Their —_ dart fire, and on the youthful band 
They ruſh implacable. They their broad ſhields 
Quick interpole ; on each devoted head 
Their flaming faulchions, as the bolts of Jove, 
Deſcend unerring. Proftrate on the ground 
The grinning monſters lie, and their foul gore 
Defiles the verdant plain. Nor idle ſtand 


The truſty ſlaves; with pointed ſpears they pierce 


Throꝰ their tough hides, or at their gaping mouths 
An eaſier paſſage find. The king of brutes 
In broken roarings breathes his laſt ; the bear 
Grumbles in death; nor can his ſpotted ſkin, 
Tho! ſleek it ſhine, with varied beauties gay, 
Save the proud pard from unrelenting fate. 

45 ; grim Slaughter ſtrides along, 
Glutting her greedy jaws, grins o'er her prey 


Men, horſes, dogs, fierce beaſts of ev'ry kind, 


A ſtrange promiſcuous carnage, drench'd in blood, 
And heaps on heaps amaſs'd. What yet remain 
Alive, with vain aſſault contend to break 

Th' impenetrable line. Others, whom fear 
Inſpires with ſelf-preſerving wiles, beneath 
The bodies of the flain for.ſhelter creep, 
Aghaſt they fly, or hide their heads diſpers'd.., 
And now perchance (had Heaven but pleas'd) 
| the work . | 

Of death had been complete, and Aurengzebe 


By one dread frown extinguiſh'd half their race; 


When, Jo! the bright ſultanas of his court 
Appear, and to his rayiſh'd eyes dilplay + - 
Thoſe charms but rarely to the day reveal'd. 
Lowly they bend, and humbly ſue to fave 
The vanquiſh'd hoſt. What mortal can deny 
When ſuppliant Beauty begs! At his command, 
Op'ning to right and left, the well-train'd troops 
Leave a large void for their retreating foes : 


Away they fly, on wings of fear upborne, 
: | 
| 


In mid 


To ſeek on diſtant hills their late abodes. ; 
Ye proud oppreſſors !; whoſe vain hearts exult 
In wantonneſs of pow'r 'gainſt the brute race, 


| Fierce robbers like yourſelves, a Aa war 


Wage uncontroll'd ; here quench your thirſt of 
blood ; | e e to 


But learn from Aurengzebe to ſpare mankind. 
BOOK III. 
; THE ARGUMENT, 

Of ling Edgar, and his impoſing a tribute of 
olves' beads upon the kings of Wales : from 
hence a tranſition to fox-hunting, which is de- . 
ſenbed in all its parts. Cenſure of an wer- 
numerous pack. Of the ſeveral engines to dee 
roy foxes and other wild beast. The fei. 
trap drfcribed, and the manner of uſing it. 
Deſcription of the pitfall for the lion, aud ab. 
ther for the elephant. The ancient way of bunt= - . 
ing the tiger with a mirror. The Arabian man 
ner of hunting the wild boar. Deſcription of the 
royal flag-chace at Windjor Foreſt. - Concludes _. 
with an addreſs to his Majefly, and an eulogy - 

ion MENCY. | 5 

IN Alpion's ifle when glorious Edgar reign'd, 

He, wiſely provident, from her white cliffs | 

LOS half her foreſts, and with num'rous 

ets , 8 0 : * 8 

FORT his wide domain; there proudly rode 

Lord of the deep, the great prerogative . 

Of Britiſh monarchs : each invader bold, 

Dane and Norwegian, at a diſtance gaz'd, 2% 

And, diſappointed, gnaſh'd his teeth in vain. 

He ſcour'd the ſeas, and to remoteſt ſhores. 

With ſwelling fails the trembling coxſair fled. 

Rich commerce flouriſh'd, and with buſy oars - 

Daſh'd the reſounding ſurge. Nor leſs at land 

His royal cares; wiſe, potent, gracious Prince! 

His ſubjects from their cruel foes he ſav d, 

And from rapacious ſavages their flocks. 

Cambria's proud kings (tho with reluctance) paid - 

Their tributary. wolves, head after head, : 

In full account; till the woods yield no more, 

And all the rav'nous race extinct is loſt, 

In fertile paſtures more ſecurely graz'd 

The ſocial troops, and ſoon their large increaſe 

With curling fleeces whiten'd all the plains. 

But yet, alas ! the wily fox remain'd, 

A ſubtle, pilf ring foe, prowling around 8 

might ſhades, and wakeful to deſtroy, -- 

In the full fold the poor defenceleſs lamb, 

Seiz'd by his guileful arts, with ſweet warm blood 

Supplies a rich repaſt. The mournful ewe, 

Her deareft treaſure loft,  thro' the dun night : 

Wanders perplex'd, and darkling bleais in van; 

While in th' adjacent buſh poor Philomel 

(Herſelf a parent once, till wanton churls 

Deſpoil'd her neſt) Joins in her loud laments 

With ſweeter notes and mort melodious-woe. 
For theſe nocturnal thieves, huntſman, prepare 

Thy ſharpeſt vengeance. Oh! how-glorious tis 

To right th' oppreſs d, and bring the felon vile 


* 


| hr” juſt diſgrace ! Ere yet the morning peep). '- 


Or 
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Or ſtars retire from the firſt bluſ of day, 
With thy far-echoing voice alarm thy pack, 
Aud rouſe thy bold compeers; then to the cope, 
Thick with entangling graſs or prickly furzc, 
Wich filence lead thy many- colour d hounds, 
In all their beauty*s pride. Sce how they range 
Diſpert d, how buſily this way and that i 
They croſs, examining with- curious noſe _ 
Each likely haunt. Hark l on the drag I hear 
Their doubtful notes, preluding to a cry | 
More nobly full, and ſwell'd with ev'ry mouth. 
| ſtraggling armies at the trumpet's voice 
reſs to their ſtandard, hither all repair, 
22 hurry theo the weods with haſty ſtep, 
uſtling, and full of hope; now driven on heaps 
'They puſh, they ſtrive; while from his kenne! 
yeaks | 
The conſcious villain. Sec ! he ſculks along 
leck at the ſhepherd's coſt, and plump with meals 
urioin'd: To thrive the wicked here below. 
Tho high his bruſh he bears, tho tipr with whitc 
It gaily thine, yet ere the ſun declin'd | 
Reece the ſhades'of night, the pamper'd rogue 
all rue his fate revers'd, and at his heels 
Behold the juſt avenger, ſwift to ſeize 
His forfeit head, and thirſting for his blood. 
Heavens ! what melodwus firains ! how beat 
| dur hearts, : | 
Big with tumultuous joy! the loaded gates 
Breathe harmony; and as the tempeſt drives 
From wood to wood, thro' ev'ry dark receſs 
The foreſt thunders, and the mountains ſhake. 
e chorus ſwells; lefs various and leſs ſweet 
The trilling notes, when in thoſe v 


groves | 
The feather'd chorifters ſalute the ring, 
And ev*ry buſh in concert joins ; of when 


The maſter's hand, in modulated air, 
Bids the loud organ breathe, and all the pow'rs 
Of muſic in one inftrument combine, 
An univerſal minſtrelfy. And now 
In vaift esch earth he tries; the doors are barr'd 
mpregnable; nor is the covert ſafe: 
He pants for purer air. Hark what loud ſhouts! 
Rewecko thro the groves ! he breaks away: 
Shiiil horns — 212 his flight. Each ſtraggling 
hound 
Strains o'er the lawn to reach the diſtant pack. 
*Tis triumph all and jay. Now, my brave youths ! 
Now'give a loo to the clean gen'rous ſteed; 
Flouriſh the whip, nor ſpare the galligg 
Bur in he madnefs of delight forget 
Your feafs. Far ver the rocky hills we range, 
And dangerous our cou: ſe; but in the brave 
True courzge never fails. In vain the fiream 
— — it 2 whirlsz in vam the ditch; 
_ Wide*gapiny, threatens death. The craggy fteep, 
Where the poor dizzy ſhepherd crawls — 4 _ 
— clings w ry wig, gives us no pain, 

t down we Tweep, as ſtoops the falcon bold 
To pounce his prey: then vp th opponent kill, 
By the ſwift motion ſlung, we mount aloft, 

Bs thips in winter-ſeas now flidb ig fink 
Adden the ſteepy ware; then. toſt on high, 
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| Drove like a 


| Obſerve yen birds of 


loſtling in cloſe array, then more diffuſe | 
Obliquely wheel; while from their op*ning mouths 
The vollicd thunder breaks. So when the cranes 
Their annual voyage ſteer, with wanton wing 
Their figure oft they change, and their loud clang 
From cloud to cloud rebounds. How far behind 
The hunter crew, wide ſtraggling o' er the plain 
The panting courſer now with trembling nerves 
Begins to reel; urg'd by the goring ſpur 

Makes many a faint effort : he ſnorts, he foams ; 
The big round drops run trickling down his fi 
With ſwear and blood diſtain d. Look back 
The firange confuſion of the vale below. ¶ view 
Where fore vexation reigns: ſec yon poor jade; 
In vain th' impatient rider frets and ſwears, 

And galling ſpurs harrow his mangled ſides; 

He can no more: his ſtiff unpliant limbs 


| Rooted in earth, unmov'd and fix d he ſtands; 


For ev'ry cruel curſe returns a groan, 
And ſobs, and faints, and dies! Who without grief 


Can view that pamper'd ſteed, his maſter's joy, 


His minion, and his daily care, well cloth'd, 
Well fed with ev'ry nicer cate; no coſt, | 
No labour ſpar'd ; who, when the flying chace 
Broke from the copſe, without a rival led 

The num'rous train; now a fad ſpectacle 

Of pride brought low, and humbled inſolence, 
pannier'd afs, and ſcourg'd along 
While theſe, withlooſen'd reins and dangling heels 
Hang on their reeling palfreys, that fcarce bear 
Their weights ; another in the treach'rous bog 
Lies flound'ring, haif ingulph'd. What biting 
. ; 
Torment th abandon'd crew Old Age laments 
His vigour ſpent : the tall, plump, brawny youth 
Curſes his cumbrous bulk, and envies now 


| The ſhort pygmean race he whilom kenn'd 


With proud inſulting leer. A choſen few 

Alone rhe ſport enjoy, nor droop beneath 

Their pleaſing roils. Here, huntſmas ! from this 
: if I can judge, 


height 
re 
Tis there the villain os s: they hover round, 
And claim him as their own. as I not righr ? 
See ! there he creeps along; his bruſh he drags, 
And ſweeps the mire impure t from his wide jaws 
His tongue unmoiſten d hangs ; ſymptoms too ſure 


Of ſudden death. Ha! yet he flies, nor yields 
To black deſpair. But one fooſe more, and all 


His wiles are vain. Hark ! thro' yon village now 
The rattling clamour rings. The barns, the cots, 
And leafleſs elms, return rhe joyous ſounds. 
Thro' ev'ry homeſtall, and rhro' ev'ry yard, 


His midnight walks, panting, forlorn he flies; 
Thro' ev'ry hole he ſneaks, thro' ev'ry jakes 
Pluoging, he wades beſmear'd, and fondly hopes 
In a ſuperior ſtench to loſe his on: 

But, faithful to the track, th' unerring hounds 


. 
* 


| Ride an the bijow?; aud defy the form, 


With peals of echoing vengeance W Ee” ; 
| = | * 
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What lengths we paſs ! where will the wand' ring 
chace 

Lead vs bewilder'd ! ſmooth as ſwallows ſkim 

The new-ſhorn mead, and far more ſwift we tly. 

See my brave pack! how to the head they prels, 


des 
and | 
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And now diſtreſs'd, no thelt'ring covert near, 


391 
Of men and beaſts, the painful foreſter | 


Into the hen-rooſt creeps, whoſe walls with gore] Climbs the high hills, whoſe proud aſpiring tops, 


Diſtain'd atteſt his guilt. There, villain ! these 
Expect thy fate deſerv'd. And ſoon from thence 
The pack, inquifitive, with clamour loud, 

Drag out their trembling prize, and on his blood 
With greedy tranſport feaſt, In bolder notes 
Each ſounding horn proclaims the felon dead, 
And all th' aſſembled village ſhouts for joy. 
The farmer, who behol:is his mortal foe 
Stretch'd at his feet, applauds the glorious deed, 
And grateful calls us to a ſhort repaſt : 

In the full glaſs the liquid amber ſmiles, 

Our native product; and his good old mate 
With choiceſt viands heaps rhe liberal board, 
To crown our triumphs and reward our toils. 
Here muſt th' inſtruttive Muſe (but with reſpect) 
Cenſure that num'reus pack, that c owd of ſtate, 
With which the vain profuſion of the great 
Covers the lawn, and ſhakes the trembling copſe. 
Pompous incumbrance! a magnificence 

Uſeleſs, vexatious ! for the wily fox, 

Safe in th' increaſing number of his foes, 

Kens well the great advantage; links behind, 
And lily creeps thro” the fame beaten track, 
And hunts them ſtep by ſtep; then views, cicap'd, 
With inward ecſtaſy, the panting throng © _ 
In their own foot ſteps puzzled, foil'd, and loft. 
So when proud Eaſtern kings ſummon to arms 
Their gaudy legions, from far diftant climes 
They 
But Ons the day of battle calls them forth 

To charge the well-train'd foe, a band compact, 
Of choſen veterans, they preſs blindly on, 
In heaps confus'd, by their own weapons fall, 

A ſmoking carnage 1catter'd o'er the plain. 


The plunder'd warrener full many a wile 

Devifes to entrap his greedy foe, 

Fat with nocturnal ſpoits. At cloſe of day 

With filence drags his trail; then, fromthe ground 

Pares thin the clofe-graz'd turf ; there with nice 

hand a 

Covers the latent death, with curious ſprings 

Prepar'd to fly atonce, whene'er the tread 

Of man or beaſt unwarily ſhall preſs 

The yielding farface. By the indented ſteel 

With gripe tenacious held the felon grins, 

And ftruggles, but in vain : yet oft tis known, 

When ev'ry art has fail d, the captive fox 

Has ſhar'd the wounded joint, and with a limb 

Compounded for his life. But if perchance 

In the deep pitfall plung'd, there 's no eſeape, 

But unrepriev'd he dies; and, bleach'd in air, 

The jeſt of clowns, his reeking carcaſe ag 
Of theſe are various kinds : not even the king 

Of brutes evades this deep-devouring grave; 

But by the wily African betray'd, 

Heedleſs of fate, within its gaping Jaws 

Expires indignant. When the orient beam 

With bluſhes paints the dawn, and all the rate 

Carnivorous, with blood full gorg'd, retire 

Into rheir darkſome cells, there ſatiate ſnore 


Ver dripping offals, and the mangled limbs 


ock in crowds, unpeopling half aworld; | 
| That Jathes thy broad fides, th 


- 


| 


: 


| 


1 


With the tal! cedar crown'd and raper fir, | 
Ailail the clouds; there, mong che craggy rocks 
And thickets intricare, trembling he views 

His footſteps in rhe ſand, the diſmal road 

And avenue to death. Hither he calls 

His watchful bands, and low into the ground 


| A pit they fink, full many a fathom deep; 


Then in the midſt a column high is rear'd, 
The butt of ſome fair tree, upon whole top 
A lamb is plac'd, juſt raviſh'd from his dam; 
And next a wall they build, with ſtones and earth 
Encircling round, and hiding from all view 
The dreadful precipice. Now when the ſhades” 
Of night hang low'ring o'er the mountain's brow, 
And hunger Nu and pungent thirſt of blood, 
Rouſe up the flo:hful beaſt, he ſhakes his ſides, 
Slow-rifing from his lair, and ſtretches wide 
His rav'nous paws, with recent gore diſtain'd. 
The foreſt trembles as he roars aloud, 
[mpatient to deſtroy. O'erjoy'd he hears 
The bleating innocent, that claims in vain 
The thepherd's care, and ſeeks with piteous moan 
The foodful treat; himſelf, alas! defign'd | 
Another's meal. For now the greedy brute 
Winds him from far, and leaping o'erthe mound 
Fo ftize his trembling prey, headlong is plung d 
Into the deep abyſs. Proſtrate he lies, 
Aſtunn'd and impotent. Ah! what avail 
Thine 2 flaſhing fire, thy length of tail 
jaws beſmear d 
With blood and offals crude, hy ſhaggy mane 
The terror of the woods, thy ſtately port, 


And bulk enormous, fince by ſtratagem 


hy ſtrength is foil'd ? Unequal is the ſtrife, 
Nor hounds alone this nexious brood deftroy ; | 


When ſov'reign reafon combats brutal rage. 
On diſtant Ethiopia's ſun-burnt coaſts 


The black inhabitants a pitfall frame, 


But of a diff'rent kind, and diff rent uſe. 
With ſlender poles the wide capacious mouth, 
And hurdles ſlight, they cloſe ; o'er theſe is ſpread 


| A floor of verdant turf, with all its flow'rs 
Smiling deluſive, and from ſtricteſt ſearch 


Concealing the deep grave that yawns below. 
Then boughs of trees they cut, with tempting fruſt 
Of variuus kinds furcharg'd ; the downy peach, 
The clu@ring vine, and of bright golden rind 


| The fragrant orange. Soon as evening grey 


Advances flow, befprinkling all around | 
Wich king; refreſhing dews the thirſty glede, | 
The ſtately elephant from the cloſe ſhade © 
With ſtep majeſtic ftrides, eager to taſte 

The cooler breeze, that from the ſea - beat ſhore 
Delightful breathes, or in the limpid ſtream 

To lave his panting fides ; joyous he ſcents _ 
The rich repaſt, unweering of the death 

Thar lurks within. And foon he paving break: 
The brittle boughs, and greedily devours 

The fruit delicious. Ah! too dearly bought; 
The price is life. For now the treach'rous turf, 
Trembling, gives way; and cke . beaſt, 


Self · ſink ing, drops into the dark profou 
So when dilated vepours ſtruggling heave 
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Shrinking ſubſide, and the thin ſutface vield, 
Down ſinks at once the pond'rons dome, ingulph'd 
With all its towers. Subtle, deluſive Man! 
How various-are thy wiles ! artful to kill 
Thy ſavage foes, a dull unthinking race! [pard, 
Trace from his lair fprivgs forth the ſpeckled 
Thirſting for blood, and eager to deftroy ; 
The huntſman flies, but to his flight alone 
Confides not: at convenient diſtance ſix' d, 
A poliſh'd mirror ſtops in full career 
The furious brute: he there his image views; 
—_ again ſpots with rage improving glow ! 
nother pard his briſtly whiſkers curls, 
Grins as he grins, fierce-menacing, and wide 
Diftends-his'op'ning jaws ; himſelf againſt 
Himſelf oppos d, and with dread vengeance arm'd. 
The huntſman, now ſecure, with fatal aim 
Directs the pointed ſpear, by which transfix d 
He dies, and with him dies the rival ſhade. 
Thus man innum'rous engines form'd t' aſſail 
The ſavage kind; but moſt the docile horſe, 
Swift, and confederate with man, annoys 
His brethren of the plains; without whoſe aid 
The hunter's arts were vain, unſkill'd to wage 
Wich the more attire brutes an cqusl war; 
But, borne by him, without the well-train'd pack 
Man dares his foe, on wings of wind fecure. 
Him the fierce Arab mounts, and with his troop 
Of bold compeers ranges the deſerts wild, 
Where'by the magner's aid the traveller 
Steers his untrodden courſe, yet oft on land 
Is wreck d, in che high- rolling wares of ſand 
Immers'd and loſt; While theſe intrepid bands, 
Safe in their horſes* peed, outfly the ſtorm, 
And, ſcouring ound, make men and beaſts their 
The-grifly boar is ſingled from his herd, ( prey. 
As large as that in Erimanthezn woods, 
A match for Hercules: Round him they fly 
In circles wide, and each in paiſing ſends 
His feather'd death into his brawny fides : 
But perilous th attempt; for if the ſtecd 
Haply too near approach, or the looſe carth 
His footing fail, the warchful angry beaſt 
Th advantage ſpies, and at one fidelong glance 
Rips up his groin. Wounded, he rcars aloft ; 
And, plunging, from his back the rider hurls 
Precipitant; then; bleeding, ſpurns the ground, 
And drags his recking entrails o er the plain. 
Meanwhile the ſurly monſter trots along, 
But with unequal ſpced; for ftill they wound, 
Swift wheeling in the ſpacious ring. ' A wood 
Of darts upon * back he bears; adown : 
His tortur'd-fides the crimſon torrents roll 
From many a 7 font; and now at laſt mY 
Stagpering he falls, in blood and foam expires. 
But whither rolls my devious Muſe, intent 
On antique tales, while yet the royal ag 
Unſung remains? Tread with reſpectful awe 
Windfor's Free glades, where Denham, tuneful 
bar x 4 5 


Charm'd once the lining Dryads with his ſong, 
Sublimely ſweect. Oh grant me, ſacred ade! 
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Th incumbent earth, if chance the cavern'd ground | | 


Joy ſpreads its wings, and the 
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The morning ſun, that gilds with trembling rays 
- Windfor's high tow'rs, beholds the court)y train 
Mount for the chace, nor views in all his courſe 
A ſcene ſo gay: heroic noble youths, 

in arts and arms renown'd, and lovely nymphs, 
The faireſt of this ifle, where beauty dwells 
Delighted, and deſerts her Paphian grove 


For our more favour'd ſhades—in proud parade 


Theſe thine magnificent, and preſs around 
The royal happy pair. Great in themſelves, 
They ſmile ſuperior, of external ſhow 
Regardleis, while their inbred virtues gire 

A luſtre to their pow 'r, and grace their court 
With real ſplendours, far above the pomp 


Of caſtern kings in all their tinſel pride. 


Like tioops of Amazons, the female band 

Prance round their cars, not in refulgent arms 

As thoſe of old; unſkill'd to wield the ſword 

Or bend the bow, theſe kill with ſurer aim. 

The royal offspring, faireſt of the fair, 

Lead on the ſplendid train. Anna, more bright 

Than ſummer ſuns, or as the lightning kcen, 

With irreſiſtible effulgence arm'd, 

Fires ev'ry heart: he muſt be more than man 

Who unconcern'd can bear the piercing ray. 

Amelia, milder than the bluſhing dawn, 

With ſweet engaging air, but equal pow'r, 

nſenſibly ſubdues, and in ſoft chains | 

Her willing captives leads. Illuftrious maids ! 

Ever triumphant ! whoſe victorious charms, 

Without the needleſs aid of high deſcent, 

Had _ anon. and taught the world's great 
ords | 

To bow and ſue for grace. But who is he, 

Freſh as a roſe · bud newly blown, and fair 

As op'ning lilies, on whom cv'ry eye 

With joy and admiration dwells ? See, ſee! 

He reins his docile barb with manly grace. 

Is it Adonis for the chace arrzy d. 

Or Britain's ſecond hope? Hail, blooming youth | 

May all your virtues with your years improve, 

Till in conſummate worth you ſhine the pride 


| Of theſe our days, and to ſucceeding times 


A bright example ! As his guard of mutes 
On the great Sultan wait, with eyes deject 
And fix'd on earth, no voice, no ſound, is heard 


Within the wide ſerail, but all is kuſh'd, 


And awful ſilence reigns; thus ſtand the pack 
Mute and unmov'd, and cow'ring low to carth, 
While paſs the glitt ring court and royal pair: 
So diſciplin'd thoſe hounds, and ſo reſerv d, 
Whoſe honour tis to glad the hearts of kings : 
But ſoon the winding horn and huntſman's voice 
Let looſe the gen'ral chorus; far around _ 
y morning ſmiles, 
' Unharbour'd now, the royal ſtag forſakes 

His zvonteg lair ; he ſhakes lijs Cappled ſides, 
And toſſes high his beamy head; the copſe 


* | Beneath his antlers bends. W har doubling ſhifts 


He tries! not more the wily hare; in theſe 


Would Kill perfiſt, did not the full-mouth'd - 


. pac | f | 
With dreadful concert thunder in his rear. 


To gan fubinilywhiar thy full fickle leaves, 


The woods reply, the hunters' — 
| OR pon Float 


oat 


Sce here his ſlot; up yon green hill he climbs, 
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Float through the glades, and the wide foreſt rings. 
How merrily they chant ! their noftrils deep 
Inhale the grateful team. Such is the cry, 
And ſuch th' harmonious din, the ſoldier deems 
The battle kindling, and the ſtateſman grave 
Forgets his weighty cares: each age, each ſex, 
In the wild tranſport joins : luxuriant joy, 

And pleaſure in excels, ſparkling exult 

On ev'ry brow, and revel unreſtrain d. 

How happy art thou, Man! when thou 'rt no more 
Thyſelf! when all the pangs that grind thy ſoul, 
In rapture and in ſweet oblivion loſt, - 

Yield a ſhort interval and cafe from pain! 

See the ſwift courſer ſtrains, his ſhining hoofs 
Securely beat the ſolid ground. Who now 
The dang'rous pitfall fears, with tangling heath 
High-overgrown ? or who the quis ring bog, 
Soft-yielding to the ſtep? All now is plain, 
Plain as the ſtrand ſea-lav'd, that ſtretches far 
Beneath the rocky ſhore. Glades crothng glades, 
The foreſt opens to our wond'ring view : 

Such was the king's command. Let tyrants fierce 
Lay waſte the world; his the more glorious part 
To check their pride; and when the brazen voice 
Of war is huſh'd (as erſt victorious Rome) 


I' employ his ſtation'd legions in the works | 
Of peace; to ſmooth the rugged wilderneſs, 


To drain the ſtagnate fen, to raiſe the ſlope 
Depending road, and to make gay the face 
Of nature with th' embelliſhments of art. 
How melts my beating heart, as I behold 
Each lovely nymph; our iſlend's boaſt and pride, 
Puſh on the gen'rous ſteed, that ſtrokes along 
O er rough, oer ſmooth, nor heeds the ſtecpy hill, 
Nor falters in th' extended vale below ; 
Their garments looſely waving in the wind, 
And all the fluſh of beauty in their checks ! 
While at their ſides their penſive lovers wait, 
Direct their dubious courſe, now chill'd with fear 
Solicitous, and now with love inflam'd. 


Oh grant, indulgent Heaven | no rifing ſtorm 


May darken with black wings this glorious ſcene! 
Should ſome malignant pow'r thus 29 our joys, 
Vain were the gloomy cave, ſuch as of old 
Betray'd to lawleſs love the Tyrian queen : 

For Britain's virtuous nymphs are chaſte as fair; 
Spotleſs, unblam'd, with equal triumph reign 
In the dun gloom as in the blaze of day. 
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And puſh him many a league. 


Now the blown ſtag thro' woods, bogs, roads, and 
t, a 


Has meaſur'd half the foreſt; but, alas ! ſſtreams, 
He flies in vain ; he flies not from his fears. 
Tho' far he caſt the ling'ring pack behind, 

His haggard fancy ſtill with horror views 

The fell deſtroyer; till the fatal cry _ 
Inſults his ears, and wounds his trembling heart. 
So the poor fury-haunted wretch (his hands 


In guiltleſs blood diſtain'd) ſtill ſeems to hear 
The dying ſhrieks ; and the pale threat'ning ghoſt 


Moves as he moves, and as he flies purſues, 


Pants on his brow awhile, ſadly looks back 
On his purſuers, cov'ring all the plain ; 

But, wrung withanguith, bears not long the ſight, 
dhoots down the ſteep, and ſweats along the vale ; 


| Where ſhall he turn, or whither fly? Deſpair: 


4 


\ Defile th” enſanguin'd plain. 
He ſtaods at bay againſt yon knotty trunk. 


| An hoſt of foes. 


There mingles with the herd, where once hereign'd 
Proud monarch of the groves, whoſe claſhing beam 


Chaſe him from thence ; necdleſs their impious 


 Skims o'er the lawn; till the renacious crew 


| From wood to wood redoubling thunders rdll, 


| Your country's due alone, As now azoof 
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His rivals aw'd, and whoſe exalted pow'r 
Was ftill rewarded with ſucceſsful love. 
But the baſe herd have learn'd the ways of men; 
Averſe they fly, or with rebellious aim 25 
deed, 
The huntſman knows him by a thouſand marks, 
Black, and imboſs d; nor are his hounds deceiv'd; 
Too well diſtinguiſh theſe, and never leave 
Their once devoted foe : familiar grows 
His ſcent, and ſtrong their appetite to kill. 
Again he flies, and with redoubled ſpeed 


Hang on the track, aloud demand their prey, 
If haply then 
Too far eſcap'd, aud the gay courtly train 
Behind are caſt, the huntiman's clanging whi 
Stops full their bold career: paſſive = 
Unmov'd, an humble and obſequious crowd, 

As if by ſtern Meduſa gaz d to ſtones. 

So at their general's voice whole armies halt 

In full purſuit, and check their thirſt of blood. 
Soon at the king's command, like haſty ſtreams 
Damm'd up awhile, they foam, and pour along 
With freſh recruiting might. The ſtag, whohop'd 
His foes were loſt, now once more hears aſtunn 
The dreadful din: he ſhivers ev'ry limb; 

He ſtarts, he bounds ; each buſh preſents a foe. 
Preſs d by the freſh relay, no pauſe allow'd,. 
Breathleſs and faint, he falters in his pace, | 
And lifts his weary limbs with pain, that ſcarce - 
Suſtain their load: he pants, he ſobs appall'd;z. . 
Drops down his heavy head to earth, beneath -* 
His cumbrous beams oppreſs d. But if perchance 
Some prying eye ſurpriſe him, ſoon he rears 
Erect his tow'ring front, bounds o'er the lawn 
With ill-diſſembled vigour, to amuſe + 
The knowing foreſter, who mly ſmiles 

At his' weak ſhifts and unavailing frauds. 
So midnight tapers waſte their laſt remains, 
Shine forth awhite, and as they blaze expire. 


And bellow thro' the vales; the moving ſtorm 
Thickens amain, and loud triumphant ſhouts, 
And horns ſhrill warbling in each glade, prelude 
To his approaching fate. And now in view, 
With hobbling gait and high, exerts amaz'd 
What ftrength is left: to the laſt dregs of life 
Reduc'd, his ſpirits fail, on ev'ry fide | 
Hemm'd in, beſfieg'd ; not the leaſt op'ning left 
To gleaming hope, th' unhappy's laſt reſerve. 


Gives courage to the weak. Reſolv'd to die, 
He fears no more, but ruſhes on his foes, | 
And deals his deaths around; beneath his feet 
Theſe grovelling lie, thoſe by his antlers gor d 
Ah, ſee! diſtreſs e 


That covers well his rear; his front preſents 


O ſhun, ye noble train 
The rude encounter, and believe your lives 


They 
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They wing around, he finds his ſoul uprais'd 
To dare ſome great exploit z he charges home 
Upon the brokea, pack, that on each fide 

Fly diverſe; then as o'er the turf he ſtrains, 
He vents the cooling ſtream, and up the breeze 
Urges his courſe with eager violence ; 

Then takes the ſoil, and plunges ia the flood 


Precipitant : down the mid ftream he wafts | 


Along, till (like a ſhip diſtreſs d, that runs 
Into ſome winding creek) cloſe to the verge 
Of a ſmall ifland, for his weary feet 
Sure anchorage he finds, there ſculks immers'd : 
His noſe alone above the wave draws in 
The vital air; all elſe beneath the flood 
Conceal'd and loft, deceives each prying eye 
Of man or brute. In vain the crowding pack 
Draw on the margin of the ſtream, or cut 
The Tiquid wave with oary feet, that move 
In equal time. The gliding waters leave 
No trace behind, and his contracted pores | 
Bur ſparingly perſpire: the huntſman ſtrains 
His lab'ring lungs, and puffs his checks in vain. 
At length a blood-hound bold, ſtudious to kill, 
And exquiſite of ſenſe, winds him from far; 
Headlong he leaps into the flood, his mouth 
Loud op'ning ſpends amain, and his wide throat 
Swells ev'ry note wirh joy ; then fearleſs dives 
Beneath the wave, hangs on his haunch, and wounds 
Th 1 brute, that flounders in the ſtream, 
Sdrely diſtreſs d, and ſtruggling ſtrives ro mount 
The ſteepy ſhore. Haply once more eſcap'd, 
Again he ſtands at bay, amid rhe groves 
of willows bending low their downy heads. 
Outrageous tranſport fires the greedy pack; 
Thefe ſwim the deep, and thoſe craw! up with pain 
The ſlipp'ry bank, while others on firm land 
Engage: the ſtag repels each bold aſſault, 
Nintains his poſt, and wounds for wounds re- 
As when ſome wily corfair boards a fhip turns. 
Full- freighted, or from Afric's 1 cualts 
Or India's wealthy ſtrand, his bloody crew 
Upon her deck he ſlings 3 theſe in the deep 
Drop ſhort, and frim to reach her ſtecpy ſides, 
And clinging climb aloft, while thoſe on board 
Urge vn the work of fate; the maſter bold, 
Prefs'd to his laſt retreat, bravely reſolves 
To fink his wealth beneath the whelming wave, 
His Wealth, bis focs, nor unreveng'd to die: 
So fares it with the ſtag, ſo he reſolves 
To plunge at once into the flood below, 
Himſelf, his foes, in one deep gulph immers'd. 
Fre yet he executes this dire intent, 
In wild diſorder once more views the light; 
Beneath a weight of woe he groans diſtreſs d, 
The tears run trickling down h's hairy cheeks : 
He weeps, nor weeps in vain, The king beEolds 
His wretched plight, and tenderneſs innate 
Moves his great foul. Soon at his high command 
Rebuk d, the 3 17 hungry pack 
Retire ſubmiſs, and grumbling quit their prey. 
Great Prince | from thee what may thy lub;ets 
So kind and fo bencficent to brutes | (hope, 
O Merey, 1 ſweet attribute 


EXTRACTS, 


| Juſtice may guard the throne; but, join'd with thee, 
On rocks of adamant it ſtands fecure, 

And braves the ſtorm beneath: ſoon as thy ſmiles 
(311d the rough deep, the foaming waves ſubſide, 
And all the noiſy tumult finks in peace. 


BOOK IV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Of the necefſuty of deflroying ſome beafls, and pre- 
Serving others for the uſe of man. Of breeding 
of bounels; the ſeaſon for this buſineſs. The 
chice of the dog of great moment. Of the lit- 
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Setting them out to their ſeveral walks. Care 


entering the whelps. Of breaking them from 
running at fheep. Of the diſcaſes of hounds, 
Of their age. ©f madreſs : two forts of it de- 
feribed; the dumb, and outrageous, madneſs : its 
dreadful effefts. Burning of the wound recom- 
mended as preventing all ill conſequences. The 
* hounds io be ſeparated, and fed apart. 
wanity of trufting to the many infallible 
cures for this malady. The diſmal effetts of the 
biting of a mad 47 upon man deſcribed. De- 
ſcription of the otter hunting. The concluſion. 


Diffolv'd : the various objects we behold, 

Plants, animals, this whole material maſs, 

Are ever changing, ever new. The foul 

Of man alone, that particle divine, 

Eſcapes the wreck of worlds, when all things fail : 
Hence great the diſtance 'twixtthe beaſts that periſh 
And God's bright image, man's immortal race. 
The brute creation are his property, 

Subſervient to his will, and for him made: 

As hurtful theſe he kills, as ufeful thoſe 
Preſerves; their fole and arbitrary king, 


Should he not kill (as erſt the Samian ſage 


Taught unadris'd, and Indian brachmans now 
As vainly preach), the teeming rav'nous brutes 
Might fill the ſcanty ſpace of this terrene, 

Encumb'ring all the globe: ſhould not his care 


Improve his growing ſtock, their kinds might faib; 


Mau might once more on roots and acorns feed, 
And thro* the deſerts range, thiv'ring, forlorn, 
Quite deſtitute of ev'ry ſolace dear, 

And ev'ry ſmiling gaiety of life. 

The prudent huotſman therefore will ſupply _ 

With annual large recruits his broken pack, 
And propagate their kind. As from the root 
Freſh ſcions ſtill ſpring forth and daily yield, 
New blooming honours to the parent tree; 
Far ſhall his pack be fam'd, far fought his breed; 
And princes art their tables feaſt thoſe hounds 
His hand preſents, an acceptable boon, 

Ere yet the ſun thro” the bright Ram has urg'd 


| His ſteepy courſe, or mother Earth unbound 


Her frozen boſom to the weſtern gale; [ folv'd, 
When feather'd troops, their ſocial leagues diſ- 
Sele& their mates, and on the leafleſs elm 


Thou great, thou beft, prorogative of pow c! 


The noiſy rook builds high her wicker neſt 4 
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ter of whelps. Of the number to be reared. Of 


to be taten to prevent their hunting toy ſoon. Of 


WHATE'ERof earth is form'd to earth returns 
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Tbe alien offspring ; pleas'd thou ſhalt behold 


Mark well the wanton females of thy pack, 
That curl their taper tails, and friſking court 
Their piebald mates enamour'd ; their red eyes 
Flaſh fires impure; nor reſt nor food they take, 
Goaded by furious love. In ſeparate cells 
Confine them now, leſt bloody civil wars 
Annoy thy peaceful ſtate. If left at large, 
The growling rivals in dread battle join, 
And rude encounter; on Scamander's ſtream 
Heroes of old with far leſs fury fought 
For the bright Spartan dame, their valour's prize. 
Mangled and torn thy fav'rite hounds ſhall lie 
Stretch'd on the ground; thy kennel ſhall appear 
A field of blood: like ſome unhappy town _ 
In civil broils confus'd, while Dilcord ſhakes 
Her bloody ſcourge aloft, fierce parties rage, 
Staining their impious hands in mutual death ; 
And ſtill the beſt belov'd and braveſt fall: 
Such are the dire etfeas of lawleſs love. 
Huntſman ! theſe ills by timely prudent care 
Prevent : for ev'ry longing dame ſelect 
Some happy paramour; to him alone 
In league connubial join, Conſider well 
His lineage ; what his fathers did of old, _ 
Chiefs of the pack, and firſt to climb the rock, 
Or plunge into the deep, or thread the brake 
With thorns ſharp- pointed, plaſh'd, and briers 
inwoven. 
Obſerve with care his ſhape, ſort, colour, ſize: 
Nor will ſagacious huntſmen leſs regard 
His inward habits. The vain babbler ſhun, 
Ever loquacious, ever in the wrong: 
the fooliſh offspring ſhall offend thy ears 
Vith falſe alarms and loud impertinence. 
Nor leſs the ſhifting cur avoid, that breaks 
Illuſive from the pack; to the next hedge 
Devious he ſtrays, there ev'ry muſe he tries; 
If haply then he croſs the ſteaming (cent, 
Away he flies vain-glorious, and exults 
As of the pack ſupreme, and in his ſpced 
And ftrength unrivall'd. Lo! caſt far behind 
His vex'd aſſociates pant, and lab'ring ſtrain 
To climb the ſtcep aſcent. Soon as bY reach 
Th' inſulting boaſter, his falſe courage fails, 
Behind he lags, doom'd to the fatal nooſe, 
His maſter's hate, and ſcorn of all the feld. 
What can from ſuch be hop'd but a baſe brood 
Of coward curs, a frantic, vagrant race? 
| When now the third revolving moon appears, 
With ſharpen'd horns, above th horizon's briak, 
Withour Lucina's aid expect thy hopes 
ns amply crown'd : ſhort pangs arg to light 
he ſmoking litter, crawling, helpleſs, blind; 
Nature their guide, they feek the pouring teat 
That plenteous ſtreams. Soon as the tender dam 
Has form'd them with her tongue, with pleaſure 
The marks of their renown'd progenitors, [ view 
Sure pledge of triumphs yet to come. All theſe 
Select with joy; but to the metcileſs flood 
Expoſe the dwindling refuſe, nor o erload 
Th' indulgent mother. If thy heart relent, 
Vn illing to deſtroy, a nurſe provide, 
And to the foſter-parent give the care 


__ 


th 


Of thy ſuperſſnons brood ; ſhe Il cheriſh Kind ö 


Her tenderneſs and hoſpitable love. 

If frolic now and play ful they deſert 
Their gloomy cell, and on the verdant turf, 
With nerves improv'd, purſue the mimic chace, 
Courſing around, unto thy choiceſt friends 
Commit thv valued prize: the ruſtic dames 
Shall at thy kennel wait, and in their laps 
-Receive thy growing hopes, with many a kiſs 
Careſs, and dignify their little charge 
With ſome great title, and reſounding name 
Of high import. But cautious here obſerye 
To check their youthful ardour ; nor permit 
The unexperienc'd younker, immature, * - 
Alone to range the woods, or haunt the brakes 
Where dodging conies ſport: his nerves unſtrung, 
And ſtrength unequal, the laborious chace c 
Shall ſtint his growth, and his raſh forward youth 
Contract ſuch victous habits as thy care 
And late correction never thall reclaim. 

When to full ſtrength arriv'd, mature and bold, 
Conduct them to the field: not all at once; 
But, as thy coofer prudence ſhall direct, 
Select a few, and form them by degrees 


| To ſtricter diſcipline. With theſe conſort 


The ſtaunch and ſteady ſages of thy pack, 
By long experience vers'd in all the wiles 
And ſubtle doublings of rhe various chace. 
Eaſy the leſſon of the youthful train 


[When iuſtin& prompts, and when — guides. 
If the too forward younker at the hea | 


Preſs boldly on in wanton ſportive mood, 
Correct his haſte, and let him feel abaſh'd 

The ruling whip ; bur if he ſtoop behind 

lu wary modeſt guiſe, to his own noſe 
Confiding ſure, give him full ſcope to work 
His winding way, and with thy voice applaud 
His patience and his care; foon ſhalt thou view 
The hopeful pupil leader of his tribe, 


Ard all the liſt'ning pack attend his call. 


Oft lead them forth where wanton lambkins play, 


And bleating dams with jealous eyes obſerve 


Their tender care. If at the crowding flock 
He bay preſumptuous, or with eager haſte 
Purſue them ſcatter'd o'er the verdant plain, 
ln the foul fact atrach'd, to the ſtrong ram 
Tie faſt the raſh offender. See! at firſt 

His hotn'd companion, fearful-and amaz d, 


Shall drag him trembling o'er the rugged ground; 


Then, with his load fatigued, ſhall turn ahead, 
And with his curl'd hard front inceſſant peal 
The panting wretch, till, breathleſs and aſtunn'd, 
Stretch'd on the turf he lie. Then ſpare not thou 
The twining whip, but ply his bleeding ſides, 
Laſh after laſh; and with thy threat ning voice, 
Harſh-echoing from the hills, inculcare loud 
His vite oftence. Sooner ſhall trembling doves, 
Eſcap'd the hawk's ſharp talons, in mid air 
Aſſail their dang'rous foe, than he onee more 
Diſturb the peaceful flocks. In tender age 
Thus youth is train'd, as curious artiſts bend 
The taper pliant twig, or potters form | 
Their loft and ductile clay to various ſhapes. 
Nor is 't enough to breed, but to — | 
| - un 
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Muſt be the huntſman's care. The ſtaunch old 
hounds, „ 
Guides of thy pack, tho' but in number few, 
Are vet af great account; ſhall oft untie 
The Gordian knot when reaſon at a ſtand 
Puzzlipg is loſt, and all thy art is vain. 
O'er clogging fallows, o'er dry plaſter'd roads, 
O'er floated meads, o'er plains with flocks diftain'd, 
Rank-ſcenting, theſe muſt lead the dubious way. 
As party-chiefs in ſenates who preſide 
With pleadcd reafon and with well-turn'd ſpeech 
Conduct the ſtaring multitude ; fo theſe | 
Dire& the pack, who with joint cry approve, 
And loudly boaſt diſcoveries not their own. 
Unnumber'd accidents and various ills 
Attend thy pack, hang hovering o'er their heads, 
And point the way that leads to Death's dark cave. 
Short is their ſpan ; few at the date arrive 
Of ancient Argus, in old Homer's ſong 
So highly honour'd : kind, ſagacious brute ! 
Not e en Minerva's wiſdom could conceal 
Thy much-lov'd maſter from thy nicer ſenſe : 
Dying. his lord he own'd, vicw'd him all o'er 
With eager eyes, then clos'd thoſe eyes well 
pleas d. | 
Of leſſer ills the Muſe declines to ſing, 
Nor ſtoops ſo low; of theſe each groom can tell 
The proper remedy. But, oh! what care, 
What prudence, can prevent madneſs, the worſt 
Of maladies ! Terrific peſt ! that blaſts 
The huntſman's hopes, and deſolation ſpreads 
Thro all th' unpeopled kennel unreftrain'd, 
More fatal than th envenom d viper's bite, 
Or that Apulian ſpider's pois nous ſting, 
Heal d by the pleaſing antidote of ſounds. | 
When Sirius reigns, and the ſun's parching 
Bake the dry gaping ſurface, viſit thou, [ beams 
Each even and morn, with quick obfervant cye, 
Thy panting pack. If, in dark ſullen mood, 
The glouting hound refuſe his wonted meal, 
Retiring to ſome cloſe obſcure retreat, 
Gloomy, diſconſolate, with ſpeed remove 
The poor infectious wretch, and in firong chains 
Bind him ſuſpected. Thus that dire diſcaſe, 
Which art can't cure, wiſe caution may preyent. 
But, this neglected, ſoon expect a change, 
A diſmal change confuſion, phrenſy, death ; 
Or in ſome dak receſs the ſenſeleſs brute 
Sits ſadly pining; deep melancholy 
And black deſpair upon his clouded brow 
Hang low'ring ; from his half-op'ning jaws 
The clammy venom and infeftious froth 
Diftilling fall; and from his lungs, inflam'd, 
Malignant vapours taint the ambient air, 
Breathing perdition ; his dim eyes are glaz d, 


He droops his penſive head; his trembſing limbs | 


No more ſupport his weight ; abjett he lies, 

Dumb, ſpiritleſs, benumb d; till Death at laſt 

Gracious attends, and kindly brings relief. 
Or, if outrageous grown, behold, alas 

A yet more dreadful ſcene; his glaring cyes 

Redden with fury ; like ſome angry boar 

Churning he foams, and on his back erect 
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In wild diforder and uncouth array; 


The world his foes. If haply t'ward the ſtream 
He caſt his roving eye, cold horror chills 

His foul; averſe he flies, trembling, appall'd; 
Now frantic to the kennel's utmoſt verge - 
Raving he runs, and deals deſtruction round: 
The pack fly diverſe; for whate'er he meets 
Vengeful he bites, and ev'ry bite is death. 

If now perchance, thro' the weak fence c ſcap'd, 
Far up the wind he roves, with open mouth 
Inhales the cooling breeze, nor man nor beaſt 
He ſpares implacable. The hunter-horſe, 
Once kind aſſociate of his ſylvan toils 

( Who haply now without the kennel's mound 
Crops the rank mead, and liſt' ning hears with jay 
The cheering cry that morn and eve ſalutes - 
His raptur'd ſenſe), a wretched victim falls. 
Unhappy quadruped ! No more, alas ! 

Shall thy fond maſter with his voice applaud 
Thy gentleneſs, thy ſpeed ; or with his hand 
Strake thy ſoft dappled fides, as he each day 
Viſits thy ſtall, well pleas'd : no mere ſhalt thou 
With ſprightly neighings to the windivg horn, 
And the loud op'ning pack in concert join'd, 
Glad his proud heart; for, oh! the fecret wound 


{ Rankling inflames! he bites the ground, and dies 


Hence to the village with pernicious haſte 

Baleful he bends his courſe: the village flies 

Alarm'd ; the tender mother in her arms 

Hugs cloſe the trembling babe; the doors are 

barr'd, | pg | 

And flying curs, by native inſtinct taught, 

Shun the contagious bane : the ruſtic bands 

Hurry to arms, the rude militia ſeize 

W hate'cr at hand they find; clubs, forks, or guns, 

From ev'ry quarter charge the furious foe, 

gor'd, 

Till now with wounds on wounds oppreſs d and 

At one ſhort pois'nous gaſp he breathes his laſt. 
Hence to the kennel, Muſe ! return, and view 

With heavy heart that hoſpital of woe, 

Where Horror ſtalks at large! inſatiate Death 

Sits growling o'er his prey; each hour preſents 

A diff rent ſcene. of ruin and diſtreſs. 

How buſy art thou, Fate! and how ſevere 

Thy pointed wrath ! the dying and the dead 

Promiſcuous lie; o'er theſe the living fight 


In one eternal broil, not conſcious why, 


Nor yet with whom. So drunkards in their cups 
Spare not their friends, while ſenſeleſs ſquabble 
reigns, 
Huntſman, it much bchoves thee to avoid 
The perilous debate. Ah! rouſe wp all 
Thy vigilance, and tread the treach'rous gronnd 


Wich careful ſtep. Thy fires unquench'd pre- 


4 ſerve, - | 
As erſt the veſtal flame; the pointed ſteel | 
In the hot embers hide; and if ſurpris c 


. {1 Thou feel'ſt the deadly bite, quick urge it home 


His pointed brifiles riſe; his tail incurv'd 
a” a 


Into the recent fore, and cauterize 


The 
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He drops, and with harſh broken howlings rends 

The poiton-tainted air; with rough hoarte voice 
Inceſlant bays, and ſnuffs th' infectious breeze ; 
--» | This way and that he ſtares aghaſt, and ſtarts 

At his own ſhade, jealous, as if he decm'd 
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The wound: ſpare not thy fleſh, nor dread th'event: 

Vulcan ſhall fave when Æſculapius fails. [means 
Here ſhould the knowing Muſe recount the 

To ſtop this growing plague : and here, alas! 

Fach hand preſents a fov'reign cure, and boaſts - 

Infallibility ; but boaſts in vain. 

On this depend—each to his ſep'rate ſcat 

Confine, in fetters bound; give each his meſs 

Apart, his range in open air; and then 

If deadly ſymptoms to thy grief appear, 


Devote the wretch, and ler him greatly fall, 


A gen'rous victim for the public weal. ; 
Sing, philoſophic Muſe ! the dire effects 

Of this contagious bite on hapleſs man. 

The ruſtic ſwains, by long tradition taught 

Of leeches old, as ſoon as they perceive 

The bite impreſs'd, to the ſea- coaſts repair. 


 Plung'd in the briny flood, th' 1 youth 


Now journeys home ſecure, but ſoon ihall with 
The ſcas as yet had cover'd him beyeath 

The foaming ſurge full many a fathom deep. - 
A fate more diſmal, and ſuperior ills, 

Hang o'er his head devoted. When the moon, 


Cloſing her monthly round, returns again. 


To glad the night, or when full-orb' d ſhe ſhines 
High in the vault of heaven, the lurking peſt 
Begins the dire aſſault. The pois' nous foam, 
Thro' the deep wound iaſtill'd with hoſtile rage, 
And all its fiery particles ſaline, 

Invades th' arterial fluid, whoſe red-waves 


Tempeſtuous heave, and, their coheſion broke, ' | 


Fermenting boil ; inteſtine war enſues, 

And order to confuſion turns embroil'd. 

Now the diſtended veſſels ſcarce contain 

The wild uproar, but preſs each weaker part, 

Unable to reſiſt: the tender brain 

And ſtomach ſuffer moſt : convulſions ſhake 

His trembling nerves, and wand'ring pungent 
Mains : 

Pinch fore the ſleepleſs wretch : his flutt'ring pulſe 

Oft intermits : peaſive and ſad, he mourns 

His cruel fate, and to his weeping friends 

Laments in vain: to haſty anger prone, 

Reſents each ſlight offence, walks with quick ſep, 

And wildly ſtares : at laſt with boundleſs ſway 

The tyrant phrenſy reigns ; for as the dog, 

Whoſe fatal bite convey'd th' infectious bane, 

Raving he foams, and howls, and barks, and bites. 

Like agitations in his boiling blood 

Preſent like ſpecies to his troubled mind, 

His nature and his actions all canine. 

So (as old Homer ſung) th' aſſociates wild 


Of wand'ring Ithacus, by Circe's charms 


Toſwinetransform'd,ran grunting thro'the groves, 
Dreadful example ro a wicked world ! | 
See there diftreſs'd he lies! parch'd up with thirſt, 
But dares not drink; till now at laſt his foul 

Trembling eſcapes, her noiſome dungeon leaves, 


And to ſome purer region wings away. 


One lahour yet remains, celeſtial Maid! 
Another element demands thy ſong. 
No more o'er craggy ſteeps, thro' coverts thick 
With pointed thorn, and briers intricate, 
Urge on with horn and voice the painful pack, 
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But ſkim with wanton wing th' irriguous vale, 

Where winding ſtreams amid the flow'ry . meads 

Perpetual glide along, and undermine * 

The cavern'd banks, by the tenacious roots 

Of hoary willows arch'd, gloomy retreat 

Of the bright ſcaly kind, where they at will 

On the green wat'ry reed, their paſture, graze; 

Suck the moiſt ſoil ; or ſlumber at their caſe, - 

Rock'd by the reſtleſs brook that draws aflope 

[ts humid train, and laves their dark abodes. 

Where rages not oppreſſion ? where, alas! 

Is Innocence ſecure ? Rapine and Spoil _ 

Haunt een the loweſt deeps ; ſeas have their ſharks, 

Rivers and ponds incloſe the rav nous pike; 

He in his turn becomes a prey, on him 

Th' amphibious otter feaſts. Juſt is his fate 

Deſery'd : but tyrants know no bounds; nor ſpears, 

That briſtle on his back, defend the perch 

From his wide greedy jaws ; nor burniſh'd mail 

| The. yellow carp ; nor all his arts can fave 

Th' infinvating cel, that hides his head 

Beneath the ſlimy mud; nor yet eſcapes 

The crimſon-ſpotted trout, the river's pride. 

And beauty of the ſtream. Without remorſe 

This midnight pillager, ranging around, 

Infatiate, ſwallows all. The owner mourns 

Th' unpeopled rivulet, and gladly hears 

The huntſman's carly call, and fees with joy 

Tie jovial crew, that march upon its banks 

In gay parade, with bearded lances arm'd. 
This ſubtle ſpoiler, of the beaver kind, 

Far off perhaps, where ancient alders ſhade 

The deep ſtill pool, within ſome hollow trunk 

Conrrives his wicker couch, whence he ſurveys 

His long purlieu, lord of the ſtream, and all 


Diſpute the felon's claim; try ev'ry root, 

And ev'ry reedy bank; encourage all 

The buſy ſpreading pack, that fearleſs plunge 
Into the flood, and croſs the rapid ſtream. 

Bid rocks and caves, and each refounding ſhore, 
Proclaim your bold defiance ; loudly raiſe 

Each cheering voice, till diſtant hills repeat 
The triumphs of the vale. On the ſoft ſand 
Sce there his ſeal impreſs'd ! and on that bank 
Behold the glitt'ring ſpoils, half-eaten fiſh, 
Scales, fins, and bones, the leavings of his feaſt, 
Ah! on that yielding ſag-bed, fee, once more 
Ah! on tha i | 

His ſeal I view. Oer yon dank ruſhy marſh 
Thc ſly gooſe-footed prowler bends his courſe, 


Thy eager pack, and trail him to his couch. 
Hark ! the loud peal begins, the clam'rous joy, 
The gallant chiding, loads the trembling air. 

Ye Naiads fair, who o'er theſe floods prefidey 
Raiſe up your dripping heads above the wave, 
And hear our melody. Th' harmonious notes 
| Float with the ſtream, and ev'ry winding creek 
And hollow rock, that o'er the dimpling flood 
Nods pendant, ſtill improve from ſhore to ſhore 
Our ſweet reiterated joys. What ſhouts 1 1 
What clamour loud ! what gay heart-cheering 

founds 


| Urge thro” the breathing braſs their mazy ou? 
- ot 


The finny thoals his own, But you, brave youths! 


And ſecks the diſtant ſhallows. Huntſman, bring 
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Not choirs of Tritons glad with ſprightlier ſtrains 
The dancing billows, when proud Neptune rides 
In triumph o'er the deep. How greedily 

They ſouff the fiſhy ſteam that to each blade 
Rank-ſcenting clings ! See how the morning dews 
They ſweep, that from their feet beſpi inkling drop 
Diſpers d, and leave 2 track oblique behind. 
Now on frm land they range; then in the flood 
They plunge tumultuous, or thro' reedy pools 
Ruftling they work their way: no holt eſcapes 
Their curious ſearch. With quick ſenſation now 
The fuming vapour ſtings; flutter their hearts, 
And joy redoubled burſts frum ev'ry mouth 

In #4 i ſymphonies. Yon hollow trunk, 
Thar with its hoary head incurv'd falvtes 
The paſſing wave, muſt be the tyrant's fort, 
And dread abode. How theſe impatient climb, 
While others at the root inceſſant bay! y- 
They put him down. Sec, there he dives along ! 
Tu af 


cending bubbles mark his gloomy way. | 


Quick fix the nets, and cut off his retreat 

Into the ſhelt ring decps. Ah ! there he vents ! 

The pack plunge " 2 wall and protended ſpears 

Menace deſtruction, while the troubled ſurge 

Indignant foams, and all the ſcaly kind 

Afﬀrighted hide their heads. Wild rumult reigns, 

And loud uproar. Ah there once more he vents! 

See! bold hound has ſciz d him; down they 
ink, 

Together loſt ; but ſoon ſhall he repent 

His raſh aſſault. See ! there cſcap'd he flies, 
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Nor Titian's lively tints, adorn our walls? 

Yet theſe the meaneſt of us may behold, 

And at another's coſt may feaſt at will 

Our wond ring eyes: what can the owner more? 
But vain, alas! is wealth not grac'd with pow'r. 

I he flow'ry landſcape and the gilded dome, 
And viſtas op'ning to the wearied eye, 

| T hro' all his wide domain; the planted grove, 
The ſhrubby wilderneſs, with its gay choir 

Of warbling birds, can't lull to ſoft repoſe 

Th' ambitious wretch, whoſe diſcontented foul 
Is harrow'd day and night : he mourns, he pincs, 
Until his prince's favgur makes him great. 

See, there he comes, th' exalted idol comes 
The circle 's form'd, and all his fawning flaves 
| Devoutly bow to earth; from ev'ry mouth 

The nauſeous flatt'ry flows, which he returns 
With promiſes that die as ſoon as born. 

Vile intercourſe ! where Virtue has no place. 
Frown but the monarch, all his glorics fade; 


| | He mingles with the throng, outcaſt, undoney 


The pageant of a day; without one friend 
To ſooth his tartur'd mind; all, all are fled ; 
For the' they baſk'd iu his meridian ray, 
The inſects vaniſh as his beams decline. 

Not ſuch our friends; for here no dark deſign, 
No wicked int'reſt, bribes the venal heart; 
But inchnation to cur boſoms leads, 
And weds them there for life; our ſocial cups 
Smile as we ſmile; open and unreſerv'd, | 
We ſpeak our inmoſt touls ; good-humour, mirth, 


Half-drown'd, and clambers up the ſlippery bank, Soft complaiſance, and wit from malice free, 


With ouze and blood diſtain d. Of all the brutes, 
Whether by nature form'd, or by long ule, 
This artful diver beſt can bear the wapt 
Of vital air. Uncqual is the fight 

Beneath the whelming element; yet there 
He lives not long, but reſpiration needs 
At proper intervals. Again he vents ; 


| | 
Again the crowd attack. That ſpear has pierc'd 


His neck; the crimſon waves confeſs the wound. 

Fix'd is the bearded lance, unwelcome gueſt, 

Where'er he flies; with him it Guks bencath, 

With him it mounts ; ſure guide toev'ry foe. 

Inly he groans, nor can his tender wound 

Bear the cold ſtream. Lo! io yon ſedgy bank 

He creeps diſconſolate: his num'rous foes 

Surround him, hounds and men. Pierc'd thro' 
, and thro”, 

On pointed ſpears they lift him high in air; 

Wriggling he hangs, and grins, and bites in vain. 

Bid the loud horns, in gaily-warbling trains, 

Proclaim the felon's fate. He dies, he dies! 

' Rejoice, ye ſcaly tribes! and leaping dance 

Above the wave, in ſign of liberty 

Reſtor d; the cruel tyrant is no more. 

Rejoice, ſecure and bleſt, did not as yet 

Remaia ſome of your own rapacious kind, 

And man, fierce man ! with all his various wiles. 

O happy, if ye knew your happy ſtate, 

Ye rangers of the fields! whom Nature boon 

Cheers with her ſmiles, and every element 

Confpires to bleſs, What if no heroes frown 
From maible pedeſtals, not Raphacl's works, 


Smoorh ev ry brow, and glow on ev'ry cheek. 

O happinefs ſincere ! what wretch would groan 
Beneath the galling load of pow'r, or walk 
Upon the lipp'ry pavements of the great, 

Who thus could reign unenvied and ſecure ? 


Ve guardian Pow'rs, who make mankind your 


care, 
Give me to know wiſc Nature's hidden depths, 
Trace each myſterious cauſe, with judgment read 
TH expanded volume, and ſubmiſs adore 
That great creative Will, who at a word 
Spoke-torth the wondrous ſcene. But if my ſoul, 
To this groſs clay contin'd, flutters on earth 
With leis ambitions wing, unſkill'd to range 
From orb to orb, where Newton leads the way, 
And view with piercing eyes the grand machine, 
Worlds above worlds; ſubſervient to his voice 
Who, veil d in clouded majeſty, alone | 
Gives light to all, bids the great ſyſtem moye, 
And changeful ſeaſons in their turns advance, 
Unmov'd, unchang'd, himſelf; yet this at leaſt 
Grant me propitious—an inglorious life 
Calm and ſerene, nor loſt in falſe purſuits 
Of wealth or honours; but enough to raiſe 
My drooping friends, preventing modeſt want 
That dares nat afk: and if, to crown my joys, 
Ye grant me health, thar, ruddy in my — oa 
Blooms in my life's decline; fields, woods, and 
ſtreams, 
Each tow'ring hill, each humble vale below, 
Shall hear my cheering voice: my hounds ſhallwake 


The lazy morn, and glad th” Eocizon round. 
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§ 52. Rural Sports; a Georgic. GAY. 


Inſcribed to Mr. Poet, 1713 


| «© --- zecuri praclia ruris 
de Pandimus - g NEMESIAN. 


CANTO 


OU, who the ſweets of rural life have known, 
Deſpiſe th* ungrateful hurry of the town; 
In Windſor groves your eaſy hours employ, 
And, undiſturb'd, yourſelf and Muſe enjoy. 
Thames liſtens to thy ſtrains, and ſilent flows, 
And no rude wind through ruſtling oſiers blows; 
While all his wond'ring nymphs around thee 
To hear the Syrens warble in thy ſong. [ throng, 
Bur I, who ne'er was bleſt by Fortune's hand, 
Nor brighten'd ploughſhares in paternal land, 
Long in the noily town have been immur'd, 
Reſpir'd its ſmoke, and all its cares endur d; 
Where news and politics divide mankind, . 
And ſchemes of ſtate involve th' uneaſy mind; 
Faction embroils the world; and ev'ry tongue 
Is mov'd by flatt'ry, or with ſeandal ung : 
Friendſhip, for ſylvan ſhades, the palace flies, 
Where all muſt yield to int'reſt's dearer ties; 
Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, 
And honeſty forſakes them all by turns: 
While calumny upon each party 's thrown ; 
Which both promote, and both alike diſown. 
Fatigued at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe, 
And ſooth'd the haraſs d mind with ſweet repoſe, 
Where fields, and ſhades, and the refreſhing clime, 
Inſpire the ſylvan ſong, and prompt my rhyme. 
My Mule ſhall rove through flow'ry meads and 
lains, | 

And **. with rural ſports her native ſtrains; 


And the ſame road N purſue, 
w 


Frequented by the Mantuan ſwain and you. 
Tis nat that rural ſports alone invite, 

But all the grateful country breathes delight ; 

Here blooming health exerts her gentle reign, 

And ftrings the ſmews of th' induſtrious ſwain. 

Soon as the morning lark ſalutes the day, 

Through dewy fields I take my frequent way, 

fa the farmer's early care 

In the revolving labours of the year. | 
When the freſh Spring in all her ſtateiscrown'd, 

And high luxuriant graſs o'erfpreads the ground, 

The labourer with a bending ſeythe is ſcen, 

Shaving the 3 of the waving green; 

Of all her native pride diſrobes the land, 

And meads lays waſte before his ſweeping hand; 

While with the mounting ſun the meadow giows, 

The fadiog herbage round he looſely throws: 

Bur, if ſome ſign portend a laſting ſhow'r, _ 

Th' experienc d twajn foreſees the coming hour; 

His ſun-burnt hands the ſcatt'ring fork forſake, 

And ruddy damſcls ply the faving rake; 

In riſing hills the fragrant harveſt grows, 


And ſpreads along the field in equal rows. 


Now when the height of heaven bright Phœbus 


gains, 
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When heifers ſeck the ſhade and coohng lake, 
And in the middle path-way baſks the ſnake ;_ 
O lead me, guard me from the ſultry hours, 


| Hide me, ye foreſts, in your cloſeſt bow'rs, 


Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwines, 
And with the beech a mutual ſhade combines; 
W here flows the murm'ring brook,inviting dreams 
Where bordering hazel overhangs the ſtreams, 
Whoſe rolling current, winding round andround, 
With frequent falls makes all the wood reſound; 
Upon the moſſy couch my limbs I caſt, | 
And e'en at noon the ſweets of ev'ning taſte. 
Here I peruſe the Mantuan's Georgie ſtrains, 

And learn the labours of Italian fwains ; 

In ev'ry page I fee new landſcapes riſe, 

And all Heſperia opens to my eyes; 

| wander o'er the various rural toil, 

And know the nature of each diff *rent ſoil : 
This waving field is gilded o'er with corn, 

That ſpreading trees with bluſhing fruit adorn : 
Here 1 ſurvey the purple vintage grow, 

Climb round the poles, and riſe in graceful row : 
Now I behold the ſteed curvet and bound, 

And paw with reſtleſs hoof the ſmoking ground: 
The dewlapp'd bull now chafes along the plain, 
While burning love ferments in ev'ry vein ; 

His well-arm'd front againſt his rival aims, 

And by the dint of war his miſtreſs claims : 

The careful inſe& midſt his works I view, 
Now from the flow'rs exhauſt the fragrant dew ; 
With golden treaſures load his little thighs, 

And ſteer his diſtant journey through the ſkies; 
Some againſt hoſtile drones the hive defend; 
| Others with ſweets the waxen cells diſtend: 
Each in the toil his deſtin'd office bears, 

And in the little bulk a mighty foul appears. 
Or when the ploughman leaves the taſk of day, 
And trudging homeward whiſtles on the way; 
When the big-udder'd cows with patience ſtand, 
Waiting the ſtrokings of the damſel's hand; 

No warbling cheers the woods; the feather d choir, 
To court kind ſlumbers, to the ſprays retire; 
When no rude gale diſturbs the ſleeping trees, 
Nor aſpen leaves confeſs the gentleſt breeze; 
Engag d in thought, to Neptune's bounds I ſtray, 
To take my farewel of the parting day; 

Far in the deep the ſun his glory hides, 

A ſtreak of gold the fea and iky divides ; 

The purple clouds their amber linings ſhew, 
And edy'd with flame rolls ev'ry wave below : 
Here penſive I behold the fading light, 

And o'er the diſtant billow loſe my ſight. 

Now Night in ſilent ſtate begins ta riſe, 

And twinkling orbs beſtrew th uncloudy ſkies; 
Her borrow'd luſtre growing Cynthia lends, 
And on the main a glittering path extends ; 
Millions of worlds hang in the Jpacious air, 
Which round their ſuns their annual circles ſteer; 
Sweet contemplation elevates my ſenſe, 

While I ſurrey the works of Providence, 

O could the Muſe in loktier ſtrains rehearſe 

The glorious Author of the univerſe, 


And level rays cleave wide the thirſty plains; 


Who reins the winds, 4 the vaſt ocean bounds, 
Andcircumſcribes the floating worlds their rounds 


# This Tocm received many matęi ial correctjyns from the Author after it was firſt publiſhed. 
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My foul ſhould overflow in fengs of praiſe, ; 
And my Creator's name infpire my lays ! 

As in fucceffive courſe the ſeaſons roll, 
So circlivg pleaſures recreate the foul. 
When genial Spring a living warmth beftows, 
And o'er the year her verdant mantle throws, 


No fwelling inundation hides the grounds, 


But cryſtal currents glide within their bounds ; 
The finny brood their wonted haunts forſake, 
Float in the fun, and ſim along the lake: 
With frequent leap they range the ſhallow ſtreams, 
Their filver coats reflect the dazzling beams. 
Now let the fiſherman his toils prepare, 


And arm himſelf with ev'ry wat ry ſnare; 


His hooks, his lines, peruſe with carefuFeye ; 
Increaſe his tackle, and his rod re-tie. ; 
When floating clouds their ſpongy fleeces drain, 


Troubling the ſtreams with ſwift deſcending rain; 


And waters, rambling down the mountain's fide, 
Bear the looſe foil into the ſwelling tide; 

Then, ſoon as vernal gales begin to riſe, | 
And drive the liquid burthen thro' the ſkies, 
The fiſher to the neighb'ring current ſpeeds, 
Whoſe rapid ſurface purls unknown to weeds : 
Upon a rifing border of the bre 

He fits him down, and ties the treach'rous hook; 
Now expectation cheers his cager thought, 

His boſom glows with treafures yet uncaught ; 
Before his eyes a banquet ſeems to ſtand, 
Where ev'ry gueſt applauds his Kilful hand. 

Far up the ftream the twiſted hair he throws, 
Which down the murm'ring current gently flows; 
When, if or chance or hunger's pow'rful ſway 
Dire&ts the roving trout this fatal way, 

He ee. ſucks in the twining bait, 

And tugs and nibbles the fallacious meat: 
Now, happy fiſherman, now twitch the line! 
How thy rod bends ! behold, the prize is thine ! 
Caft on the hank, he dies with gaſping pains, 
And trickling blood his filver mail diſtains. 

You muſt not ev ry worm promiicuous uſe ; 

udgment will tell the proper bait ro chooſe : 

16 worm that draws a long immoderate fize 
The trout abhors, and the rank morſcl flies; 
And, if too ſmall, the naked fraud 's in fight, 

nd fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 

hoſe baits will beſt reward the fiſher's pains, 
Whoſe poliſh'd tails a ſbining yellow tains ; 
Cleanſe them from filth, to give a tempting gloſs, 
Cheriſh the ſullied reptile race with moſs ; 
Amid the verdant bed they twine, they toil, 
And from their bodies wipe their native ſoil. 

But when the ſun diſplays his glorious beams, 
And ſhallow rivers flow with filver ſtreams, 
Then the deceit the ſcaly breed ſurvey, 

Baſk in the ſun, and look into the day: 
You.now a more delufive art muſt try, 
And tempt their hunger with the curious fly. 

To frame the little animal, provide 
All the-gay hves that wait on female pride ; 
Let nature guide thee ; ſometimes golden wire 
The ſhining bellies of the fy require 
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Each gaudy bird ſome ſlender tribute brings, 
] and lends the growing inſect proper wings: 
Silks of all colours muſt their aid impart, 
And ev'ry fur promote the fifher's art. 


So the gay lady, with expenſive care, 


| | Borrows the pride of land, of ſen, and air; [ plays, 


Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glitt'ring thing diſ- 

Dazzles our cyes, and eaſy hearts betrays. - 
Mark well the various ſeaſons of the year, 

How the fucceeding inſect race appear; 

[n this revolving moon one colour reigns, . 


| Which in the next the fickle trout diſdains. 
- . ] Oft have I ſeen a ſkilful angler try 


The various colours of the treach'rous fly: 

When he with fruitleſs pain has ſæimm d the brock, 

And the coy fiſh re jects the ſkipping hook, 

He ſhakes the boughs that on the margin grow, 

Which o'er the ſtream a waving foreſt threw ; 

When if an inſect fall (his certain guide) | 

He gently takes him from the whirling tide ; 

Examines well his form with curious eyes, 

His gaudy veſt, his wings, his horns, and fize ; 

Then round his hook the choſen fur he winds, 

And on the back a ſpeckled feather binds ; 

So juſt the colours ſhine through ev'ry part, 

That Nature ſeems again to live in Art. 

Let not thy wary ſtep advance too near, 

While all thy hope hangs on a fingle hair ; 

The new-form'd inſect on the water moves, 

The ſpeckled trout the curious ſnare approves ; 

Upon the curling ſurface let it glide; ; 

With natural motion from thy Rand ſupplied, 

Againſt the ſtream now gently let it play, 

Now in the rapid eddy roll away. 

The ſcaly thoals float by, and, feiz'd with fear, 

Behold their fellows toſt in thinner air; 

But ſoon they leap, and catch the ſwimming bait, 

Plunge on the hook, and ſhare an equal fate. 
When a briſk gale againſt the current blows, 

And all the wat'ry plain in wrinkles flows, 

Then let the fiſherman his art repeat, 

Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit. _ 

If an enormous ſalmon chance to ſpy 

The wanton errors of the floating fly, 

He lifts his filver gills above the flood, 

And greedily fucks in th' unfaithful food ; 

Then downward plunges with the fraudful prey, 

And bears with joy the little ſpoil away : 

Soon in ſmart pain he feels the dire miſtake, 


| Laſhes the wave, and beats the foamy lake; 


With ſudden rage he now aloft appears, 

And in his eye convulſive anguiſh bears; 

And now again, impatient of the wound, 

He rolls and writhes his ſhining body round ; 
Then headlong ſhoots beneath the daſhing tide z 
The trembling fins the boiling wave divide, 
Now hope exalts the fiſher's beating heart ; 

Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art ; 
He views the tumbling fiſh with longing eyes, 
While the line ſtretches with th' unwieldy prize 3 
Each motion humours with his ſteady CEE 
And one flight hair the mighty hulk commands: 
Till tir'd at laſt, a 4 of all his flrength, 


The peacock's plumes thy tackle muſt not fail, 
Ker the gear purchale of the ſable's tail. 


22 game athwart the ſtream unfolds his * 
| | e 
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He now with pleaſure views the gaſping prize 
Gnath his ſharp teeth, and roll his blood - ſhot eyes; 
Then draws him to the ſhore with artful care, 
And lifts his noſtrils in the ſick' ning air: 
Upon the burthen'd ſtream he floating lies, 
Stretches his quiv'ring fins, and gaſping dies. 
Would you preſerve a num'rous finny race, 
Let your fierce dogs the rav'nous otter chaſe 
(Th' amphibious monſter ranges all the ſhores, 
Darts thro' the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores): 
Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, 
And fave from hoſtile jaws the ſcaly prey. 
I never wander where the bord'ring reeds 
O' erlook the muddy ſtream, whoſe tangling weeds 
Perplex the fiſher ; I nor chooſe to bear 
The thieviſh nightly net, nor barbed ſpear ; 
Nor drain I ponds, the golden carp to take; 
Nor trowle for pikes, diſpeoplers of the lake; 
Around the ſteef no tortur d worm ſhall twine, 
No blood of living inſect ſtain my line. 
Let me, leſs cruel, caſt the feather d hook, 
With pliant rod, athwart the pebhled brook, 
Silent along the mazy margin ſtray, 
And with the fur-wrought fly delude the prey. 
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NOW, ſporting Muſe, draw in the flowing reins, 
Leave the clear ſtreams awhile for ſunny plains, 
Should you the various arms and toils rehcarſe, 
And all the fiſherman adorn thy verſe ; 

Should you the wide encircling net diſplay, 
And in its ſpacious arch incloſe the ſea ; 

Then haul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the ſoal and turbot hide the fand ; 

It would extend the growing theme too long, 
And tire the reader with the wat' ry ſong. 

Let the keen hunter from the chace refrain, 
Nor render all the ploughman's labour vain, 
When Ceres pours out plenty from her horn, 
And clothes the fields with golden ears of corn. 
Now, now, ye reapers, to your tafk repair, 

Haſte ! fave the product of the bounteous year: 
To the wide-gathering hook long furrows yield, 
And riſing ſheaves extend through all the field. 

Yet, if for ſylvan ſports thy boſom glow, 

Let thy fleet greyhound urge his flying foe. 
With what delight the rapid courſe I view ! 
How does my eye the circling race purſue ! 

He ſnaps deceitful air with empty jaws; 

The ſubtle hare darts ſwift beneath his paws 
She flies, he ſtretches; now with nimble bound 
Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground; 
She turns; he winds, and ſoon regains the way, 
Then tears with goary mouth the ſcreaming prey. 
What various ſport does rural life afford 
What unbought dainties heap the wholeſome 

board ! | | 
Nor leſs the ſpaniel, ſkilful ro betray, 
Rewards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 

Soon as the labouring horſe, with ſwelling veins, 
Has ſafely hous'd the farmer's doubtful gains, 
To ſweet repaſt th* unwary partridge flies, 
With joy amid the ſcatter'd harveſt lies; 
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Wand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets, 

Nor dreads the flav*ry of entangling nets. 

The ſubtle dog ſcours with ſagacious noſe 
Along the field, and ſnuffs each breeze that blows ; 
Againſt the wind he takes his prudent way, 


| While the ſtrong gale directs him to the prey. 


Now the warm ſcent aſſures the covey near; 

He treads with caution, and he points with fear g 

Then (left ſome ſentry-fow! the fraud deſery, 

And bid his fellows from the danger fly) 

Cloſe to the ground in expectation lies, 

Till in the ſnare the flutt ring covey riſe. 

Soon as the bluſhing light begins to ſpread, 

And glancing Phœbus gilds the mountain's head, 

His early flight th” ill-fated partridge takes, 

And quits the friendly ſhelter of the brakes. 

Or, when the ſun caſts a declining ray, 

And drives his chariot down the weſtern way, 

Let your obſequious ranger ſearch around, 

Where yellow ſtubble withers on the ground: 

Nor will the roving ſpy direct in vain, 

But num'rous coveys gratify thy pain. 

When the meridian ſun contracts the ſhade, 

And friſking heifers ſeek the cooling glade ; 

Or when the country floats with ſudden rains, 

Or driving miſts efice the moiſten'd plains ; 

In vain his toils th' unſkilful fowler tries, 

While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 
Nor muſt the ſporting verſe the gun forbear, 

Bur what 's the Fowler's be the Muſe's care. 

See how the weil-taught pointer leads the way : 

The ſcent grows warm; he ſtops; he ſprings che 

rey; 
The flutt' ring coveys from the ſtubble riſe, 
And on ſwift wing divide the ſounding ſkies ; 


| The ſcatt'ring lead purſues the certain fight, 


And death in rhunder overtakes their flight. 


| Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter's hand 


Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land; 
Now to the copſe thy leder ſpaniel take, 
Teach him to range the ditch, and force the brake; 
Not cloſeſt coverts can protect the game: 
Hark ! the dog opens; take thy certain aim. 
The woodcock flutters ; how he wav ring flies! 
The wn reſounds: he wheels, he drops, he 
ies. 

The tow'ring hawk let future poets ſing, 
Who terror bears upon his foaring wing: 
Let them on high the frighted hern ſurvey, 
And lofty nurabers paint their airy fray. 


Nor ſhall the mountain lark the Muſe detain, 


That greets the morning with his early ſtrain z 

When, midſt his ſong, the twinkling glaſs, + 
betrays, 

While from each angle flaſh the glancing — 

And in the ſun the tranſient colours blaze, 

Pride lures the little warbler from the ſkies : 

The light-enamour'd bird deluded dies. 

But till the chace, a pleaſing taſk, remains; 
The hound muſt open in theſe rural ſtrains. 
Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 

And edges eaſtern clouds with roſy light, 
The healthy huntſman, with the cheerful horn, 


Summons the degs, and ts the dappled mornz 
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The jocund thunder wakes th' enliven'd hounds, | 
They rouſe fromfleep,andanſwer ſounds for ſounds, 
Wide thro” the furzy field their route they take; 
Their blceding boſoms force the thorny brake: 
The flying game their ſmoking noſtrils trace, 
No bounding hedge obſtructs their eager pace; 
The diſtant mountains echo from afar, 


And hanging woods reſuund the tying wer: 
The runeful noiſe the ſprightly courier hears, 
Paws the green turf, and pricks his trembling cars; 
The flacken'd rein now gives him all his lpced, 
Back flies the rapid ground beneath the need; 
Hills, dales, and foreſts, far behind remain, ¶ train. 
While the warm ſcent draws on the deep-mouth'd 
Where ſhall the trembling hare a ſhelter find ? 
Hark ! death advances in each guſt of wind! 
New ftratagems and doubling wiles ſhe tiies ; 
Now circling turns, and now at large the thes 
Till, ſpent at laſt, ſhe pants, and heaves for breath, 
Thea lays her down, and waits devouring death. 
But ſtay, advent rous Muſe ! hat thou the force 
To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horſe ? 
To keep thy ſeat unmov d, haft theu the ſkill, 
O'er the high gate, and down the headlong hill? 
Canſt thou the ſtag's laborious chace direct, 
Or the ſtrong fox thro' all his arts detect? 
The theme demands a more experienc'd lay: 
Ye mighty hunters ! ſpare this weak eti2y. 
O happy plains, remote from war's alaims, 
And all rhe ravages of hoſtile arms 
And happy ſhepherds, who, ſecure from fear, 
On open downs preſerve your fieecy care ' 
Whoſe ſpacious barns groan with iccreafing d ore, 
And whirling flails disjoint the cracking floor! 
Na barbarous ſoldier, bent on cruel ſpoil, 
Spreads deſolation o'er your fertile {oil ; 
No trampling ſteed lays waſte the ripen'd grain, 
Nor crackling fires devovr the promis d gain: 
No flaming beacons caſt their blaze afar, 
The dreadful ſignal of invaſive war : 
No trumpet's clangor wounds the mother's car, 
And calls the lover from his ſwooning fair, 
What happineſs the rural maid attends, 
Ip cheerful labour while each day ſhe ſpends ! 
She gratefully receives what Heaven has ſent, 
And, rich in poverty, enjoys content 
(Such happineſs, and ſuch unblemith'd fame, 
Ne er glad the boſom of the courtly dame); 
She never feels the fpleen's imagin'd pains, 
Nor melancholy ſtagnates in her veins; 
She never loſes life in thoug inlets caſe, 
Nor on the velvet couch iuvites diſcaſe; 
Her home-ſpun dreſs in ſimple neatneſs lies, 
And for no glaring equipage ſhe ſighs: 
Ber reputation, which is all her boaſt, 
In a malicious viſit ne er was loft ; 
No midnight maſquerade her beaury wears, 


And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs 


If love's foft paſhon in her boſom reign, 

An equal pattion warms her happy ſwain: 

Ni home-bred jars her quiet ſtate controul, 
Nor watchful 45 mg" torments her ſoul; 
With ſecret joy ſhe ſces her little race 

Hang on her breaſt, and her ſmall cottage grace; 
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The fleecy ball their buty ſingers cull, 
Or from the fpindle draw the length'ning wool : 


hus flow her hours with conſtaut peace of mind, 
Till age the lateſt thread of fe unwind. 

Le happy fields, unknown to noiſe and firife, 
The kind rewarders of induſtrious life; 

Ye ſhady woods, where once 1 us'd to rove, 
Alike indulgent to the Muſe and Love; 

Ye murm ring fireams that in meanders roll, 

i he ſweet compoſers of the penfive foul ; 
arewell tlie city calls me from your bow'rs : 


f 
Farewell, amuſing thoughts, and peaceful hours 


y 53. Love of Fame, the Univerſal Paſſion. 
YouxG. 
SATIRE I. 


To his Grace the Duke of Dorſet, 
Tanto major Famae ſitis eft, quam 
Virtutis. Juv. SAT. 10. 
NI Y verſe is Satire; Dorſet, lend your ear, 
Aud patronize a Muſe you cannot fear; 
To Poets tacred is a Dorſet's name, 
Their wonted pailport thro” the gates of fame; 
it bribes the partial reader into praiſe, ' 
And throws a glory round the thelrer'd lays ; 
Ihe dazzled judgment fewer faults can ſee, 
And gives applauſe to B e, or to me. 
But you decline the miſtreſs we purſue; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 
Inſtructive Satire, true to virtue's cauſe, 
Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws! 
When ſlatter d crimes of a licentious age 
Repreach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas d follies from each diſtant land, 
Like arts, improve in Britain's {kilful hand; 
When the law ſhews her teeth, but dares not bite, 
And South-Sea treaſures are not brought to light; 
When churchmen ſcripture for the claffics quit, 
elite apoltates from God's grace to wit; 
When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament; | 
When dying finners, to blot out their ſcore, 
Bequcath the church the leavings of a whore 
To chafe our ſpleen when themes like theſe in- 
creaſe, 
Shall panegyric reign, and cenſure ceaſe ? 
Shatl poeſy, like law, turn wrong to right, 
Aud dedications waſh an A.thiop white, 
Sct up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
In whom praiſe thines as trophies on a poſt ? 
all funcral cloquence her colours ſpread, 
And ſcatter roſes on the wealchy dead ? 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 
And ſatirize with nothing but their praiſe ? 
Whyſlumbers Pope, who leads the tunefülſtrain, 
Nor hears that virtue which he loves, complain ? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rochciier are dead, 
And guiit's chief foc in Addiſon is fled; 
Congreve, who, crown'd with laurels fairly won, 
Sits {miling at the goal while others run, 
He will not write; and (more provoking ſtill!) 
Ye gods! he, will not write, and Mzvius will. 


Doubly 
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Doubly diftreſt, what author ſhall we find 
Difcreetly daring and feverely kind, 
The courtly Roman's ſhining path to tread, 


And ſharply ſmile prevailing tolly dead ? 


Will ro ſuperior genius fnatch the quill, 

And ſave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 

Tho' vain the ſtrife, II ſtrive my voice to raiſe: 

What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe? 
The love of praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 

Reigns, more or leſs, and glows in ev'ry heart: 

The proud, to gain it, toiis on toils endure; 

The modeſt ſhun it but to make it ſure. 

O'er globes and ſceptres now on thrones it fWells, 

Now trims the midnight lamp in college cells. 

'Tis Tory, Whig it plots, prays, preaches, pleads; 

Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades: 

Here, to 8 c's humour makes a bold pretence; 

There, bolder aims at Pult'ney's eloquence: 

It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 

And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead. 

Nor ends with life; but nods in fable plumes, 

Adorns our hearſe, and flatters on our tombs 
Who is not proud? the pimp is proud to. {ee 

So many like himſelf in high degree: 

The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 

Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage bed; 

And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims born 


To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 


Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they look, another way they ſteer ; 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 
And when their fins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They Il find that their. religion has been one. 

Others with wiſhful eyes on glory look, 


Vi hen they have got their picture tow'rds a book; 


Or pompous title, like a gaudy ſign 
Meant to betray dull fots to wretched wine. 
If at his title T—— had dropt his quill, 
F might have paſs'd for a great genius ſtill; 
But T , alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 
Is now a ſcribbler, who wes once a man. 
Imperious ſome a claſſic fame demand, 
For heaping up with a laborious hand 
A waggon-load of meanings for one word, 
While A's depos'd, and B with pump reſtor'd. 
Some for renown on ſcraps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patchwork learn'd quotations are 2ilicd ; 
Both ſtrive to make our poverty our pride, 
On glaſs how witty is a noble Peer 
Did ever diamond coſt a man ſo dear? 
Polite diſeaſes make ſome idiots vain; 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 
On death-beds forme in conſcious glory lie, 
Since of the doctor in the mode they die 
Whoſe wondrous ſkill is, headſman-like, to know 
For better pay to give a ſurer blow. | 
Of folly, vice, Jiſeaſe, men proud we ſee ; 
And (ftranger ſtill) of blockheads flattery, 
Whoſe praiſe defames; as if a fool ſhould mean 
By ſpitting on your face to make it clean! 
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Nor is 't enough all hearts are ſwoln with prides 
Her pow'r is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not perform? The love of fame 
Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning ſteep, 
and (ftronger ftili !) made Alexander weep. 
Nay it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, [ dead. 
Tho' her lov'd lord has four half months been 
This pathon with a pimple have I ſeen a 
Retard a cauſe, and give a judge the ſpleen. 


By this inſpir'd (oh ne'er to be forgot!) 


Some lords have learn'd to ſpell, and ſome to knot. 
[t makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houſe; f 
He hems—and is deliver'd of his mouſe. 
lt makes dear ſelf on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And I the little hero of each tale. 
Sick withthe love of fame,whatthrongs pouring 
Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin ! 
My gr:wing ſubject ſeems but juſt begun, 
And, chariut-l:ke, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules; 
To take a catalogue of Britith fools. 
Satire! had I thy Dorſet's force divine, 
A knave or fool ſhould periſh in each line; 
Tho for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 
And for the laſt all Greſham intercede. 
Begin—who firſt the catalogue ſhall grace? 


To quality belongs the higheſt place. 


My lord comes forward ; forward let him comel 
Ye vulgar, at your peril g:ve him room! 


| He ſtands for fame on his forefathers? feet, 


By heraldry prov'd valiant or diſcreet. 

With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three deſcents leſs wife ! 

If virtnes at his noble hand you crave, 

You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 
Men ſhouldpreſs forward in fame's glorious chacez 
Novles look backward; and ſo loſe the race. 

Let high birthtriumph! what can be more great? 
Nothing — but merit in a low eſtate, | 
To Virtue's humbleſt fon let none prefer 
Vice, tho' deſcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall meh, like figures, paſs for high or baſe, 
Slight or important, only by their place? 

Titles are marks of honeſt men and wiſe; 
The fool or knave that wears a title, lies. 

They that on glorious anceſtors enlarge, 
Produce their debt inſtead of their diſcharge. 
Dorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 
Like thee, iu worth hereditary thine. 

Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the Muſe muſt own. 
We want not fools to buy that B iſtol ſtone. 
Mean ſons of Earth, who on a Szuth-Sea tide 
Ot full ſucceſs ſwam into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a purſe of gold at Anftis' gate, 

And beg to be deſcended from the great. . 

When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 

They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe z 
And a rich knave 's a libel on (ur laws. 

Belus with ſolid glory will be crown'd; 


| He buys no phantom, no vain empty found, 54S 


Horace. 
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But builds himſelf a name; and, to be great, 
Sinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate; 

In coſt and grandeur Chandos he'll outdo ; 
And, Burlington, thy taſte is not fo true. 

The pile is finiſh'd, ev'ry toil is paſt, 

And full perfection is arnv'd at laſt ; 

When, lo! my Lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 
And leaves ftate-rooms to ſtrangers and to duns. 

The man who builds, and wants wherewith to 
Provides a home from which to run away. [ pay, 
In Britain what is many a lordly ſeat, 

But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate? | 
In ſmaller compaſs lies Pygmalion's fame; 

Not domes, but antique ſtatues, are his flame. 

Not F-<x—n's ſelf more Parian charms has known, 

Nor is good Pembroke more in love with ſtone. 

The bailiffs come (rude men, profanely bold!) 

And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 

No, firs,” he cries; © I Il fooner rot in jail ! 

«© Shall Grecian arts be truck for Engliſh bail?“ 

Such heads might make their very buſtos laugh. 

His daughter ftarves, but Cleopatra 's fafe. 

Men overloaded with a large eſtate 

May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit; 

The rich may be polite; but, oh ! tis ſad 

To ſay you 're curious, when we ſwear you re mad. 

By your revenue meafure your expence, 

And to your funds and acres join your ſenſe : 

No man is bleſt by accident or gueſs, 

True wiſdom is the price of happineſs: 

Yer few without long diſcipline are ſage ; 

And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 

But how, my Maſe, canſt thou refuſe ſo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng 
Tny moſt inviting theme? The court affords 
Much food for fatire ; it abounds in lords. 

& What lords are thoſe faluting with a grin?“ 
One is juſt out, and one is lately in. 

How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 

& On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride?“ 
Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro' all; 
Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall: ö 
As in its home, it triumphs in high place, 

And frowns a haughty exile in diſgrace. 

Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd fight: 
Some lords it bids refign, and turns their wands, 
Like Moſes”, into ferpepts in their hands. 

Heſe fink, as divers, for renown ? and boaſt 

ith pride inverted of their honours loft. 
But againſt reaſon ſure tis equal fin 
To oatt of merely being out or in. 

Whar -1mbers here, thro' odd ambition, ſtrive 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive 
As if by joy deſert was underſtood, 

And all the fortunate were wiſe or good. 
Hence acivg boſums wear a viſage. gay, 
And ſtifle4 gr ns frequent the ball and play. 
Cp ctely d-c{s'd by + Monteuel, and grimace, 
They take their birth- day ſuĩt, and public face; 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Pat off at night with lady B——'s hair. 


* A famous ſtatues 
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What bodily fatigue is half ſo bad? 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. 
What numbers here would into fame advance, 
Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance! 
The tavern, park, affembly, maſk, and play, 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day 
That wheel of fops ! that ſaunter of the town! 
Call jt diverfion, and the pill gees down : 
Fools grin on fools ; and Stoic-like ſupport, 
Without one figh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wiſe and good, 
But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 
High ſtations tumult, but not bliſs, create: 
None think the great unhappy, but the great. 
Fools gaze and envy; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 
I envy none their pageantry and fhow ; 
[ envy none the gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent gods ! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart, to range the ſylvan ſcene. 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 
No well-bred hate, or fervile grandeur there; 
There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The ſenſe is raviſn d, and the foul is bleſt; 
On er'ry thorn delightful wiſdom grows, 
In ev'ry rill a ſweet inſtruction flows: 
But fome untaught o'erhear the whiſp'ring rill, 


| In ſpite of ſacred leiſure blockheads ſtill; 


Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 

In her own native ſoil, the drawing-room. 
The ſquire is proud to ſee his courſer ſtrain, 

Or well-breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 

Say, dear Hippolitus (whoſe drink is ale, 


| Whoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 


Whoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, 
And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back), 
When thy ſleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 


Juſt Ringwood leaves each animal his own; 

Nor envies when a pſy you commit, 

And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit; 

Mhen you the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 

And then afk pardon for the jeft you made. 
Here breathe, my Muſe] and then thytaſk renew, 

Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 

Fewer lay atheiſts made by church - debates; 

Fewer great beggars fam' d for large eſtates ; 

Ladies, whole love is conftant as the wind; 

Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 

Fewer grave lords to Scroope diſcreetly bend ; 

And fewer ſhocks a ftateſman gives his friend. 
Is there a man of an cternal vein, 

Who lulls the town in winter with his train, 

At Bath in ſummer chants the reigning laſs, 

And ſweetly whiſtles as the waters paſs ? 

Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup, 

T hat runs for ages without winding up? 

Is there whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame ? 

Such, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme. 

Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad; 

For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad.? 


+ A famous taylor, 
SATIRE 


Is that thy praiſe ? Let Ringwoed's fame alone, 
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| SATIRE 11. 
To the Right Honourable the Earl of Scarborough. 


w—Tanto major Famae ſitis eſt, quam 
virtut is. IVV. SAT. 10. 
MY Muſe, proceed, and reach thy deſtin'd end, 
Tho' toil and danger the bold taſk attend. 
Heroes and gods make other pvems fine, 
Plain Satire calls for ſenſe in ev'ry line: 
Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe ! 
All friends to vice and folly are thy foes; 
When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 
Tis moſt ill- nature to repreſs thy rage; 
And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 
I 'Il glory in the verſe I did not write. 
So weak are human kind by nature made, 


Or to ſuch weakneſs by their vice betray d, 


Almighty Vanity! to thee they owe 

Their zeſt of pleaſure, and their balm of woe. 

Thou, like the ſun, all colours doſt contain, 

Varying like rays of light on drops of rain ; 

For ev'ry ſoul finds reaſons to be proud, 

Tho' hiſs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes and renown, 

Hippolitus demands the ſylvan crown * ; 

Bur Florio's fame, the product of a ſhow'r, 

Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flow'r! 

Why teems the earth? why melt the vernal ſkies ? 

Why ſhines the ſun > To make Paul Diack + riſe. 


From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 


And wonder'd how the gods could be ſo good. 
What ſhape ! what hue ! was ever nymph ſo fair? 
He doats ! he dies ! he too. is rooted there. ; 
O ſolid bliſs} which nothing can deſtroy 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 
In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight ; 
The tulip's dead! See thy fair ſiſter's fate, 
OC and be kind ere tis too late. 

Nor are thoſe enemies I mention'd all; 


Beware, O Floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 


A friend of mind indulg'd this noble flame; 

A quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his name. 

To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 

Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent ; 

But came and miſs'd it one ill-fated hour. 

Herag'd ! he roar d“ What dzmon cropp'd my 

. ar.” | 

Serene quoth Adam, Lo! 'twas cruſh'd by me; 
Fallen is the Baal to which thou bow'dſt thy 

knee. 

KgBut all men want amuſement, and what crime 

* In ſuch a Paradiſe to fool their time? 

None ; but why proud of this? To Fame they ſoar. 

We grant they re idle, if they Il aſk no more. 
We ſmile at Floriſts; we deſpiſe their joy, 

And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy ; 

But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 

Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 

What's he who 9955 for wealth, or fame, or pow'r? 

Another Florio doting on a flow'r! _ 

A ſhort-liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung 

From ſordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 


-* This refers to the firſt Satire, 
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With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy ſmit? 
The flow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy ſhelves wit}: crimſon bindings glow, 
And Epictetus is a perfect beau. 

How fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and like them devoted to the view ! 

Thy books are furniture. Methinks tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard; 
And Tonſon, turn'd upholſterer, fend home 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to ſome peculiar end aſſign'd, 

Study 's the ſpecious trifling of the mind; 


| Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 


A chace for ſport alone, and not for game: 

If fo, ſure they who the mere volume prize, 

But love the thicker where the quarry lies. 
On buying books Lorenzolong was bent, 


But found at length that it reduc'd his rent. 


His farms were flown ; when, lo! a ſale comes on 

A choice collection! What is to be done? 

He ſells his laſt, for he the whole will buy; 

Sells c'en his houſe, nay wants whereon to lie; 

So high the gen'rous ardour of the man 

For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 

To make the purchaſe, he gives all his ſtore, 

Except one darling diamond that he wore : 

For what a miſtreſs gave, 'tis death to pawn. 

Yet when the terms were fix'd, and writings 
drawn, 


The fight ſo raviſh'd him, he gave the clerk 


{ Love's ſacred pledge, and fign'd them with his 


Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, [mark. 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair, 
Not in his authors” liveries alone 

[s Codrus' erudite ambition ſhewn. 
Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought; 
And to this coſt another muſt ſucceed, 
To pay a ſage who ſays that he can read, 


| Who titles knows, and indexes has feen, 


But leaves to what lies between; EO 
Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expence, - 


| And humbly is contented with their ſenſe. 


O Lumley, whoſe accompliſhments make good 
The promiſe of a long illuſtrious blood; 
In arts and manners eminently grac'd, 

The ſtricteſt honour, and the fineſt taſte ! 
Accept this verſe ; if Satire can agree 

With ſo conſummate an humanity. 

But know, my Lord, if you reſent the wrong, 
That on your candour J obtrude my ſong ; 
'Tis Satire's juſt revenge on that fair name, 
Which all their malice cannot make her theme. 

By your example would Hilario mend, 

How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius imit 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit | 

But time Mi fervent petulance may cool 

For, though he i a wit, he is no ol. 

In time neun an to ule, not waſte, his ſen. 
Nor make a frailty of an exceller ce. 1 
His briſk attack on blackheads we ſhould prize 
Were not his jeſt as flippant with the wile. 


+ The name of a tulip. 
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He ſpares nor friend nor foe; but calls to mind, 
Like dooms-day, all the faults of all mankind. 

What tho' wit tickles? rickling is unſafe, 

Tf ſtill tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being fmair, 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart ? 

Parts may be prais'd, gcod-nature is ador'd ; 
Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your ſword, 
And never on the wezk ; or you ll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 

As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 

So wit is by politeneſs ſnarpeſt ſet; 

Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen; 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. 
'The * men give, is for the joy they find; 
Dull is the jeſter, when the joke s unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks him ſelf a wit, 

To pay my compliment what place ſo fit? 

His moſt facetious letters came to hand, 

M hich my firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand. 

If that a juſt offence to Marcus gave, 

Say, Marcus, which art thou—a fool, or knave ? 
For all but ſuch with caution I forbore ; 

That thou waſt either, Ine er knew before. 

I know thee now, both what thou art, and who: 
No maſk fo good but Marcus muſt ſine through. 
Falſe names are vain, tiy lines their author rel], 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing well; 
But thou a brave neglect of Fame haſt thewn, 
Of others fame, great genius! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this maxim know: 
The man who pardons, diſappoints his foe. 

In malice to proud wits, ſome proudly lull 
Their peeviſh reaſon, vain of being dull; # fouls, 
When ſome home-joke has ſtung their ſolemn 
In vengeance they determine to be focls; | 
Thro ſpleen, that little nature gave, make leſs, 
Quite zealous in the ways of heavincſs; 

To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, 

And diſinherit ſons that are awake. 

Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you he 's a wit.” 
Poor negroes rhus, to ſhew their burning ſpite 
To Cacodzmons, ſay they re devilifh white. 

Lampridius from the bottom of his breaſt 
Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the reſt. 
How juft his grief! one carrirs in his head 
A leſs proportion of the father's cad; 

And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 

To rife above a Juſtice of the Peace. 

The dunghill-breed of men a diamond ſcorn, 

And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn; 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money-loving wizhr, 

Who wins their hearts by knowing black from 
White, | 

Who with much pains exerting all his ſenſe, 

Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. 

This booby father craves a booby ſon, 

And by Heaven's bleſſing thinks himſelf undone. 

Wants of all kinds are made to Fame a plca; 

One learns to liſp, another not to ſee; 

Mifs D-— tottering catches at your hand: 

Was ever thing fo pretty born to ſtand 2? 
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Others affect what nature has denicd ; 
What nature has denied foo!s will purſue, 
As apes are ever walking upon two. 

Craffus, a gracefui ſage, our awe and ſport*! 
>1pports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſupport ; 
ile hems—and cries, with an important air, 
lf yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair :” - 
Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true; 
And adds, «“ The learu'd delight in ſomething 

& new. 
Is 't not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 
But muſt he wilely look, and gravely plead? 
As far a formaliſt from wiſdom firs, 
in judging eyes, as hbertines from wits, 
Nay, of true wiſdom there too much may be, 
The gen'ro"vs mind delights in being free; 
Your men of parts an over-care deſpiſe ; 
Dull rogues have nought to do bur to be wiſe, 
Horace has faid and that decides the caſe— 
'Tis ſweet to rrifle in a proper place. 
Yer ſubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men, 
Tho” Satire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 
For ever will hang out a folemn face, 
To put off nonſenſe with a hetrer grace; 
As pedlars with fome hero's head make bold, 


Tlfrous mark! where pins are to be fold. 


What's the bent brow, or neck in thought :eclin'd? 

he body 's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man offente can artifice diſdain, | 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 

And be this truth eternal ne er forgot. 

Solemnity 's a cover for a ſot. 

[ find the fool, when I behold the fcreen ; 

For 'tis the wiſe man's int'reſt to be ſeen. 

Hence, Scarborough, that opennets of heart, 

Ard juſt diſdain for that poor mimic, art; 

Hence (manly praiſe !) that manner nobly free, 

W hich all admire, and I commend, in tice. 
With gen'rous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 

Of court and town the noon-tide maſquerade, 

W here ſwarms of knaves the vizorquite diſgrace, 

And hide fecure behind a naked face! 

here nature's end of language is declin'd, 

And men talk only to conceal the mind; 

W here gen'rous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 

And he who truſts a brother 1s undone ! 

My brother ſwore it, therefore it is true; 

O ſtrange induction ! and at court quite new. 

As well thou miglit'ſt aver, thou imple ſwain, 

„ 'Tis juſt, and therefore | my cauſe ſhall gain.“ 

With ſuch odd mzxims to thy focks retreat, 

Nor furniſh mirth for miniſters of ſtate. 
Some-maſter ſpirits far beyond the throng 

Refn'd in ill, more rightly bent on wrong, 

With exquiſite diſcernment play their game, 

More nice of conduct, and more fair of fame. 

The neatly injur'd thinks his thanks are due, 

Robb'd of his right, and good opinion too: 

Faiſe honour, pride's firſt-born, this clan controuls, 

Who witcly part with nothing but their ſouls. 

Albertus hugs himſelf in raviſh'd thought, 

To find a pecrage is fo cheaply bought. 


Letters ſent to the Author, ſigned Marcae, 
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Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhow 
For wealth and fame; for fame alone, the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello ſeen : 
How blank his look, how ditcompos'd his mien ! 
So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign ! 

Sunk were his ſpirits, for his coat was plain. 

Next day his breaſt;regain'd its wonted peace, 
His health was mended with a filver lace. 

A curious artiſt, long inur'd to toils 

Of gentler ſort, with combs and fragant oils, 
Whether by chance or by ſome god infpir'd, 

$5 touch d his curls, his mighty foul was fir'd. 
The well-ſwoln ties an equal homage claim, 
And either ſhoulder has irs ſhare of fame: 

His ſumptuous watch- caſe, tho" conceal'd it lies 
Like'a £74 d conſcience, ſwlid 05 lupplies. 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain) 
Stanhope in wir, in breeding Deloraine. 
Whene'er by ſeeming chance he throws his eye 
On mirrors fluſhing with his Tyrian dye, 

With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart! 
Bur fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 
In active meaſures brought from France he 
wheels, i 

And triumphs conſcious of his learned heels. 

So have I ſeen, on ſome bright ſummer's day, 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay, 

Dance on the bank, as if inſpir'd by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the ſtream, + 

Moroſle is ſunk with ſhame whene'er ſurpris d 
In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. 

No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear, 
Valued, like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 

A fam'd ſurtout he wears which once was blue, 
And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſkog. 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
Levell'd her barbarous necdle at his fame. | 
But open force was vain; by night ſhe went, 
And while he flept ſurpris'd the darling rent; 
Where yawn'd the frize is now become a doubt, 
And glory at one entrance quite ſhut out “. 

He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him; , 

This hates the filthy creature, that the prim. 
Thvs in each other both thele fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 
The ſloven and the fopling are the fame. 

Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party-rage too warmly you purſue ; 
Then both club nonſenſe and 1mpetuous pride, 
And folly joins whom ſentiments divide, 

You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys when they 
pals ; 

Scratch at the mimic-monkey in the glaſs, 

While both are one ; and henceforth be it known, 

Fools of both fides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 

*« But who art thou? methinks Florello cries : 
Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe ?” 

Since ſmalleſt things can give our fins a twitch, 
As crofling ftraws retard a 23 witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 


* 


Il conjure thus ſome profit out of thee. 
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O thou, myſelf! abroad our counſels ronm, 
And, like ill huſbands, take no care at heme. 
Come from thyſelf, and a by-Rander be 
With others' eyes thy own deportment ſee; 

And while their ails thou doſt with pity view, 
Conceive, hard taſk, that thou art mortal too. 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart: 
And what wife mens to gain it haſt thou choſe? 
Know, Fame and Fortune both are made of proſe. 
le thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 


Thou unambitious fool, at this late time? 


This noon of life? The ſeaſons mend their pace, 
And with a nimbler ſtep the ſeaſons chaſe; 
While I a moment name, a moment 's paſt ; 
m nearer death in this verſe than the laſt ; 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with fpced; . 
A fool at foity is a fool indeed. . 
And what fo fooliſh as the chace of Fame > 
How vain the prize] how impotent our aim! 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
ut bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 
That riſe and fall, and ſwell, and are no more, 


| Bora and forgot, ten thouſand in an hour? 


Should this verſe live, O Lumley ! may it be 
A monument of gratitude to thee ; * 

Whole early favour I muſt own with ſhame, 
So long my patron, and ſo late my theme. 


SATIRE III. 


To the Right Honourable Mr. Dedington. 


Tanto major Famae ſitis eſt, q am 
- JUY. SAT. iq. 


LONG, Dodington, in debt, I long have ſought 
Jo eaſe the burden of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you ſee | 
Grant him two favours, and he Il aſk for three; 
For whoſe the preſent glory or the gain? 

You give protection, I a worthlels ſtrain. 
Vou love, and feel the poer's ſacred flame, 

And know the baſis of a folid fame; 

Lho' prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
You read with-all the malice of a friend; 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 

But, more to raiſe my verſe, conceal your own, 

An ill-tim'd modeſty | Turn ages o'er, 

When wamed-Britain bright examples more? 
Her learning and her genius too decays, 

And dark and cold are her declining days; 

As if men now were of another caſt, 

They .meanly live on alms of ages paſt. | 
Men till are men, and they who boldly dare 
Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair; 

Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill take place 

Of ſuch who run in debt for their diſgrace : 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
We bring ſome new materials, and what 's old 


virtutis. 


New - caſt with care, and in no borrow'd mold; 


* Milton. 


D d 


4 Late 


, 


408 


Late times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
And from ſour critics vindicate the muſe. 

« Your work is long,” the critics cry : 'tis true; 
And lengthens ſtill, to take in fools like you: 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame; 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile 

That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 
Will 1 enjoy (dread feaſt !) the critics“ rage, 
Ard with the fell deftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe who thunder in the critic's name? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in this, 
To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they mils. 

Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, 

Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 

As ravens ſolemn, and as boding, cries, 

Ten thouſand worlds for the three unitics ! 
Ye doctors ſage, who thro' Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 

One judges as the weather dictates ; right 
The pocm is at noon, and wrong at night: 
Another judges by a ſurer gage, 

An author's principles or parentage: 

Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 

The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well: 
Another judges by the writer's look: 

Another judges, for he bought the book: 
Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keep: 
Some judge becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep. 
Thus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim; 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, 

Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe, 
None are at leiſure others to reward: 

They ſcarce will damn but out of ſelf- regard. 

Critics on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate; 
Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling f 
Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and die. 
Rail on, wy friends! what more my verſe can crown 
Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown : 

Not all on books their criticiſm waſte ; 

The genius of a diſh ſome juſtly taſte, 

And eat their way to fame! with anxious thought 

The ſalmon is refus d, the turbot bought. 

Impatient art rebukes the ſun's delay, 

And bids December yield the fruits of May. 

Their various cares in one great point combine 

The buſineſs of their lives, that 1s to dine; 

Half of their precious day they give the feaſt, 

And to a kind digeſtion ſpare the reſt. 

Apicius, here, the taſter of the town, 

Feeds twice a-week, to ſettle their renown. 
Theſe worthies of the palate guard with care 

The ſacred annals of their bills of fare; 

In thoſe choice books their panegyrics read, 

And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger feed; 

If man, by feeding well, commences great, 

Much more the worm, to whom that man is meat. 

To giory ſome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame 
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Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks 
They know a thouſand lords behind their backs. 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 8 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 

And Hervey's eyes, unmercifully keen, 

Have murder'd fops by whom ſhe ne er was ſeen; 


Niger adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone 


To covet ſhame ſtill greater than his own 5 
Bathyllus in the winter of threeſcore 

Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 
Learns to miſtake, nor knows his brother's name; 
Has words and thoughts in nice diſorder ſet, 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns or blots, 


| Men forge the patents that create them ſots. 


As love of pleaſure into pain betrays, 

So moſt grow infamous thro' love of praiſe. 
But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardour riſe, 
When thoſe who bring that incenſe we deſpiſe ? 
For ſuch the vanity of great and ſmall, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 
Nor can even Satire blame them, for 'tis true 
They moſt have ample cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain! doubtleſs thou waſt meunt 
A nurſe of fools to ſtock the Continent. 


| Tho' Phoebus and the Nine for ever mow, 


Rank folly underneath the ſcythe will grow: 

The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 

Till I furpaſs in length my lawyer's bill; 

A Welch deſcent, which well-paid heralds damn 

Or, longer ſtill, a Dutchman's epigram. 

When cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen; 

In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 

See ! Tityrus with merriment poſſeſt, 

Is burſt with laughter ere he hears the jeſt ; 

What need he ſtay ? for, when the joke is o'er, 

His teeth will be no whiter than before. 

Is there of theſe, ye fair! fo great a dearth, 

That you need purchaſe monkeys for your mirth ? 
Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admure 

Of hovſes ſome, nay, houſes that they hire; 

Some (perfect wiſdom !) of a beauteous wife, 

And boaſt, like Cordeliers, a ſcourge for life. 
Sometimes thro? pride the ſexes change their airs; 

My lord has vapours, and my lady ſwears : 

Then (ſtranger ti}l!), on turning of the wind, 

My lord wears breeches, and my lady 's kind. 
To ſhew the ſtrength and 2 of pride, 

By all 'tis follow'd, and by all denied. 

What numbers are there who at once purſue 

Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too ! 

Vincenna knows ſe!f-praiſe betrays to ſhame, 

And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 

Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguiſe 

To win applauſe, and takes it by ſurpriſe : 

« Toerr,” ſays he, “ in ſmall things, is my fate ;” 

You know your anſwer—he 's exact in great. 

„My ſtyle,” ſays he, “ is rude, and full 39 * 

But, oh what ſenſe ! what energy of thoughts ! 

That he wants algebra he muſt confeſs, 

But not a ſoul to give our arms ſucceſs, 

„Ah! that's a hit indeed,” Vincenna cities 

„But who in heat of blood was ever wile ? 
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« I own 'twas wrong, when thouſands call'd me 
| back, 

«© To make that hopeleſs, il|-advis'd attack; 
All fay *twas madneſs, nor dare I deny; 
„Sure never fool ſo well deſerv'd to die.“ 
Could this deceive in others, to be free, 

It ne'er, Vincenna, could deccive in thee, 
Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue 

So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou in one ſuit wilt thy revenue wear, 

And haunt the Court, without a proſpe& there. 
Are theſe expedients for renown ? confeſs 

Thy little ſelf, that I may ſcorn thee leſs. 

Be wiſe, Vincenna, and the Court forſake ; 
Our fortunes there nor thou nor I ſhall make. 
Even men of merit, ere their point they gain, 
In hardy ſervice make a long campaign; 
| Moſt manfully beſiege the patron's gate, 

And, oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 
With painful art, and application warm, 
And take at laſt ſome little place by ſtorm 
Enough to keep two ſhoes on 2 clean, 
And ſtarve upon diſcreetly in Shire- lane. 

Alręady this thy fortune can afford, 

Then ſtarve without the favour of my lord. 

Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men confer; 
But often, even in doing right, they err: 

From caprice, not from choice, their favours 
comes 

They give, but think it toil to know to whom : 

The man that's neareſt, yawning they advance: 

*Tis inhumanity to bleſs by chance. 

If merit ſues, and greatnels is fo loth 
To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant, at court, Philander at his need 
(Thanks to his lovely wife!) finds friends indeed. 
Of ev'ry charm and virtue ſhe 's poſſeſt. 
Philander ! thou art exquiſitely bleſt, 

The public envy ! Now then, tis allow'd, 
The man 1s found who may be juſtly proud. 
But, ſee ! how ſickly is ambition's taſte ! 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths a feaſt, 
For, lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 

In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, 
And love a market where the rates run high. 
Italian muſic 's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 
Their vanity is tickled, not their ear; 

Their taſtes would leſſen, if the prices fell, 
And Shakſpeare's wretched tuff do quite as well; 
Away the diſenchanted fair would throng, 

And own that Engliſh is their mother - tongue. 

To ſhew how much our northern taſtes refine, 
Imported nymphs our peereſſes outſhine 
While tradeſmen ſtarve, theſe Philomels are gay; 
For generous lords had rather give than pay. 

O laviſh land! for ſound at ſuch cxpence? 

But then ſhe ſaves it in her bills for ſenſe. 

Muſic I paſſionately love, tis plain, 

Since for its ſake ſuch dramas I ſuſtain. 

An opera, like a pillory, may be faid 
To nail our cars down, but expoſe our head. 

Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtic ſcene ! 

The legiſlature join'd with Deury-lane | 


hom my pretaging thoughts already view, 
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When Britain calls, th' embroĩder'd patriots rung 
And ſerve their country—if the dance is done. 
Are we not then allow'd to be polite ??” 
Yes, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your notions right. 
Worth of politeneſs is the needful ground; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne er be found. 
Triflers not even in trifles can excel ; 
'Tis ſolid bodies only poliſh well: 

Great, choſen prophet ! for theſe latter 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways, 
Well, Heideger, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve ; 
Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve ; 
Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais'd, 
ln various forms of worſhip ſeen him prais d; 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſnewn; 


And ſung ſu eet anthems in a tongue unknown. 


Inferior off rings to thy god of vice 

Are duly paid in fiddles, cards, and dice; 

Thy facrifice ſupreme an hundred maids ! 

That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerades ! 

If maids the quite exhauſted town denies, 

An hundred head of cuckolds muſt ſuffice. 
Thou ſmil'ſt, well-pleas'd with the converted land, 


To ſee the fifty churches at a ſtand. 


And, that thy miniſter may never fail, 
But what thy hand has planted ſtill prevail, 
Of minor prophets a ſucceſſion ſure 
The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 

See commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate 


In ſolemn council mer, and deep debate! 


What godlike enterpriſe is taking birth ? 

What wonder opens on th' expecting earth? 

'Tis done ! with loud applauſe the council rings?” 

Fix'd is the fate of whores and fiddleſtrings ! 
Tho' bold theſe truths, thou, Muſe, with truths 

like theſe, 
Wilt none offend whom *tis a praiſe to pleaſe; 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd ; thou, 


Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow, 


How terrible it were to common ſenſe, 


To write a Satire which gave none offence! 


And, fince from life I take the draughts you ſee, 
If mk diſlike them, do they cenſure me? 


On then, my muſe + and fools and knaves expoſe; 


And, ſince thou canſt not make a friend, make foes. 

The fool and knave 'tis glorious to offend, | 

And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 

The world, where lucky throws to blockheads 
fall, | 


Knaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 


How hard for real worth to gain its price ! 
A man ſhall make his fortune in a trice, 
If bleſt with pliant tho” but ſlender ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence. - 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe within, a ſmile upon his face, 
A beauteous ſiſter, or convenient wife, 
Are prizes in the lottery of life; 
Genius and virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 


To merit, is but to provide a pain 


From men's refuſing what yon ought to gain. 
May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you, 


By 
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By Walpole's conduct fir'd, and friendſhip grac'd, 
Still higher in your prince's favour plac'd ; 


And lending here thoſe awful councils aid, oy: 


Which you abroad with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd ; 
Bear thisfrom one who hoids your friend thip dear; 
What moſt we with, with cafe we fancy ncar. 


SATIRE IV. 
To the Right Honowrabls Sir Spencer Compton. 


Tanto major Fama: fitis eft, quam 
Juv. SAF. 10. 


ROUND ſome fair tree th' ambitious woodbine 


vs, : 
Azdtonckes her ſweets on the ſupporting boughs: 
So ſweet the verſe, th ambitious verſe, ſhould be 
(On pardon mine !) that * ſupport from thee; 
Thee, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And kingdoms' fates without ambition weigh; 
Of diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The crown's aſſerter, and the people's friend. 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liften to the labours of the Muſe : 
Thy [miles protect her, while thy talents fire ; 
And *'tis but half thy glory to inſpire. 
Ven d at a public — juſtly won, 
The jealous Chremes is with ſpleen undone. 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renown, 
Devores his ſervice to the ſtate and crown; 
All ſchemes he knows, and knowing all improves; 
Tho Britain s thankleſs, till this patriot loves, 
But patriots differ: ſome may ſhed their blocd, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Conſults the facred fteam, and there foreſecs 
What ftorms or ſunſhine Providence decrees ; 
Knows for each day the weather of our fate: 
A quidnune is an almanac of ſtate. 

You ſmile, and think this ſtateſman void of uſe. 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice Caſtauian nut, 
Since ſteeds of genius are expert at put, | 
Since half the ſenate not content” can ſay, 
Geeſe nations ſave, and puppies plots betray. 

What makes him model realms and counſel 
An incapacity for ſmaller things. [kings ? 
Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, 

And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes? {k1ill, 
And boldly claims a province higher til]. 

To raiſe a name, th ambitious boy has got 

At once a bible and a ſhoulder-knot ; 

Deep in the ſecret he looks thro' the whole, 
And pities the dull rogue that faves his foul 
To talk with rev'rence you muſt take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the Creed. 
Howe er, well-bzed, in public he complies, 
Obliging frieads alone with blaſphemies. 

Peerage is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 
For this diſeaſe; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Hare not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
And falling ftocks quite cur d an unbelief? ¶ force; 
While the fun ſhines Blunt talks with wondrous 
But thunder mars ſmall beer, and weak diſcourſe. 
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Such uſeful inſtruments the weather ſhew, 
Juſt as their mercury is high or low. _ 
Health chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark; 
A fever argues better than a Clarke ; 
Let bur'the logic in his pulſe decay, 
The Grecian he Il renounce, and learn to pray; 
While C: mourns with an unfeigned zeal 
'Th' apoſtate youth who reaſon'd once fo well. 
C „who makes ſo merry with the Crecd, 
He almoft thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 
But only thinks fo : to give both their due, 
Satan and he believe and tremble too. 
Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 
That they re the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
Narciſſus the Fartarian club diſclaims ; 
Nay, a free-maton with ſome terror names : 
Omits ne duty, nor can envy ſay 
He miſs'd theſe many years the church or play: 
He makes no noite in parliament, tis true; 
But pays his debt and viſit when 'tis due: 
His character and gloves are ever clean; 
And then, he can outbow the bowing dean! 
A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 
Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares. 


In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chief, 


Patient of idleneſs beyond belief, 

Moſt charitably lends the town his face 

For ornament, in ev'ry public place 

As ſure as cards he to th' aſſembly comes, 

And is the furniture of drawing-rooms. 

When ombre calls, his hand and heart are free ; 
And, join'd to two, he fails not—to make three. 
Nareiſſus is the glory of his race; 

For who does nothing with a better grace? 

To deck my lift by nature were deſign d 
Such ſhining expletives of human kind, 6 
Who want, whilethro' blank life they dream along, 
Senſe to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. 

To counterpoiſe this hero of the mode, 

Some for renown are fingular and odd ; 

What other men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe, 

Of all mankind, theſe dear antipodes; 

Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter till ; 
And birth-days are their days of dreſſing ill. 
Arbuthnot is a fool, and F a ſage, 

8 ly will fright you, E engage; 

By nature ſtreams run back ward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and 8 x is the worſt of friends. 

They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 
And bluſh if you ſurpriſe them in the right; 

If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A ſwan is white, or Queenſberry is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 

A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out; 
His pathon for abſurdity 's fo ſtrong, 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. 


Tho wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is ſhewn 


In wearing others” follies than your own, 

If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 

Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 
But what in oddneſs can be more ſublime 

Than 8 , the foremoſt toyman of his time ? 

His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 

His daughter's portion a rich ſhell enhances; 


And 
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And Aſhmole's baby-houſe is, in his view, 

Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru! 

How his eyes languiſh! how his thoughts adore 

That painted coat which Joſeph never wore! - 

He ſhews on holidays a facred pin 

Thattouch'dthernffthatrouch'd queenBeſs's chin. 
6 Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 

* Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 

« Was ever year unbleſt as this?“ he I cry; 

It has not brought us one new butterfly 1” 

In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as theſe, 

Unhappy I——y ! how came you to pleaſe ? 
Not g:ndy butterflies are Lico's game; 

Bur, in effect, his chace is much the ſame. 

Warm in purſuit, he levees all the great, 

Staunch to the foot of title and eſtate. 

Where'er their Lordſtips go, they never find 

Or Lico or their ſhadows lag kehiud: 

He ſets them fure, where'er their lordſhips run, 

Cloſe at their elbows as a morning- dun; 

As if their grandeur by contagion wrovght, 

And fame was, like a fever, to be caugſit: 

But, after ſeven years dance from place to place, 

The Dane is more familiar with his grace. 
Who d be a crutch to prop a rotten peer? 

Or living pendant dangling at his car, 

For ever whifp'ring ſecrets which were blown 

For months before, by trumpets, thro” the town: 

Who 'd be a glafs, with flattering grimace, 

Still to rellect the temper of his face ? 

Or happy. pin to ſtick upon his ſleeve, 

W hen my lord's gracious, and vouchſafes it leave? 

Or cuſhion, when his heavinels ſhall pleaſe 

To loll, or thump it for his better caſe ? 

Or a vile butt, for noon or night beſpoke, 

When the peer raſhly ſwears he Il club his joke? 

Who 'd ſhake with laughter tho* he could not 

find | 

His lordſhip's jeſt ? or, if his noſe broke wind, 

For bletfings to the gods profoundly bow 

That can cry chimney-ſweep, or drive a plough ? 

With terms like theſe how mean the tribe that 

cloſe ! | 

Scarce meaner they who terms like theſe impoſe. 
But what 's the tribe moſt likely to comply? 

The men of ink, or ancient authors lie; 

The writing tribe, who ſnameleſs auctions hold 

Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be fold. 

All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 

With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting hoaſt : 

For fame vo cully makes fo much her jeſt, 

As her old conſtant ſpark, the bard profeſt. 

© Boyle ſhines in council, Mordaunt in the fight, 

« Peſham 's magnificent—bur I can write; 

And what's to my great ſoul like glory dear?“ 

Till ſome god whiſpers in his tingling car, 

That fame 's unwholeſome, taken without meat; 

And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is cat: 

Grown lean and wiſe, he curſes what he writ ; 

And wiſts all his wants were in his wit. 


Or that his ſhining page (provoking fate 1) 
Defends firloins which ſons of dulneſs eat? 

What foe to verſe without compaſſion hears, 
Whar cruel proſe- man can refrain from tears, 
When the poor muſe, for leſs than half-a- crown, 
A proſtitute on every bulk in town, 
With other whores undone, tho' not in print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint? 

Ye bards ! why will you ſing tho' uninſpir'd > 
Ye bards why will you ſtarve to be admir'd 2 
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| Defun& by Phoebus? laws, beyond redreſs, 


iy will your ſpectres haunt the frighted preſs + 
Bad metre, that excreſcence of the head, 
Like hair, will ſprout altho' the poet s dead. 
All other trades demand; verſe-makers beg: 
A dedication is a wooden leg ; | 
And barren Labeo, the true mumper's faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd brats to move compaſſion. 
Tho' ſuch myſelf, vile bards I diſcommend; 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is my friend. 
ls it then a crime to write?“ If talents rare 
Proclaima the god, the crime is to forbear; 
For ſome, tho” few, there are, large - minded men, 
Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen, 
Who know the muſe's worth, and therefore 
court, 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport, 
Vo ſerve unaſk'd the leaſt pretence to wit; 
My ſole excuſe, alas! for having writ. 
Will Harcourt pardon, if I dare commend 
Harcourt, with zeal a patron and a friend? 
Argyle true wit is ſtudious to reſtore z 
And Dorſet ſmiles if Phœbus ſmil'd before. 
Pembroke in-years the long-lov'd arts admires, 
And Henrictta like a muſe inſpires. | 
But, ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That Fame which poets languiſh for in vain.  _ 
How mad their aim who thirſt for glory, ſtrive 
Lo graſp what no man can poſſeſs alive 
Fame 's a reverſion in whica men take place 
(O late reverſion !) at their own Jecoale: 
This truth ſagacious Lintot knows ſo well, 
He ftarves his authors, that their works may ſell. 
T hat fame is wealth, fantaſtic poets cry; N 
That wealth is fame, another elan reply, 
Who know no guilt, no ſcandal, but in rags; 
And ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old, 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 
The firſt young lord which in the Mall you 
meet 


From reſcued candles ends who rais'd a ſum, 
And ſtarves to join a penny to a plum. 

A beardleſs miſer ! *tis a guilt unknown 

'To former times, a ſcandal all our own! 

Of ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich Caſtalio dies; 
Name but the für, love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 


Ah! what avails it, when his dinner 's loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poſt? | 


* A Daniſh Dog. 


No rival can prevail but——half-a-crown. 


Shall match the verieſt hunks in Lombard-frreet, 
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He glories to late times to be convey'd, 
Not for the poor he has rehiev'd, but made. 
Nox ſuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
When Harry conquer'd, and half France expir'd. 

He d be a ſlave, a pimp, a dog, for gain; 
Nay, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. 

Who d be a ſlave? the gallant colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 
To deathleſs fame he loudly pleads his right; 
Juk is his title, for I will not fight: 

All foldiers valour, all divines have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty—by their place. 
But when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of ſlain, 
He gives the foes he flew, at each vain word, 


| A ſweet revenge, and half abſolves his ſword. ' 


Of boaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A ſoldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid : | 
Fame is a bubble the reſerv'd enjoy, | 
Who ftrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy: 
*Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
Bur if you pay yourſelf, the world is free. 
Were there no tongue to ſpeak them but his own, 
Auguſtus deeds in arms had ne er been known; 
Auguſtus deeds ! if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
Such is the prince s worth of whom I ſpeak, 
The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake, 


SATIRE Y, 


On Women, 


© fairctt of creation! laſt and beft 

Of all God's works creature in whom exceli'd 
Whatever can to fight or thought be form'd, 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or fweet ! 


Mow, art thou Luft ! MILTON, 
NOR reigns ambition in bold man alone ; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 


But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings. 
Attend, and you diſcern it, in the fair, 


Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair; 


Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye; 


Or in full joy elaborate a ſigh. 

The ſex we honour, tho' their faults we blame ; 
Nay, thank their faults for ſuch a fruitful theme. 
A theme, fair —— ! doubly kind to me, 
Since ſatirizing thoſe is kn” 14 thee ; 
Who wouldf not bear, tov modeſtly reſin'd, 
A panegyric of a groſſer kind. 

itannia's daughters, much more fairthan nice, 

Too fond 2 A loſe ey price ; 
Worn in t lic eye, give cheap deli 
To throngs, — s - the ſated . 


As unreſcry'd and beauteous as the fun, 


'Thro' ev of vanity they run ; 
Aﬀemblies, — 3 in city halls, 
Lectures and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Wells, Bedlams, executions, Smithficld ſcenes, 
And fortune-tellers' caves, and lions' dens, 
Taverns, exchanges, Bridewells, drawing rooms, 
Inftalments, pillories, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers, and funerals, puppet-ſhows. reviews, 


Sales, races, rabbits, and {full ftranger !) pews. 


| 


Clarinda's boſom burns, but burns for Fame; 
And love lies vanquiſh'd in a nobler flame ; 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe now diſpenſes ; then, 
Like April ſuns, dives into clouds again. 

With all her luſtre now her lover warms; - 
Then, out of oftentation, hides her charms. 

Tis next her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 

And to be taken with a ſudden pain ; | 
Then ſhe ſtarts up all ecſtacy and bliſs, 

And is, ſweet ſoul ! juſt as ſincere in this. 

Oh how ſhe rolls her charming eyes in ſpite ! 
And looks delightfully with all her might ! 

But like our heroes, much more brave than wife, 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 

Zara reſembles ZEtna crown'd with ſnows ; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows. 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal inſpir'd, 
From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 
She reads the pſalms and chapters for the day 
In—Cleopatra, or the laſt new play. 

Thus gloomy Zara with a ſolemn grace 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face, 

Nor far beneath her in renown is ſhe 
Who, thro' good breeding, is ill company; 
Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 
Who thinks you are unhappy when at peace; 
To find you news who racks her ſubtle head, 
And vows—that her great grandfather is dead, 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear ; 


But 'ris a taſk indeed to learn—to hear. 


[n that the ſkill of converſation lies : 
That ſhews or makes you both polite and wiſe, 
Xantippe cries, Let nymphs who nought can 
«© Be lol in ſilence, and reſign the day; [ſay 
And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs _ 
« By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs.” 
Thro' virtue, ſhe refuſes to comply 
With all the dictates of humanity ; 
Thro' wiſdom, ſhe refuſes to ſubmit 
To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit: 
Then, her unblemiſh'd honour to maintain, 
Rejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain. 
But, if by chance an ill- adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
Her darling china in a whirlwind ſent, 
Juſt intimates the lady's diſcontent. 
Wine may indeed excite the meekeſt dame; 
But keen Xantippe, ſcorning borrow'd flame, 


Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 


O'er cooling gruel and compoſing tea. 
Nor reſts by night; but, more ſincere than nice, 


She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice. 
| Doubly like Echo, ſound is her delight, 


And the laſt word is her cternal right. 

Is 't not enough plagues, wars, and famines riſe 

To laſh our crimes, but mutt our wives be wiſe ? 
Famine, plague,war, and an unnumber'd throng 

Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong ; 


What black, what ceaſeleſs cares beſiege our Rate ! 


What ſtrokes we feel from fancy and from fate! 
If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow; 

We make misfortune, ſoicides in woe, 
Superfluous aid ! unneceffary ſkill ! 

ls nature backward to torment or kill? 


How 
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How oft the noon, how oft the — bell, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with ſolemn knell, 
On folly's errands as we vainly roam, 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts fro 
home ! | 
Men drop ſo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 

Few know ſo many friends alive as dead, 
Vet, as immortal, in our uphill chace 
We preſs coy fortune with unflacken'd pace; 
Our ardent labours for the toys we ſeek 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week. - 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between ſatiety and fierce deſire. | 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 
But one—a female friend's endearing ſmile ; 
A tender ſmile, our forrow's only balm, 
And, in life's tempeſt, the fad failor's calm. 
How have I ſeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye; 
Victorious tenderneſs ! it all overcame 
Huſbands look'd mild, and ſavages grew tame. 
The ſylran race our active nymphs purſue ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete, 
There Maſter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair Miſs Charles to toilets is confin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barb'rous ſun and wind, 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed, 
Aud vault from hunters to the manag'd ſteed; 
Command his prancings with a martial air 
And Fobert has the forming of the fair. * 
More than one fteed — Delia's empire feel, 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; 
And, as ſhe guides it thro” th' admiring throng, 
With what an air ſhe ſnacks the filken thong 
Graceful as John ſhe moderates the reins, 
And whiſtles ſweet her diuretic ſtrains, 
Seſoſtris- like, ſuch charioteers as theſe 
May drive fix harneſs d monarchs, if they pleaſe. 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory ſmit; 
Leap, ſwim, ſhoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 
O'er the belles lettres lovely Daphne reigns, 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains. 
With legs toſs d high on her ſophee ſhe fits, 
Vouchſafing audience to contending wits ; 
Of each performance the *s the final teſt ; 
One act read o'er, ſhe prophehes the reft ; 
And then pronouncing with deciſive air, 
Fully convinces all the town ſhe s fair. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa's face, 
How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe 
Some ladies judgment in their features lies, 
And all their genius ſparkles from their eyes. 
But hold, ſhe cries, lampooner ! have a care : 
Muſt I want common ſenſe becauſe I 'm fair? 
Oh no! ſee Stella: her eyes ſhine as bright 
As if her tongue was never in the right ; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire ! 
She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herfelf inſpire. 
How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publiſh, and could the forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 
Nor is t a ſanction for impertinenee. 


* Lap-dog. | | 


Sempronia lik'd her man, and well ſhe mi 
The youth in perſon and in parts was bright; 
Poſſeſt of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, | 
That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all her ſighs return'd, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn d. 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own: 
Their bliſs the theme and envy of the town. 
The day was fix'd ; when, with one acre more, 


In — de form'd, debauch' d, diſeas'd threefcore. 
The fata | 


| ſequel I thro' ſhame forbear : 
Of pride and av'rice who can cure the fair ? 
Man's rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 
Thoſe few wants anſwer'd bring ſincere delights, 
But fools create themſelves new appetites. 
Fancy and pride ſeek things at vaſt expence, 
Which reliſh nor to reaſon nor to ſenſe. 
When ſurfeit or unthankfulneſs deſtroys, 
In nature's narrow ſphere, onr ſolid joys, 
In fancy's airy land of noiſe and ſhow, 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleaſures grow, 
Like cats in air pumps, to ſubſiſt we ftrive 
On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 
Lemira's fick, make haſte, the doctor call: 
He comes; but where 's his patient? At the ball. 
The doctor ſtares, her woman curt' ſies low, 
And cries, “ My lady, Sir, is always fo. 
«© Diverſions put her maladies to flight; 
* True, ſhe can 't ſtand, but ſhe can dance all night, 
« I've known my lady (for ſhe loves a tune) 
“For fevers take an opera in June; | 
And tho' perhaps you ll think the practice bold, 
A midnight park is ſor'reign for a cold. 
« With colics, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 
“With indigeſtions, ſupper juſt at three.” 
A ſtrange alternative ! replies Sir Hans; 
Muſt women have a doctor, or a dance? 
Tho' fick to death, abroad they ſafely roam; 
But droop and die, in perfect health, at home. 
For want but not of health —are ladies ill; 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's pill. 
Alas ! my heart, how languiſhingly fair 
Yon lady loils ! with what a tender air! 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when 
O'er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 
Is her Lord angry, or has Viny * chid? 
Dead is her father, or the maſk forbid ? 4 
« Late fitting up has turn'd her roſes white.” 
Why went ſhe not to bed? „“ Becauſe 'twas 
night.“ 
Did ſhe — dance or play ? Nor this, nor that. 
Well, night ſoon ſteals away in pleaſing chat. 
No, all alone, her pray'rs ſhe rather choſe, 
JT han be that wretch to ſleep till morning roſe.” 
Then Lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the faſhionable owls, to bed. | 
This her pride covets, this her health denies; 
Her ſoul is filly, but her body 's wiſe. L 
Others with curious arts dim charms revive, 
And triumph in the bloom of fifty-five. 


| You in the morning a fair nymph invite, 


To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 


Next 
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Next day ſhe ſhines in gloſſy black, and then 
Revolves into her native red again. 
Like a dove's neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 
But one admirer has the painted laſs; , 
Nor finds that one but in her looking-glaſs. 
Yet Laura 's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 
That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe the leſs : 
To deck the female cheek He only knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the lily and the roſe. 
How gay they ſmile! ſuch bleſſings nature pours, 
O'erſtock'd mankind enjoy but half her ftoces ; 


In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 


She rears her flow'rs, and ſpreads her velvet green. 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely deſert trace, 

And waſte their muſic on the ſavage race. 

Is Nature then a niggard of her blits ? 

Repine we guiltleſs in a world like this 


But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 


And painted art's deprav'd allurements chooſe. 


Such Fulvia's paſſion for the town ; freſh air 


(An odd effect i) gives vapours to the fair: 
Green fields, and ſhady groves, and cryſtal ſprings, 
And larks and nightingales, are odious things: 
But ſmoke, and duft, and noiſe, and crow ds, deliglit; 
d to be preſt to death, tranſports her quite. 
here ſilver riv lets play thro flow ry mcads, 
And woodbines give their ſweets, and limes their 
Black kennels' abſent odours ſhe regrets, [ ſhades, 
And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. | 
Is ſtormy life preferr'd to the ſerene ? 
Or is the public to the private ſcene ? 
Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth and open way; 
Thro' briers and brambles, in the world we ſtray, 
Stiff oppoſition, and perplex d debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and ſtinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of the foul. 
O ſacred ſolitude, divine retreat 
Choice of the prudent, envy of the great ! 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace 
(Strangers on earth !) are Innocence and Peace. 
There, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diftant tempeſt roar ; 
There,bleſt with health, wich buſineſs unperplex'd, 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next; 
There too the Muſes ſport ; theſe numbers free, 
Pierian Eaſtbury ! I owe to thee. 
There ſport the Muſes, but not there alone; 
Their ſacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit. 
Both wits ! tho' miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
Three days, three wondrous days, they liv'd in 
With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute àroſe ¶ peace; 
On Durfey's poeſy, and Bunyan's proſe. 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 
Phcebe, tho ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in happineſs ; 
Laboriouſly purſues deluſive toys, 
Content with pains, ſince they re reputed joys. 
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With what well-aCted tranſport will ſhe ſay, 
„Well, ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday ! 
And then that charming party tor to-morrow ] 
Tho' well ſhe knows 'twill languiſh into forcow. 
But the dares never boaſt the preſent hour; 
So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her pow'r, 
For ſuch is or our weakneſs or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment, like a wife, we ſhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 
Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy ; 
Pleaſure, like quickſilver, is bright aud coy; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt ſkill, 
Still-ir eludes us, and it glitters ſtill: 
If ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains; 
What is it but rank poiſon in your veins ? 
As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her car pernicious lies; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face fo fine, 
There 's no ſatiety of charms divine : 
Hence, if her lover yawns, ail chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet toul !) in tears. 
She, foud and young, laſt weck her with enjoy'd, 
In foft amuſement all the nigit employ d; 
The morning came, when Strephon waking found 
(Surpriſing gin ) his bride in forrow drown'd. 
What miracle, ſays Strephon, makes thee weep?” 
« Ah barbarous man !” the cries, © how could you 
Men love a miſtreſs as they love a fealt ; { ſleep?” 
How grateful one to rouch, and one to taſte ! 
Ygr ſure there is a certain time of day, 
We wiſh our miſtreſs and cur meat away. 
But ſoon the ſated appetites return: 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn. 
Eternal love let Man then never ſwear ; 
Let women never triumph, nor deſpair, 


Hunger and love are foreign to the will. 
There is indeed a paſſion more retin'd, 
For thoſe few nymphs whole charms are of the 
(mind: 
Is Phillis: Phillis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taſte; | 
Phillis demands eternal love at lecatt. 
Embracing Phillis with ſoft ſmiling eyes, 
ternal love I vow, the ſwain replies: 

Bur ſay, my ail, my miſtreſs, and my friend! 
Wat day next week th' eternity ſhall end ? 
Some nymphs prefer aſtronomy to love; 

Elope from mortal men, and range above. 
The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 
Where in a box the whole creation lies. 
She fees the planets in their turns advance; 
And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 
Of Deſagulier ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 
And Whiſton has engagements with the fair, 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 
Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies, 
But tho” to-day this rage of ſcience reigns 
(O fickle tex!) ſoon end her learned pains, 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a fot. 
To: turn; ſhe never took the height 


* Saturn, yet is ever in the right: 
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Nor praife nor blame too much the warm or chill; 
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She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 
W hile puzzled learning blunders far behind, 
Graceful to ſight, and elegant to thought, 
The great are vanquiſh'd, and the wiſe are taught. 
Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temper {weet ; 
When ſerious, caſy; and when gay, diſcreet ; 
In glitt'ring ſcenes, o'er her own heart ſevere 
In crowds collected, and in courts ſincere; 
Sincere and warm with zeal weli underſtood, 
She takes a noble pride in doing good, 

Yet, not ſuperior. to her ſex's cares, 

The mode ſhe fixes by the gown ſhe wears; 

Of ſilks and china ſhe s the laſt appeal; 

In theſe great points ſhe leads the commonweal; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between 
Mechlin, the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 
Tis doubt! tis darkneſs ! till ſuſpended fate 
Aſſumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 
When ſuch her mind; why will the fair expreſs 
Their emulation only in their dreſs ? 

But, oh ! the Nymph that mounts above the ſkies, 
And, gratis, clears religious myſteries! 
Reſolv d the church's welfare to enſure, 

And make her family a ſmecure. 

The theme divine at cards ſhe Il not forget, 
But takes in texts of ſcripture at piquet ; 

In rhoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 
What angels would theſe be, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they ſew as well! 

Yet why ſhould not the fair her text purſue 2 
Can ſhe more decently the doctor woo? 

"Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 
Of her religion, ſhould be barr'd in that. 

Iſaac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 

When he has knock'd at his own ſkull in vain, 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 

With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 

Oh how his pious ſoul exults to find 

Such love for holy men in womankind ! 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture he 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induſtrious bee! 
Hums round about her; and with all his pow'r 
Extracts ſweet wiſdom from ſo fair a flower! 

The young and gay declining, Abra flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wile :- 

By nature more an-eagle than a dove, 
She impiouſly prefers the world to love. 

Can wealth give happincſs ? look round, and ſee 
What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery! 
Whatever fortune laviſhly can pour, 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more : 
Wealth is a cheat, believe not what it ſays ; 
Like any lord it promiſes—and pays. 
How will the miſer ſtartle to be told 

Of ſuch a wonder as inſolvent gold! 

What nature wants has an intrinſic weight; 
All more is but the faſhion of the plate, 
Which, for one moment, charms the fickle view : 
It charms us now; anon we caſt anew, _ 
To ſome freſh birth of fancy more inclin'd: 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Mittaken lovers | who make worth their.care, 
And think accompliſhments will win the fair, 
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The fair, *tis true, by genius ſhould be won, 


As flow'rs unfold their beauties to the ſun; 
And yet in female ſcales a fop outweighs, 

And wit muſt wear the willow with the bays. 
Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain Liberia's eye 

As riot, impudence, and perfidy 

The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd, 
And kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his maid ; 


| For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her charnis, 


Snatches the dear deftroyer to her arms, 


And amply gives (tho' treated long amiſs ) 


The man of merit his revenge in this, 

If you refent, and wiſh a woman ill, 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will. 

The lavguid lady next appears in ſtate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight ; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 
To her own ſtature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to ſo ſevere a doom, 
She by juſt ſtages journeys round the room: 
But, knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 
To ſcale the Alps—thart is, aſcend the ſtairs. 
My fan!] let others ſay who laugh at toil 
Fan ! hood ! glove! ſcarf! is her laconic ſtyle. 
And that is {poke with ſuch a dying fall, 
That Betty rather fees than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 
Pierce out the idea her faint words deny. 
Oh liſten with attention moſt profound 
Her voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound. 
And help! oh help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 
One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 
If there a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 
She pants! ſhe ſinks away! and is no more. 
Let the robuſt and the gigantic carve z = 
Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe d rather ſtarve : 
But chew ſhe muſt herſelf, ah cruel fate 2 
That Roſalinda can 't by proxy eat. 

An autidote in female caprice lies 


(kind heaven!) agaiuſt the poiſon of their eyes. 


Thaleftris triumphs in a manly mien; 
Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene, 
In fair and open dealing where 's the ſhame ? 
hat nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This honeſt fellow is ſincere and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jealous huſband pain. 
(Vain is the taſk to petticoats aſſign d, 
[f wanton language thews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath ſupplies the vacancies of ſenſe. 
Hark! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to ſwear. 
3y Jove, is faint, aud for the ſimple ſwain; 
She on the chriſtian ſyſtem is profane. 


But tho' the volley rattles in your ear, 
| Believe her dreſs, ſhe 's not a grenadier. 


f thunder 's awful, how much more our dread * 
When Jove deputes a lady in his ſtead ! 

A lady ! pardon my miſtaken pen; | 
A ſhameleſs woman is the worſt of men. 4 
Few to good- breeding make a juſt pretence, 

Good-breeding is the bloſſom of good ſenſe; 

The laſt reſult of an accompliſk'd mind, 

With outward. grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 
A viulated 
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A violated decency now 5 3 ; 
And nymphs for failings take peculizr pains, 
With Indian painters modern toaſts agree, 

The point they aim at is 1 : | 
They throw their perſons with a hoyden air 
Acroſs the room, and toſs into the chair. 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
They for our manners have exchang'd their own. 
The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, 
The gentle movement, and flow meaſur d pace, 
For which her lovers died, her parents 3 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. : 


_ Stiff forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 


Nor conquer art and nature to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height, 
And Lady D——'s felf will be polite. 

Ye riſing fair ! ye bloom of Britain's iſle ! 
When = nna with a ſoften'd ſmile 
Leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
What ſeems moſt hard, is not to be well-bred. 
Her — example with ſucceſs purſue, 

And all but adoration is your due, 

But adoration ! give me ſomething more, 
Cries Lyce, on the — of threeſcore; 
Nought treads ſo ſilent as the foot of Time; 


Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime: 


Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we re told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 

Memento mort to each public place. 

Oh how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 
Who s throꝰ ſpectac les to ſee your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 

And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but others' doom, | 
She plans new conqueſts, and defrands the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd ſprights away, 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow ſilks her mellow charms infold, 
And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 

Her grizzled locks aſſume a ſmirking grace, 
And art has levell'd her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve ; 
We ll aſk her bleffing, but can 't aſk her love. 


She grants indeed a lady may decline 


(All ladies bur herſelf) at ninety-nine. 
O how unlike her was the facred age 
Of prudent Portia ! her grey hairs engage, 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline. 
Virtue s the paint that can make wrinkles ſhine, 
That, and that only, can old age ſuſtain; 
Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wiſh for pain, 
Not numerous are our joys when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few; 
Bur when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
2 ce; by nature ſome decay, 
And ſome the blaſts of fortune ſweep away; 
Till, naked quite of happineſs, alou 
We call for Death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 
Where 's Portia now ? But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 
Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipt in morning dew ? 


Who into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to fly from ills to come ? 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 
Fancy and paſſion toſs it to and fro, 

Awhile torment, and then quite fink in woe. 
Ye beauteous orphans ! fince in ſilent duſt 

Your beſt example lies, my precepts truſt. 

Life ſwarms with ills ; the boldeſt are afraid; 
Where then is ſafety for a tender maid ? 

Unfit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of foes ! 
When kind, moſt cruel ; when oblig'd the moſt, 


The leaft obliging ; and by favours loſt.” 
Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 


And ſcorn you for thoſe ills themſelves create. 
If on your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, 

'T will ever ſtick thro' malice of your own. 
Moſt hard! in pleaſing your chief glory lies; 
And yet from pleafing your chief dangers riſe : 
Then pleaſe the beſt; and know, for men of ſenſe 
Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 

Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Fright him that 's worth your love from your 
In dmple manners all the ſecret lies; embrace. 
Be kind and virtuous, you 'll be bleſt and wiſe. 
Vain ſhow and noiſe intoxicate the brain, 

Begin with giddineſs, and end in pain. 

Affect not empty fame and idle praiſe, 

Which all thoſe wretches I deſcribe betrays, 
Your ſex's glory 'tis to ſhine unknown; 

Of all applauſe be fondeft of your own. 

Beware ho fever of the mind; that thirſt 

With which this age is eminently curſt. 

To drink of pleafure but inflames defire, 

And abſtinence alone can quench the fire. 

Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb ; 
Give peace in hand, and promiſe blifs to come. 


SATIRE VI. 


o On Women. | 
Inſcribed to the Right Honourable Lady Eliſabeth 
Germain. | 


Interdum tamen et tollit Comoedia vocem. uk. 


I SOUGHT a patroneſs, but ſought in vain: 
Apollo whiſper'd in my ear“ Germain.” 
I know her not. Your reaſon s ſomewhat odd; 
Who knows his patron now?“ replied the god. 
„% Men write, to me and to the world unknown ; 


« the town. | 
«© Detected worth, like beauty diſarray d, 
« To covert flies, of praiſe itſelf afraid 3 
© Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your lays, 


I“ In vengeance write a volume in her praiſe. - 


« Nor think it hard ſo great a length to run 

« When ſvch the theme, twill eafily be done.” 
Ye fair | to draw your excellence at length, 

Exceeds the narrow 


You here in miniature your pictures fee ; 
Nor hope from Zincks more juſtice than from me. 
My portraits grace your mind, as his your fide ; 


His portraits will 
| 


mine quench your pride; 
? 4 7 He's 


“Then ſteal great names to ſhield them from 


unds of human firength : 


tg I AA SAAzA th fn, tw eo 


un 


UOaALItH 


8. 2 8 


40 


Book Il. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE; Ke. 414 


He 's dear, you frugal; chooſe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation all my pay. 

Lavinia is polite, but not profane ; 
To church as conſtant as to Drury-lane. 
She decently. in form pays Heav'n its due; 
And makes a civil viſit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a folemn air, 
Conceals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r : 
Curt'fies to curt'fies then with grace ſucceed ; 


Not one the fair omits, but at the creed. 
Or, if ſhe joins the ſervice, tis to ſpeak; 


Thro' dreadful ſilence the pent heart might break; 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away _ 
To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But ſweet the accent, and their air refin'd ; 
For they re before their Maker—and mankind : 
When Laie. once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himſelf will toll the pariſh bell. 
Acquainted with the world, and quite well bred, 
Druſa receives her viſitants in bed; 
But, chaſte as ice, this Veſta, to defy 
The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 7 
When from her ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifts, 
She begs you juſt would turn =_ while ſhe ſhifts. 
Thoſe charms are greateſt which decline the 
ſight ; | 
That * 2. the banquet poignant and polite. 
There is no woman where there 's no reſerve ; 
And *'tis on plenty your poor lovers ſtarve. . 
But, with the modern fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing they call a nymph of ſpirit. 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 
Ani tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 
„Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 
Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 
Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Ruſſian bear, 
Firſt make your will, and then converſe with her, 
This lady glories in profuſe expence, 
And thinks diſtraction is magnificence. 
To beggar her gallant, is ſome delight; 
To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſite, 
Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad ? 
In 4ucl fell two lovers; one ran mad. 
Her foes their honeſt execrations pour; 
Her lovers only ſhould deteſt her more. 
Thrice happy they who think I boldly feign, 
And ſtartle at a miſtreſs of my brain. 
Flavia is conſtant to her old gailant, 
And generouſly ſupports him in his want. 
But marriage is a — is a ſnare, 
A hell no lady ſo polite can bear. | 
Slie 's faithful, ſhe 's obſervant, and with pains 
Her angel brood of baſtards ſhe maintains. 
Nor leaft advantage has the fair to plead, 
But that of guilt, above the marriage - bed. 
Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint; 
Wharte'er ſhe is, ſhe Il not appear a faint ; 
Her foul ſuperior flies formality : 
o gay her air, her conduct is fo free, 
Some — ſuſpect the nymph not over good 


Unmarried 


Her only gi ief is, that ſhe cannot be 

At once engag'd in pray'r and charity. 

And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid: | 

Who would not think that Abra was a maid #* 
Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed ; 

For where 's the man that's worthy of their bed? 

If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 

Lavinia will be raviſh'd at threeſcore. 

Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark; 

And nothing now is wanting—but her ſpark. 
Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate; 


She weds an idiot, but ſhe eats in plate. 


The goods of fortune which her ſoul poſſeſs; 
Are but the ground of unmade happineſs, 


| The rude material; wiſdom add to this, 


Wiſdom the ſole artificer of bliſs. 


She, from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by need, 


Of thin content can draw the ſubtle thread; 
But (no detraction to her ſacred ſkill) 
If ſhe can work in gold, tis better ſtill. 

If Tullia had been bleſt with half her ſenſe; 
None could tco much admire her excellence. 
But ſince ſhe can make error ſhine ſo bright, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 

With underſtanding ſhe is quite o er- run; 


And by too great accompliſhments undone. 


With {kill ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 

For ever moſt divinely in the wrong. 
Naked in nothing thould a woman be, 

But veil her very wit with modeſty ; 

Let man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 

But yield her charms of mind with ſweet delays 
For pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 


| To make themſelves important, men muſt grieve, 
[efbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 


Pretends the fop the laughs at is ador'd. 

In vain ſhe 's proud of ſecret innocence ; 

The fact ſhe Arve were ſcarce a worſe offence, 
Mira, endow'd with ev'ry charm to bleſs, 


Has no defign but. on her huſband's peace; 


He lov'd her much, and greatly was he mev'd 

At ſmall-inquierudes in her he lov'd. 

6 How OY this! -The pleaſure laſted 

long; 4 2h | 

Now ev'ry day the fit comes thick and ſtrong; 

At laſt he found the charmer only feign'd ; 

And was diverted when he ſhould be pain'd. 

What greater vengeance have the Gods in ſtore ? 

How tedious life, now ſhe can plague no more! 

She tries her thouſand arts, but none ſucceed ; 

She 's forc'd a fever to procure indeed : 

Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous loving wife, 

Her huſband's pain was dearer than her life. 
Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 


| Viſit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore; - 


Her majeſty to-morrow calls for more. 

His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 

As unoil'd hinges querulouſfly ſhrill. 

* You went laſt night with Celia to the ball.“ 


Nor would ay be miſtaken if they ſhould. "= prove it falſe. Not go? that 's worſt of all.” 


bra puts on formal airs ; 


Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing not. inflame 


Her cuſhion's threadbare with her conſtaut pray'rs.} And arrant contradictions are the ſame, 


# Shakeſpeare, 
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Her lover m uſt be ſat, to pleaſe her ſpleen; Thus ev ry hour Brunerta is to blame, 


His mirth is an inexpiable fin: 

For, of all rivals that can pain her breaſt, 

Th re 's one that wounds far deeper than rhe reſt ; 
To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſnelf 

Is, if her lover dares enjoy himſelf. 

And this, becauſe ſhe s exquiſucly fair; 
Should I diſpute her beauty, how the d fare ! 
How would Melania be ſurpris'd to hear 
She 's quite de form d! and yet the caſe is clear. 


What's female beauty but an air divine, 


Becauſe th' occaſion is beneath lier aim. 
Think nought a trifle, though it ſmall appear; 
Small faads the mountain, moments make the year, 
And trifles life. Your care to trifles give, 
Or you may die before you truly live. 

Go breakfaſt with Alicia; there you I ſes 
Simplex muumclitiis, to the laſt degree. 
Unlac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unticd, 
And what ſhe has of head-dreſs is aſide. 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 


Thro' which the mind's all- gentle graces ſhine ? | Unwaſh'd her hands, and much beſnuff'd her face. 


They, like the ſun, irradiate all between; 

The body charms becaufe the fon! 18 ſcen. 

Hence men are often captives ot a face, 

They know not why, of no pecuiiar grace; 

Some forms, though bright, no mortal man can 

_—_— 

Some none teſiſt, though not exceeding fair. 
Aipaſia s highly horn, and nicely bred, 

Of matte refin'd, in hfe and manners read, 

Yer reaps no f. vit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 

But vu be teaz d by her own excellence. 

« Folks are ſo aukward ! things ſo unpojic | * 


She's elegantly | ww $7 from morn to night. 


Her delicacy s ſhock d wherc'er ſhe gors , 
Each cxeature's imperfections are her woes. 
Heaven by its favours has the fair diſtrets d, 
And pour d fuch bleſſings—that ſhe cant be 
bleſt. | 
Ah! why fovain,though bloomingin thy ſpring, 
Thou ſhining, frail, ador'd, and wretched thing 
Old age will come, diſcaſe may come before 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threeſcore : 
Thy fortune and thy charms may ſoon decay; 
Bur grant theſe fugitives prolong their ſtay, 
Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes, 
Life that ſupports them in a moment breaks. 
Then wrought into the foul let virtues thine ; 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 
Jalia 's a manager, ſhe 's born for rule, 
And knows her wiſer huſband is a fool; 
Aiſemblies holds, and fpins the ſubtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed; 
For difficult amours can ſmooth the way, 
And tender letters dictate or convey. 
But, if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 
Her wiſdom condeſcends to lefs affairs. 
Fer her own breakfaſt ſhe Il project a ſcheme, 
Nor take her tea without a ftratagem ; 
Prefides o'er _ with 3 face, 
18 the virtue of grimace. 
adies =P among amuſements reign, 
By nature born to ſoothe and entertain; 
"heir prudence in a ſhare of folly lies ; 
Why will they be ſo weak as to — wiſe? 
Syrena is for ever in extremes, 
And with a vengeance ſhe commends or blames. 
Conſcious of her diſcernment, which is good, 
She ftrains too much to make it underſtood. 
Her judgment juſt, her ſentence is too ſtrong; 
Becauſe ſhe s right, ſhe s ever in the wrong. 
Brunetta's wile in actions great and rare; 
But ſcorns on trifles to beſtow her care. 


| A nail uncut, aud head uncomb'd, ſhe loves; 


And would draw on jack- boots as foon as gloves ; 


Gloves by queen Beſs's maxtens might be miſt, 
Her blefled eyes 8e er faw a female fiſt. 
Lovers, beware! to wound how can ſhe fail 
With ſcarlet finger and Jong jetty na#l? 

For Hervey the tirſt wit ſhe cannot be; 

Nor, cruel Richard, the firſt toaſt for thee, 
Since full ezch other ſtation of renown, 

' Who would not be the greateſt trapes in town? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight; 
A female floven is an odious ſight. 

Fair TſabeHa is fo fond of fame, 


That her dear ſelf is her eternal theme; 

' Thro? hopes of contradiction oft-ſhe Il fay, 

| 66 — look ſo wretchedly to-day!“ 
When moſt the world applauds you, moſt beware; 
Tis often leſs a bleſſing than a ſnare. 

Diſtruſt mankind; with your own heart confer; 
And dread even there to ſind a flatterer. 

The breath of others raiſes our renown ; 

Our own as ſurely blows the pageant down ; 


{Take up no more than you by worth can claim, 


Leſt ſoon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 
But own I muſt, in this perverted age, 

Who moſt deſerve can't always moſt engage. 

So far is worth from making glory ſure, 

It often hinders what it ſhould procure, 

Whom praiſe we moſt ? the virtuous, brave, and 

No; wretches whom in ſecret we deſpiſe. {wiſe ? 

And who ſo blind as not to ſee the cauſe ? 

No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſerect applauſe ; 

And yet of credit it lays in a ſtore, 

By which our ſpleen may wound true worth the 

more. 
Ladies there are who think one crime is all; 
Can women then no way but backward fall? 


So ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 


To pay its loſs, they think all others few. 
Who bold that crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur'd modeſty the ſacred name. 

But Clio thus: What ! railing without end? 
“Mean taſk ! how much more gen'rous to com- 

„ mend!” 

Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind inſtructor and example too. 

« Daphais,” ſays Clio, © has a charming eye: 
* What pity tis hos ſhoulder is awry ! 

„ Aſpaſia's ſhape indeed - but then her air— 
“ The man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 
Almeria's wit has ſomething that 's divine ; 
And wit 's enough—how few in all things ſhine! 

. 6 Seluna 


ſe ? 
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« Selima ſerves her friends, relieves the poor 
« Who was it faid Selima's near threeſcore ? 


At Lucia's match I from my ſoul rejoice, 


«© The world congratulates fo wiſe a choice; 
« His lordſhip's rent-roll is exceeding great: 
« But mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 
« In S!1ey's form might cherubims apvcar, 
« But then—ſhe has a freckle on lier car.” 
Without a but, Hortenſia ſhe commends, 
The firlt of women, and the beſt of friends; 
Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright; 
But how eomes this to paſs * he died laſt night. 

Thus nymphs commend, who yet at fatite rail; 
Indeed that 's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail 
And whence tuch praiſe ? our virulence is thrown 
On others' fame, taro' fondneſs for our own. 

Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns 
For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 
Her greedy cye, and her ſublime addreſs, 
The height of avarice and pride confels, 
You ſeek perfections worthy of her rank; 
Go, ſeek for her perfeCtions at the bank. 
By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroll'd, 


For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 


As fond of five-pence as the verieſt cit, 
And quite as much deteſted as a wit. 

Can gold calm paſſion, or make reaſon ſhine ? 
Can we dig peace or wiſdom from the mine? 
Wiſdom to gold prefer, for tis much leſs 
To make our fortune than our happineſs 
That happineſs which great ones often ſce, 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree, 
Themſelves unbleſt: the poor are only poor 
But what are they who droop amid their flore ? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of ſtate ; 

The happy „ are the truly great. 

Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings, 

And thoſe beſt ſatisfied with cheapeſt things. 
Could both our Indies buy but one new ſenſe, 
Our envy would be due to large expence. 


| Since not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong 


Are but poor arts to mai k them from the throng. 

See, how they beg an alms of flattery ! | 

They languith ! oh ſupport them with a lye.! 

A decent competence we fully taſte ; 

It ſtrikes our ſenſe, and gives a conſtant feaſt : 

More, we perceive by dint of thought alone ; 

The rich muſt labour to poſſeſs their own, 

To feel their great abundance ; and requeſt 

Their humble friends to help them to be bleſt; 

To ſee their treaſures, hear their glory told, 

And aid the wretched impotence of gold. [ divine, 
But ſome, great ſouls! and touch'd with warmth 

Give gold a price, and teach its beams to ſhine. 

All hoarded treaſures they repute a load, 

Nor think their wealth their own, till well beſtow'd. 

Grand reſervoirs of public happineſs, 

Throꝰ ſecret ſtreams ditfuſively they bleſs; 

And vhile their bountics glide conceal'd from view, 

Relieve our wants, and ſpare our bluſhes too. 

But Satire is my taſk, and theſe deſtroy 

Her gloomy province and malignant joy. 


* ——olem quis dicere falfum audent ? Vie 911. 
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Help me, ye miſers! help me to complain, 
And blaſt our common enemy, Germain: 
Zut our inveCtives muſt deſpair ſucceſs ; 
For, next to praile, ſhe values nothing leſs, 
What picture 's yonder, looſen'd from its frame? 
Or is 't Auſturia, that affected dame? 
The brighteſt forms, thro' affectation, fade 
Co ſtrange new things, which nature never made; 
Frown not, ye fair! ſo much your ſex we prize, 
We hate thoſe arts that take you from our eyes; 
in Albvcinda's native grace is ſeen 
What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe ; 
Retain your gentle ſeives, and you muſt pleate, 
Here might I fing of Memmia's mincing mien, 
And all the movements of the foft machine: 
How two red lips affected zephyrs blow, 
To cool the bohea, and inflame the beau; 
While one white finger and a thumb conſpire 
To lift the cup and make the world admires, 
Tea? how [I tremble at thy fatal ſtream ! 
As Lethe dreadful to the love of fame. 
What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen | 
What ſhades of mighty names which once have 
A hecatomb of characters ſupplies {been 
Thy painted altar's daily facrince ; 
H—, P—, B—, afpers'd by thee decay, 


As grains of fineſt ſugars melt away, 


And recommend thee more to mortal taſte * 
Scandal 's the ſweet'ner of a female feaſt. 
But this inhuman triumph ſnall decline, 
And thy revolving Naiads call for wine; 
Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve under thee 3 


| But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea 


Citronia's noſe declares thy ruin nigh ; 

And who dares give Citronia's noſe the lye “? 
The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 
And what impair'd both health and virtue blam'd. 

At length, to reſcue man, the gen'rous laſs 

Stole from her conſort the pernicious glaſs. 

As glorious as the Britiſh queen renown'd, 

Who ſack'd the poiſon from her huſband's wound, 
Nor to the glaſs alone are nymphs inclin'd, 


But ev'ry bolder vice of bold mankind. 


O Juvcnal ! for thy ſeverer rage, 
To laſh the ranker follies of our age! 
Are there among the females of our ifle 
Such faults at which it is a fault to ſmile ? 
There are. Vice, once by modeſt nature chain'd, 
And legal ties, expatiates unreſtrain'd; 
Without thin decency held up to view, 
Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er law and goſpel too. 
Our matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, 
Men ſigh in vain for none but for their wives; 
Who marry to be free, to range the more, 
And wed one man to wanton with a ſcore. 
Abroad too kind, at home tis ſtedfaſt hate, 
And one cternal tempeſt of debate. | 
What foul eruptions from a look mcſt meek ! 


What thunders burſting from a dimpled cheek 1 


Their paſſions bear it with a lofty hand; 
But then their reaſon is at due command. 
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Is there whom you deteſt, ard ſcek his life ? 
Truſt no foul with the fecret—butr his wife. 
Wires wonder that their conduct I condemn, 
And afk, what kindred is a ſpoutc to them: 
What fivarms.of am'rovs granemothers I ſee, 
And miſſes, ancient in iniquny ! | 
What blaſting whiſpers, and u hat loud declaiming! 
Whartlying,erioking, bawding, ſwearing,gaming ' 
Friendſhip fo cold, ſuch warm incontinence, 
Such griping av'rice, ſuch profuſe expence ; 
Such dead devotion, duch a zeal for crimes, 
Such licens'd ill, ſuch maſquerading times, 
Such venal faith, ſuch miſapplicd applauſe, 
Such flatter'U guilt, and ſuch inverted laws, 
Such diſſolution thro” the whole 1 find, 
Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. 

Since Sundays have no balls, the well- dreſt belle 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of hell; 
And caſts an eve of ſweet diſdain on all 
Who liſten lefs to C ns than St. Paul. 
Atheiſts have been but rare ſince naturc's birth; 
Till now, ſhe-atheiſts ne er appear d on earth; 
Ye men of deep reſearches, ſay whence ſprings 
This daring character, in tim'rous rhings, 

Who ſtart at feathers, from an inſec̃t fly, 
A match for nothing but the Deity? 

But, not to wrong the fair, the Muſe muſt own 
In this purſuit they court not fame alone; 
But join to that a more ſubſtantial vicew— 
« From thinking free, to be free agents too.“ 

T hey ftrive vith their own hearts, ard keep 

them down 

In complaiſance to all the fools in town. 
Oh how they tremble at the name of prude ! 
And die with ſhame at thought of being good! 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay, 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, ſay? 
They heaven defy, to carth's vile dregs a flave ; 
Thro' cowardice moſt execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durſt we to comply, 
In virtue ſhould we hve, in glory die. 
Riſe then, my Mufe, in heneſt tury riſe # 
They dread a Satire who defy the fkics. 
_ Atheiſts are few; moſt nymphs a god-head own, 
And nothing but his attributes detbronc. 
From atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly belicve 
God is, and is almightv—to forgive. 
His other excellence they Il not diſpute ; 
But mercy, fare, is his chief attribvre. 
Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 
A lady's ſoul in everlaſting pain? 
Will the great Author us poor worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a fip of tranſient joy? 
No, he 's for ever in a ſmiling mood; | 
He *$ like themfelves, or how could he be good ? 
1 who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe. 
Devourly, thus, Jebovah they depoſe, 
The pure ! the juſt ! and ſet up in his ſtead 
A Deity that s perfectly well-bred. 

« Dear Tillotſon !—be furc the beſt of men 


Nor thought he more than thought great Origen. 


« Tho once upon a time he miſbehav'd— 
Poor Satan ! » doubtleſs he Il at length be ſav'd. 
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Let prieſts do ſomething for the r one in ten; 
© It is their trade; fo far they re honeſt men. 
Leet them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
And dreſs their notions like themſelves in black; 
*« Fright us with terrors of a world unknown 
From jovs of this, to kcep them all their own, 
Of carth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
* Bur then they leave our untith'd virtue free. 
*« Virtue 's a pretty thing to make a ſhow : 
Did ever mortal write like Rochefcucault 2”? 
Thus pleads the Devil's fair apologiſt, 
And pleading, ſafely enters on his lift, 

Let angel- forms angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beautcous and profane. 
For what 's true beauty but fair virtue's face, 
Virtue made viſible in outward grace ? 
She, then, that 's haunted with an impious mind, 


The more ſhe charms tlie more ſhe ſhocks mankind. 


But charms decline; the fair long vigils keep; 
They fleep no more ! Quadrille has murder d 
ſleep *. | 


„Poor E—p ! cries Livia; I have not been there 


© Theſe two nights; the podr creature will deſpair. 


« And people of condition ſhould beſtow.” 

Convinc'd,o'ercome, io K- p's grave matrons run, 

Now ſet a daughter, and now ſtake a ſon; 

Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune fly; 

And beggar half their race—thro' charity, 
Immortal were we, or elſe mortal quite, 

[ teſs ſhould blame this criminal delight; 

But ſince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 

Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 

Methiaks we need not our ſhort beings ſhun, 

And, thought to fly, contend to be undone 

We nced rot buy our ruin with cur crime, 

And give cternity to murder time. | 
The love of gaming is the worſt of ills; 

With ceaſeleſs ftorms the blacken'd ſoul it fills ; 

Invcighs at heaven, neglects the ties of blood, 

Deſtroys the pow'r and will of doing good; 

Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 


Sce yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal and the ruin of cur iſle! | 
And ſee (ſtrange fight!) amid that ruſhan band; 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand; 
That rattles loud a ſmall enchantcd box, 

Which lovd as thunder on the board ſhe knocks. 
And as fierce ſtorms, which carth's foundation 
From ZEolus's cave impetuous broke, ſhook, 
From this ſmall cavern a mix d teinpeſt flies, 
Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blafphemics ! 
For men, I mean, the fair diſcharges none; 
She, guiltleſs creature! ſwears to Heaven alone. 
See her eyes ſtart, checks glow, and muſcles (well! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. | 
Thus that divine one ber ſoft nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial joys ! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her aching head, 
With the dire images her dreams are crown'd, 


C 


The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round: 


Imaginary 


„ hate a crowd—but to do good, you know— 


And, what fs ſtill more dreadful—lpoils your face. 
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Imaginary ruin charms her ſtill; 

Her happy lord is cuckold” by Spadille 

And, if the 's brought to bed,'tis ten to one, 

He marks the forehead of her darling ſon. 
Oh ſcene of horror, and of wild dcfpair ! 

Why 1s the rich Artides' fplendid heir 


Conſtrain'd to quit his ancient lordly feat, 


And hide his glories in a mean retreat ? 
Why that drawn ſword ? and whence that diſmal 
Why pale diſtradtion thro' the family? {ery ? 
Sce my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 
And trembling ſervants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay ſon to diſtant regions ſent ? 
Whatficadsthatdaughter's deſtin'd match prevent? 
Why the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid? 
Ol nothing but—laft night my lady play'd. 

But wanders net my Satire from her theme? 
Is this too owing to the love of fame? 
Tho' now your hearts on lucre are beftow'd ; 
"Twas firſt a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceaſe we here, ſince tis a vice ſo ſtrong, 
The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 
This may be ſaid in honour of our times, 

That none now ſtand diftinguiſh'd by their crimes, 
If fin you muſt, take nature for your guide, 
Love has ſome ſoft excuſe to ſoothe-your pride; 

Ye fair apoſtates from love's ancient pow'r ! 

Can nothing raviſh but a golden ſhow 'r ? 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize ? 

Muft Cupid learn to punt, ere he can pleaſe ? 
When you 're enamour'd of a lift or caſt, 
What can the preacher more to make us chaſte ? 
Can fame, like a repique, the ſoul entrance ! 
And what is virtue to the lucky chance? 


Why muſt ſtrong youths unmarried pine away? 


They find no woman diſengag'd—tfrom play. 
Why pine the married? oh ſeverer fate! 
They find from play no diſengag'd—efſtate. 
Flavia, at lovers falſe untouch'd, and hard, 
Turns pale and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor Arria's Bible can ſecure her age; 
Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her page: 
While death ſtands by but till the game is done, 
To ſweep that ſtake in juſtice long his own ; 
Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur ſhe takes fire; 
Or, like ſ\nuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes _ 
Ye gods ! with new delights inſpire the fair; 
Or give us ſons, and ſave us from deſpair ! 
Sons, brothers, fathers, huſbands, tradeſmen, 
cloſe 
In my complaint, and brand your fins in proſe : 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my creed, | 
In ſpite of all our wiſdom, you'll proceed. 
Our pride fo great, our paſſion is fo ſtrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 
I hear you cry, “ This fellow 's very odd!“ 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the rod? 
But I 've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 
And türn your eyes with coldneſs on the vole. 
The charm begins! To yonder flood of hight 


That burſts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your fight. 


What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your fouls with 
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'Midft empire's charms, how Caroliaa's heart 

Glows with a love of virtue and of art! 

Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, 

Exceſs of goodneſs! it has dawn'd on me. 

When in my page, to balance num'rous faults, 

Or god-like deeds were ſhewn, or gen'rous 

thoughts, ; . 

She ſmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 

From whom my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 
Thus the majeſtic mother of mankind, 

To ker own charms moſt amiably blind, 

On the green margin innocently ſtood, 

And gaz'd indulgent on the cryſtal flood, 

Survey'd the ſtranger in the painted wave, 

And ſmiling prais d the beautics which ſhe gave. 
+ In more than civil war, while patriots ſtorm; 

While genius is but cold, their paſſion warm; 

While public good aloft, in pomp, they wield, 

And private int'reſt ſkulks behind the ſhield : 

While Mitt and Wilkins riſe in weekly might, 

Make preſſes groan, lead ſenators to fight ; 

Exalt our coffee with lampoons, and treat 

The pamper'd mob with miniſters of ſtate : . 

rt While Até hot from hell makes heroes ſhrink, 


Cries havoc, and lets loſe the dogs of ink;“ 


Nor rank nor ſex eſcapes the gen'ral frown, 

But ladies are ripp'd up, and cits knock'd down: 
I'remendous force! where even the victor bleeds ; 
And he deſerves our pity that ſucceeds: 
Immortal Juvenal! and thou of France! 

In your fam'd field my Satire dares advance; 
But cuts herſelf a track to you unknown; 

Nor crops your laurel, but would raife her own : 
A bold adventure! but a ſafe one too 

For though ſurpaſs'd, I am ſurpaſs'd by you. 


SATIRE VII. 
To the Right Honourable Sir Robert Walpole. 


Carmina tum melius, cum venerit Irfe, canemus, 
VIRG. 
ON this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain, 5 
Smile, Walpole, or the Nine inſpire in vain. _ 
To thee 'tis due ; that verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole de- 
ſign ! 
That glory which thy counſels make fo bright, 
That glory which on thee reflects a light. 
[Uuſtrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give and take a luſtre from the throne. 


Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 


The fountain is not foreign to the ſtream. 

How all mankind will be ſurpris'd to ſee 

This flood of Britiſh folly charg'd on thee! 
Yet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy ſons, 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we muſt bleſs; 
For caprice is the daughter of ſucceſs 

(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe), 


And gives our rulers undeſign'd applauſe; 


Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, * 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 
While I ſurvey the bleſſings of our iſle, 


Her deeds are precepts, her example law, [awe ? 
: * Miltot 


+ Lucan, 


Her arts triumphant in the Royal ſmile, 
} Shakeſpeare, 
2 5 | 
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Her public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce ſpreading ſails in every ſky, 
The pleaſing ſcene recalls my theme again, 
And ſhews the madneſs cf ambitious men, 


EXTRACTS, Book II. 


Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſily blame 
| Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim, 
Be this their comfort—fools omitted here - 


May furniſh laughter for another year. 
Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring f 


ſword, | . 
And burn to give mankind a fingle lord. 
The follies paſt are of a private kind, 


Then ler Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The juſtice yet of being well abus d, 
With patience wait, and be content to reign 


The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain ; 
Their phere is ſmall, their miſchief is confin'd; 


But daring men there are (awake my Muſe ! 


And raife thy verſe) who bolder phrenzy chooſe, 


Who, ſtung by glory, rave and bound away; 


The world their field, and human kind their prey. 


Some future ſtrain, in which the Muſe ſhall tell 
How ſcience dwindles, and how volumes ſwell; 
How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 

And hold their farthing candle to the ſun; 


J How tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
The Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 


With Rage and Terror ſtalking by his fide, 


Raves round the globe; he ſoars into a god! 


Stand faſt, Olympus ! and ſuſtain his nod. 


The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
And thrives on mankind's miferics and pains. | 
What ſlaughter d hoſts ! what cities in a blaze! 
What waſted countries! and what crimſon ſcas 
With orphan's tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repoſe. 
And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiſe 
The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? 


Why want we then encomiums on the ſtorm, 
Or famine, or volcano ? they perform | 


Their mighty deeds; they, hero-like, can ſlay, 


And ſpread their ample deſerts in a day, 

O great alliance] O divine revown ! 

Wich dearth and peſtilence to ſhare the crown. 
When men extol a wild deſtroyer's name, 


| Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſplieme. 


One to deſtroy, is murder by the lau; 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe. 
To murder thouſands, takes a {pecious name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 


When after battle I the ſield have feen [men, 
Spread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were 


A nation cruſh'd | a nation of the brave 
A realm of death ! and on this fide the grave ! 
Are there, ſaid I, who from this {ad ſurvey, 
This human chaos, carry ſmiles away ? 
How did my heart with indignation riſe! 
How honeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes 
How was I ſhock d, to think the hero's trade 
Of ſuch materials fame and triumph made! 
How guilty theſe ! yet not leſs guilty they 
Who reach fiſe glory by a ſmoother way; 
Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 


And bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their ſwords; 


Who ſtiſle nature, and ſubſiſt on art; 

Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; | 
All real kindneſs for the ſhow diſcard. | 
As marble poliſh'd, and as marble hard; 


And ev'ry vice is to the ſcripture laid; 
How miſers ſqueeze a young voluptuous peer, 
His fins to Lucifer not half ſo dear ; 
How Verſus is leſs qualified to ſteal 
With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal ; 
How lawyers' fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 
That clients are redreſs'd till they 're undone; 
How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 
And ev'n denials coſt us dear at court; 
How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and forrows are miſtakes. 
This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
Which I, like ſummer- flies, ſhake off again, 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey. 
That duty done, I haſten to complete 
My own deſigns; for Tonfon 's at the gate. 
The love of fame, in its effects ſurvey'd, 
The Muſe has ſung ; be now the cauſe diſplay d. 
Since fo diflufive and fo wide its ſway, . 
What is this Pow'r whom all mankind obey ? 
Shot from above, by Heav'n's indulgence came 
This generous ardour, this unconquer'd flame, 
To warm, to raiſe, to deify mankind, 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 
By large-ſoul'd men, for thirſt of fame renown'sd, 
Wiſe laws were fram'd, and ſecret arts were 
found; 
Deſire of praiſe firſt broke the patriot's reſt, 
And made a bulwark of the warrior's breaſt ; 
It bids Argyle in fields and ſenates ſhine: 
What more can prove its origin divine? 
But, oh ! this paſſion planted in the foul, 
On yes wings to mount her to the pole, 
The flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 
Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent. 
Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
Of blots and beauties an alternate ſource ; 
Hence Gildon rails, the raven of the pit, 
Who thrives upon the carcaſes of wit; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen 


Net How kind a patron Pollio might have been, 
Who do for gold what Chriſtians do thro” grace, 


„ With open arms their enemies embrace; 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 
The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine. 


Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you difinclin'd ; 


And, in their height of kindneſs, are unkind. 
Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 
Here ceaſe, my Muſe! the catalogue is writ, 
Nor one more candidate for fame aduit ; 


Purſuit of fame with pedants tills our ſchools, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools ; 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height : 
That key of nature, by whoſe wit the clears 
Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
Why, and in what degrees, Pride ſways the ſou!! 
(For tho' in all not equally ſhe reigns) 
(Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 1 


” 


1, 


ne 


re 


But, when the flave was threaten'd to be laid 


But with ſuch art puts virtue's aſpect on, 
| Þ alp 


Our purpoſe good, as our achievement great; 


| His people's bleſſings to their ardent King: 


_ Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 


Boex il, DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Ye doctors ! hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 
As true as if 'twere writ in dulleſt proſe ; 

As if a letter'd dunce had ſaid, „ *tis right.“ 
And imprimatur uſher'd it to light. 

To glorious deeds this paſſion fires the mind; 
And clofer draws the ties of humankind, 
Confirms ſociety; ſince what we prize, 

As our chief bleſſing, muſt from others riſe. 

Ambition, in the truly noble mind, | 
Wich fifter-virtue is for ever join'd 
As in fam'd Lucrece, who with equal dread _ 
From guilt, and ſhame, by her laſt conduct fled; 
Her virtue Jong rebell'd in firm diſdain, 

And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain ; 


Dead by her fide, her love of fame obey'd. 


In meaner minds ambition works alone ; 


Thar not more like in feature, and in mien, 
The god and mortal in the comic ſcene ©, 
Falſe Julius, ambuſh'd in this fair diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman libertics his prize, 

No maſk in bateſt minds ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her afs's cars; 

All I have ſung are inſtances of this, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amits, 

Ye yain ! defiit from your erroneous ſtrife; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 
Ihe true ambition there alone rcfides, 
Where juſtice vindicates, and wiſdom guides; 
Where inward dignity joins outward ſtate, 


Where public blefſings public praiſe attend, 
Where glory is aur motive, not our end. [ view 
Woulgſt thou be fam'd* have thofe high deeds in 
Brave men would act, tho' ſcandal ſhould enſue. 
Behold a prince whom no ſwoln thoogits in- 
flame ; | | 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, | 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, | 
Proud conqueſt then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns,then triumphs, iparkle in his fight; 
Tumult and naiſe are dear, which with them bring 


But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling foul! ſubſides to native peace; 


From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, ; 


A ſudden foe to ſplendour and applauſe, 


Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 

O pride celeſtial, which can pride diſdain! - 

O bleſt ambition, which can ne'er be vain ! 
From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the 

In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, | ſky; 

Here burſt the R hone and ſounding Po, there thine 

Jn infant rills the Danube and the Rhine; 

From the rich ſore one fruitful urn fupplizs, 

M hole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſaud harveſts riſe. 
In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the Muſe adores, 
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When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame ; 
George, who in foes can ſoft affections raiſe, 
And charm envenom'd Satire into praiſe. 

Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 
But the mad winds and the tumultuous waves f. 
Even ſtorms (death's fierceſt miniſters 1) forbear, 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus nature's ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 
Styles Britain's Sovereign, Sovereign of the Sea. 

W 2 ſea and air, great Brunſwick ! ſhook our 

ate, ; 


And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 


Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſs d with fear 
Of ever lofing what ſhe held moſt dear, 
How did Britannia, like Achilles 2, weep, 
And tell her forrows to the kindred deep 
Hang o'er the floods, and in devotion warm, 
Serrve for thee with the ſurge, and fight the 
ſtorm! - 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm ? 
Our Palinurus 5 flept not at the helm, 
Hs.eye ne'er clos d; long fince inur'd to wake, 
And outwatch ev'ry ſtar, for Brunſwick's fake, 
By thwarting paſſions toſt, by cares oppreſt, 
He found thy tempeſt pictur d in his breaſt. 


| But now what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 


No pow'rs of language—but his own, can tell; 


| His own, which Nature and the Graces form, 


At will to raiſe or huſh the civil ſlorm. 


$ 54. The Caſile of Indolence, An Allegorical 
Poem. TROMSON. 
Tre Caftte hight of Indolence, 
And its falſe luxwy ; 
Where for a lit le time, alas! 
| We liv's right jullily. 


MORTAL man, who liveſt here by toil, 
Do not complain of this thy hard eſtate: 
That like an emmet thou muſt ever moil, 
Is a fad ſentence of an ancient date 
And, certes, there is for it reaſon great; 
For, tho' ſometimes it makes thee weepand wail, 
And curſe thy ſtar, and early drudge and late; 
Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 
Looſe life, unruly paſſions, and diſeaſes pale. 


In lowly dale, faſt by a river's fide, 

With woody hill o'er hill encompaſs'd round, 

A moſt enchanting wizard did abide, 

Than whom a fiend more fell is nowhere found, 

It was, I ween, a lovely fpot of ground: 

And there a ſcaſon atween Jupe and May, 

Half prankt with ſpring, with ſummer half 

imbrown'd, 

A liſttefs climate made, where, ſooth to ſay, 

No living wight could work, ne cared even for play, 


Was nought around but images of reſt : 
Sleep- ſoothing groves, and quiet lawns between 
And flow'ry beds that flumb'rous influence 


Which public bleſſings thro' half Europe pours, 


* Amphytrion. | 
& Ecce Deus ramum Lethæo rore madentem, &. 


+ The King in danger by ſea. 


keſt, 
7 Hom. II. lib. 1. 


VIA. J. V. | i '* 
Ee 4 From 
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From poppies breath d; and beds of pleaſant 
en 

Where never yet was creeping creature ſeen. 

Meantime unnumber'd glittering ſtreamlets 

| play'd, 

And hurled e 


where their waters ſheen ; 


That, as they bicker'd thro' the ſunny glade, | 


Tho" reſtleſs ſtill themſelves, a lulling murmu. 
made. | 
8 to the prattle of the purling rills 
ere heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud - bleating from the diſtant hills, 
And vacant ſhepherds piping in the dale; 
And now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 
Or ſtock-doves plain amid the foreſt deep, 
That drowſy ruſtled to the fighing gale; 
And ſtill a coil the graſshopper did keep : 
Yet all theſe ſounds yblent inclined all to ſleep. 


Full in the paſſage of the vale above, 

A fable, filent, folemn foreſt ſtood; [ move, 

Where nought but ſhadowy forms was ſcen to 

As Idleneſs fancied in her dreaming mood: 

And up the hills on either fide a wood * 

Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 

Sent forth a ſleepy horror thro the blecd 

And where this valley winded out below, 
The murmuring main was heard, and fcarcely 

heard, to flow. 8 


A pleafing land of drowſy head it was, 
Of dreams that wave before the half- ſhut eye; 
And of gay caſtles in the clouds that paſs, 
For ever fluſhing round a ſummer {y : 
There eke the ſoft delights that witchingly 
Infiil a wanton ſweetneis through the breaſt, 
And calm the pleafures, always hover'd nigh; 
But whate er ſmack d of noyance, or unreſt, 
Was far, far off expelſ d from this delicious ncft. 


The landſcape ſuch, inſpiring perfect eaſe, 
Where Indolence (for fo the wizard bight) 
Cloſe hid his caftle 'mid cmbow ring trees, 
That half ſhut out the beams of Phot bus bright. 
And made a kind of checquer d day and night: 
Meanwhile, unceaſing at the maſſy gate, 
Beneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plac'd ; and, to his lute, of cruel fate 
And labour harſh complaiu d, lamenting man's 
| eſtate. 
Thither continual pilgrims crowded ſtill, 
From all the roads * earth that paſs thereby 
For, * they charc d to breathe on neighb'rinę 


The freſhneſs of this valley ſmote their eye, 
And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; 
Till cluſtering round th enchanter falle the; 
N hung, ; . 
 Ymolkten with his ſyren melody; 
While o'er th' enfeebling lure his hand he Aung, 
And to the trembling chords thoſe tempting — 
ſung: 
« Behold ! ye pilgrims of this earth, bchold ! 
« See all but man with unearn d plcafur:: gay 
« See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 


Book II. 


% What youthful bride can equal her array? 
« Who can with her for eaſy pleaſure vie? 
From mead to mead with gentle wing to ſtray, 
From flow'r to flow'r on balmy gales to fly, 

& Is all ſhe hath to do beneath the radiant ſky. 


«© Behold the merry minſtrels of the morn, 

«© The ſwarming ſongſters of the careleſs grove, 

Ten thouſand throats ! that from the flower- 
ing thorn | | 

Hymn their good God, and carol ſweet of love, 

Such grateful. kindly rapturcs them emove: 

They neither plough nor ſow ; ne, fit for flail, 

« Eer to the barn the noddipg ſheaves they 
« drove; | 

« Yet theirs each harveſt dancing in the gale, 

© Whatever crowns the hill, or ſmiles along the 

« vale. ; 


&« Outcaſt of nature, man! the wretched thrall 
« Of bitter-dropping ſweat, of ſweltry pain, 
Ok cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 
« And of the vices, an inhuman train, ; 
«That all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain: 
« For when hard-hearted intereſt firſt began 
«© To poiſon earth, Aſtræa left the plain; 

« Guile, violence, and murder ſeiz d on man, 

And, for ſoit milky ſtreams, with blood the 


« rivers ran. 


Come ye who ſtill the cumbrous load of life 
„ Puſh hard up hill; but, as the fartheſt ſteep 


«© You truſt to gain, and put an end to ſtrife, 


% Down thundeis back the ſtone with mighty 
« {wcep, | 
„ And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
“ For ever vain; come, and withouten fce 
« I in oblivion will your forrows ſteep, 
« Your cares, yourtoils ; will ſteep you in a ſea 
Of full delight: oh come, ye weary wights, to 
« me! 
«© With me you need not rife at 2 dawn, 
Jo pals the joyleſs day in various ſounds; 
Or, louting low, on upſtart fortune fawn, 
* And ſell fair honour for ſome paltry pounds: 
* Or thro? the city take your dirty rounds, _ 
„To cheat, and dun, and lie, and viſt pay, 
Now flattering . baſe, now giving fecret 
„% wounds; | 
| © Or proul ia courts of law for human prey, 
In venal ſenate thieve, or rob on broad high- 
33 
* No cocks with me to ruſtic labour call, 
„From village on to village ſounding clear; 
To tardy ſwains no fhrill-yoic'd matrons 
« fquall; | ; 
No dogs, no babes, no wives, to ſtun your ear; 
« No eee thump; no horrid blackſmith 
fear; 
No noiſy tradeſmen your ſweet ſlumbers ſtart, 
& With ſounds that are a miſery to hear: 
Bat all is calm, as would delight the heart 


Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. 


Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent 
, eaſe, [down. 


E Brokefrom her wintry tomb in prime of May 
0 


% Good- natur d lounging, aunt'ring * and 
66 They 


10 
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They who are pleas d themſelves muſt always 
« pleaſe | 
« On an ways they never ſquint a frown, 
« Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town. 
« Thus, from the ſource of tender indolence, 
„% With milky blood the heart is overflown, 
« Is ſooth'd and ſweeten'd by the ſocial ſenſe ; 
For int'reſt, envy, pride, and ſtrife are baniſh'd 
hence. 
What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind? 
« A pure ethereal calm, that knows no ſtorm; 
« Above the reach of wild ambition's wind, 
Above thoſe paſſions that this world deform, 
And torture man, a proud malignant worm! 
4 But here, inſtead, ſoft gales of paſſion play, 
« And gently ſtir the heart, thereby to form 
A quicker ſenfe of joy; as breezes ftrax _. 
% Acroſs th' enliven'd ſkies, and make them till 
„ more gay. 
« The beſt of men have ever lov'd repoſe; 
« They hate to mingle in the filthy fray ; 


« Where the ſoul ſours, and gradual rancour 


„ grows, 
« Embitter'd more from peeviſh day to day. 
« Ey'n thoſe whom fame has lent her faireſt ray, 
« The moſt renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 
&« From a baſe world at laſt have ſtol'n away: 
“ So Scipio, to the ſoft Cumæan ſhore 
Retiring, taſted joy he never knew before. 


6 But if a little exerciſe you chooſe, 

Some zeſt for eaſe, 'tis not forbidden here. 

« Amid the groves you may indulge the muſe; 

« Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal 
« year; | 

« Or ſoftly ſtealing, with your wat'ry gear, 

« Along the brooks, the erimſon- ſpotted fry 

«© You may delude: the whilſt amus'd you hear 

«© Now the hoarſe ſtream, and now the-zephyr's 
« ſigh, 

Attuned 2 the birds and woodland melody. 

« O grievous folly 1 to heap up eſtate, 

« Lofing the days you ſee beneath the ſun; 

«© When, ſudden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 

„ And gives the untaſted portion you have won 

« With ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch un- 
«© done, | 

« Tothoſe who mock you goneto Pluto's reign, 

« There with fad ghoſts to pine, and ſhadows 
« dun: 

« But ſure it is of vanities moſt vain, 

To toil for what you here untoiling may obtain.” 

He ceas d. But ſtill their trembling ears retainꝰd 

The deep vibrations of his witching ſong ; 

That by a kind of magic pow'r conſtrain d 

To enter in, pelt-meli, the liſt'ning throng. 

Heaps pour'd on heaps,andyettheyſhpp'd along, 

In filent eaſe; as when beneath the beam 

Of ſummer moons, the diſtant woods among, 

Or by ſome flood all filvered with the gleam, 

The ſoſt-embodied fays thro” airy portal ſtream. 


By the ſmooth demon fo it order'd was, 
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And here his baneful bounty firſt began 2 


A ſtream, . its liquid bed, 


— 
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The' ſome there were who would not further 
And his alluring baits ſuſpected han. [paſs, 

The wiſe diftruſt thee too fair ſpoken man; 
Yet thro' the gate they caſt a wiſhful eye : 
Not to move on, forſooth, is all they can; 
For, do their very beſt, they cannot fly; - 

But often each way look, and often forely ſigh, 
When this the watchful wicked wizard ſaw, 

With ſudden ſpring he leap'duponthem ftraight; 

And, foon as touch'd by Lis unhallow'd paw, 

They found themſelves within the — gate, 

Full hard to be repaſs'd, like that of fate. 

Not ſtronger were of old the giant crew 

Who ſought to pull high Jove from regal ſtate ; 

Tho' feeble wretch he ſeem'd, of fallow hue, 


| Certes, who bides his graſp, will that encounter 


rue. 
For whomſoe er the villain takes in Hand, 
Their joints unknit, their ſinews melt apace, 
As lithe they grow as any willow wand, 
And of their vaniſh'd force remains no trace. 
So when a maiden fair, of mod "5" 
In ail her buxom blooming May + p45. in 
Is ſeized in ſome loſel's hot embrace, | 
She waxeth very weakly as ſhe warms, 
Then ſighing yields her up to love's delicious 
harms. | 
Wak'd by the crowd, ſlow from his bench aro 

A comely full-ſpread porter, ſwoln with fleep; 

His <p. broad, thoughtleſs aſpect breath d 
Te pole, 

And in ſweet torpor he was plunged deep, 
Ne could himſelf from ceaſeleſs yawning - 
While o'er his eyes the drowſy liquor ran, 
Thro' which his half-wak'd foul would faintly 


peep. | 
Then, taking his black ſtaff, he call'd his man, 
Androus'dhimſelf as much as rouſe himſelfhe can. 
The lad leap'd lightly at his maſter's call, 
He was, to weet, a little roguith page, | 
Save ſleep and play who minded novght at all, 
Like moſt the untaught ſtriplings of his age. 
This boy he kept each band to diſengage, 
Garters, and buckles, taſk for him unfit, 
But ill-becoming his grave perſona 
And which his portly paunch would not per- 
mit; | | | 
So this ſame limber page to all performed it. 
Meantime the maſter-porter wide diſplay d 
Great ſtore of caps, of flippers, and of gowns ; 
Wherewith he thoſe who enter d in array d, 
Looſe as the breeze that plays along the downs, 
And waves the ſummer-woods when evening 
frowns. | 
O fair undreſs, beſt dreſs! it checks no vein, 
But ev'ry flowing limb in pleaſure drowns, .. 
And heightens eaſe with grace. This done, 
right fain, | 
Sir porter ſat him down, and turn'd to fleepagain. 
Thus eafy rob'd, they to the fountain ſpe 
That in the middle of the court up-threw 


There 


And falling again in drizzly dew 


| 
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It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare: {grew, 
Whence, as Dan Homer ſings, huge pleaſaunce 
And ſweet oblivion of vile earthly care; 

Fairgladſome waking thoughts, and joyous dream 

; more fair. 

This rite perform's, all inly plcas'd and fill, 

Withouten tromp was proclamation made: 
* Ye ſons of Indolence, do what you will ; 
4% And wander where youliſt, thro' hall or glade ! 
Be no man's pleaſare for another's ſtaid; 
„Let each as likes him beſt his hours employ; 
And curs'd be he who ininds his neighbour's 

&« trade! | 
% Here dwells kind caſe and unreproving joy: 
« He little merits bliſs who others can annoy. 


Straight of theſe endleſs numbers, ſwarming 

5 round, 

As thick as idle moats in ſunny ray, 

Not one eftſdons in view was to be found, 
But ev'ry man ſtroll'd off his own glad way. 
Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No living creature could be ſeen to ſtray; 
While ſolitude and perfect ſilence reign'd : 

S0 that to think you dream'd you almoſt was 

conftrain'd. | 


As when a ſhepherd of the Hebrid Iſles, 
Plac d far amid the melancholy main, 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles , 
Or that atrial beings ſometimes deign 
Jo ftand, emvodicd, to our ſenſes plain) 
Sees on the naked hill, or valley low, 
The whilſt in ocean Phœbus dips his wain, 
A vaſt afſembly moving to and tro: 
Then all at once in air diſſolves the wondrous 
ſhow. | 
Ye of quiet and of fleep profound, 
Wise ſoft n o er caſtle ſways, 
And all the wildly filent places round, 
Forgive me if my trembling pen diſplays 
What never yet was ſung in mortal lays. 
But how hall I attempt ſuch arduous firing, 
I who have ſpent my nights and nightly days 
In this 9 . looſe e. 
Ab! how ſhall I for this uprear my moulted wing? 


Come on, my muſe, nor ſtoop to low deſpair, 
Thou imp of Jove, touch d by celeftial fire 
Thou yet ſhalt fing of war, and actions fair, 
Which the bold ſons of Britain will inſpire; 

Of ancient bards thou yet ſnalt ſweep the lyre; 
Thou yet ſhalt tread in tragic pall : ſtage, 
Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 

The ſage 's calm, the patriot's noble rage, 

Daſhing corruption down thro' ev'ry wank 2 age. 
The doors, that knew no ſhrill alarming bell, 
Ne curſed knocker plied by villain's hand, 
Self-open'd into halls, where, who can tell 


What clegance and grandeur wide expand, 
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K each deep draughts, as deep he thirſted, | 
rew 


| . Thofe iſlands on the weſtern coaſt of Scotland, called the Hebrides. 
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The pride of Turkey and of Perſian land ? 

Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets ſpread, 

And couches ftretch around in ſeemiy band; 

And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head ; 

So that _ ſpacious room was one full- ſwelling 
bed. | 


And every where huge cover'd tables ſtood, 
With wines high flavour'd and rich viands 
croven'd; 

Whatever ſprightly juice or taſteful focd 

On the green boſom of this earth are found, 

And all old oceag genders in his round: 

Some hand unſeen theſe ſilently difplay'd, 

Ev'n undemanded by a ſign or ſound : 

You need but wiſh; and inſtantly obey'd, . 

Fair rang'd the diſhes roſe, and thick the glaſſes 

| play'd. 

Here freedom reign'd without the leaſt alloy; 

Nor goſſip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 

Nor faintly ſpleen, durſt murmur at our jay, 
And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 

For why? there was but one great rule for all; 

To wit, that each ſhould work his own deſire, 
And eat, drink, ſtudy, ſlecp, as it may fall, 

Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre, 

And carol what unbid the muſes might inſpire. 


The rooms with coſtly tapeſtry were hung, 
Where was enwoven many a gentle tale, 
Such as of old the rural poets ſung, 

Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vals : 

Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, | 
Pour'd forth at large the ſweetly tortur'd heart; 
Or, ſighing tender paſſion, ſwell'd the gale, 
And tauglit charm'd echo to re ſound their ſmart; 


While flocks, uoods, ſtreams, around repoſe, and 


peace impart. 


Thoſe pleas d the moſt, where, by a cunning 

Depainted was the patriarchal age; hand, 

What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land, 

And paſtur'd on from verdant ſtage to ſtage, 

Where fields and fountains freſh could beſt 
engage. 

Toil was not then. Of nothing took they heed, 

But with wild beafis the ſylvan war to wage, 

And __ vaſt plains their herds and flocks to 
ecd : 

Bleſt ſons of Nature they! true golden age indeed! 


Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 
Bade the gay bloom of vernal landſcapes riſe, 
Or autumn's varied ſhades imbrown the walls: 
Now the black tempeſt ſtrikes th' aſtoniſh d 
eyes; 
Now b the ſteep the flaſhing torrent flies; 
The trembling ſun now plays o'er ocean blue, 
And now rude mountains frown amid the ſkies; 
e e Lorrain light- touch d with ſoft'ning 
ue. 
Or ſavage Roſa daſh'd, or learned Pouſſin drew, 


Each ſound too here to languiſhment inclin'd, 
Lull'd the weak-boſom, and induced caſe. 


Atrial 


It hung, and breath d ſuch ſoul-diſſolving airs, 


The liſt' ning heart forgot all duties and all cares. 


Full eaſily obtain d. Behoves no more, 


Whence, with juſt cauſe, the Harp of Eolus“ 


Wild warbling nature all, above the reach of art 


When flecp was coy, the bard in waiting there 


And muſic lent new gladneſs to the morning air 


Whence ſweeter grew our ſleep, ſecu 


As looſe on flow'ry beds all languiſhingly lay. 


which, when p 


Atrial muſic in the warbling wind, 
At diſtance riſing oft, by ſmall degrees 
Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the trees 


As did, alas! with ſoft perdition pleaſe : 
Entangled deep in its enchanting ſnares, 


A certain muſic, never known before, 
Here lull'd the penfive melancholy mind, | 


But ſidelong, to the gently-waving wind, 

To lay the well-tun'd inſtrument reclin'd; 
From which with airy flying fingers light, 
Beyond each mortal touch the moſt refin'd, 
The god of winds drew ſounds of deep delight: | 


it hight. 


Ah me! what hand can touch the firings fo fine? 

Who up the lofty diapaſon roll 

Such ſweer, ſuch fad, ſuch folemn airs divine, 

Then let them down again into the ſou}? 

Now riſing love they fann'd; now pleaſing dole 

They breath'd, in tender muſings, thro the 
heart ; 

And now a graver ſacred ſtrain they ſtole, 

As when fcraphic hands a hymn impart: 


Such the gay ſplendour, the luxurious ſtate 
Of caliphs old, who en the T'ygris' ſhore, 

In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, | ſtore; 
Held their bright court, where was of ladies 
And verſe, love, muſic ſtill the garland wore : 


Cheer'd the lone midnight with the Muſe's lore; 
Compoſing muſic bade his dreams be fair, 


Near the pavilions where we flepr, ſtill ran 


| Soft-tinkling ſtreams, and daſhing waters fell, 
And ſobbing breezes figh'd, and oft began | 


(So work'd the wizard )wint'ry ſtorms to ſwell, 
As heaven and earth they would together mel! : 
At doors and windows, threating, feem'd to 
call mY 
The demons of the tempeſt, growling fell, 
Yet the leaſt entrance found my none at all; 
e in maſſy hall. 


And hither Morpheus ſent his kindeſt dreams, 
Raiſing a world of gayer tinct and grace; 
O'er which were ſhadowy caſt clyhan gleams, 
That play'd in waving lights; from place to 
lace, | 
And ſhed a roſeate ſmile on nature's face. 
Not Tidiau's pencil e' er could fo array, 
So flecce with clouds, the pure ethercal ſpace ; 
Ne could it e'er ſuch melting forms diſplay, 


Boon MN. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 427 


No, fair illuſions! artful phantoms, no! 

My Muſe will not attempt your fairy-land : 
She has no colours that like you can glow 

To catch your vivid ſcenes too groſs her hand. 
But ſure it is, was ne'er a ſubtler band 

Than theſe ſame guilefvl angel- ſeeming ſprites, 
Who thus in dreams voluptuous, ſoft and bland, 
Pour'd all the Arabian heaven upon our nights, 


And bleſs'd them oft beſides with more retin'd 


delights. 5 ; 
They were, in ſooth, a moſt enchanting train, 
Ev'n feigning virtue; ſkilful to unite 
With evil good, and firew with pleaſure pain. 
But for thoſe fiends whom blood and broils 

delight, | . 
Who hurt the wretch, as if to hell outright, 
Down, down black gulphs, where ſullen waters 


fleep, | 
Or hold him clamb'ring all the fearful night 
On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep; 


They, till due time ſhould ſerve, were bid far 


hence to keep. 


Ye guardian ſpirits, to whom man is dear, 
From theſe foul demons ſhicld the midnight 
Angels of fancy and of love be near, [gloom : 
And o'er the blank of ſleep diffuse a bloom: 
Evoke the ſacred ſhades of Greece and Rome, 
And let them virtue with a look impart: 
But chief, awhile, oh lend us from the tomb 
Thoſe long-loſt friends for whom in love we 
ſmart, [ Heart. 


And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt woe the 


Or, are you ſportive ? Bid the morn of youth 
Riſe to new light, and beam afreſh the days 
Of innocence, ſimplicity, and truth, 
To cares eſtrang'd, and manhood's thorny ways. 
What tranſport, to retrace our boyiſh plays, 
Our eaſy bliſs, when each thing joy ſupplied ; 
The woods, the mountains, and the warbling 
maze | [ wide, 
Of the wild brooks !—But, fondly wand' ring 


My Muſe, reſume the taſk that yet doth thee abide 


One great amuſement of our houſchold was, 
In a huge cryſtal magic globe to ſpy, 

Still as you turn'd it, all things that do paſs 
Upon this ant-hill carth ; where conſtantly 
Of idly buſy men the reſtleſs fry. 

Run buſtling to and fro with fooliſh haſte, 

In ſearch of pleaſures vain that from them fly, 
Or which obtain'd the caitiffs dare not taſte : 


When nothingis enjoy d, can there be greaterwaſte? 


Of Vanity the mirror this was call d: 

Here you a muckworm of the town might ſee 
At his dull deſk, amid his ledgers ſtall'd, 
Eat up with carking care and penurie ; 

Mot like to carcaſe pitch'd on gallows-tree. 
„A penny ſaved is a penny got; 


E 


* This is not an imagination of the author ; there being in fact ſuch an inſtrument, oalled Tolus“s Harp, 


laced againſt a little ruſhing or current of air, produces the effect here deſcribed. 


+ The Arabian caliphs had poets among the officers of their court, whole office it was to do wha: is here 
mentioned. : : , 
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And make new tire ſome parties for the coming 


r eee ranger Re x renfortnd, oy ene nn nes 
: 
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Firm to this ſcoundrel· maxim keepeth he, 
Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 
Till it has quench'd his fire, and baniſhed his pot. 


Straight from the filth of this low grub, behold ! 
Comes flutt ring forth a gaudy ſpendthrift heir, 
All glofly gay, enamell d all with gold, 
The hilly tenant of the ſummer air, 
In folly loſt, of nothing takes he care; 
Pimps, lawyers, ſtewards, harlots, flatterers vile, 
And thievingtradeſmen him among them ſhare 
His father's ghoſt from limbo-lake, the while, 
Sees this, which more damnation docs upon him 
pile. | 


Thus globe pourtray'd the race of learned men, 
Still at their books, and turning oer the page 
Backwards and forwards: oft they ſnatchthepen, 
As if inſpir d „and in a Theſpian rage; 
Then wxite and blot, as would your ruthengage. 
Why, Authors, all this ſcrawl and ſcribbling 
; ſore, 
To loſe the preſent, gain the future age, 
Praiſed to be when you can hear no more, 
And much enrich'd with fame when uſcleſs 
worldly ſtore. ; 


Then would a ſplendid city riſe to view, 
With carts, and cars, and coaches roaring all. 
Wide pour d abroad behold the giddy crew: 
See how they daſh along from wall to wall ! 
At ev'ry door, hark, how they thund'ring call! 
Good Lord ! what can this giddy rout excite ? 
Why, on each other with fell tooth to fall; 
A neighbour's fortune, fame, or peace to blight, 


night. 
The puzzling ſons of party next appear'd, 
In dark cabals and nightly juntos met; { rear'd 
And now they whiſper'd cloſe, now ſhrugging 
The important ſhoulder; then, as if to get 
Newlight, their twink ling eyes were inward ſer. 
No ſooner Lucifer “ recals affairs, 
Than forth they various ruſh in mighty fret 
When, lo! puth'd up to power, and crown'd 
their cares, [ ſtairs. 
zn comes another ſet, and Kicketh them down 


Bur what moſt ſhew'd the vanity of liſe, 

Was to behold the nations all on fire, 

In cruel broils engag'd, and deadly frrife : 

Moſt Chriſtian kings, enflam'd by black defire! 

With honourable ruffians in their hire, 

Cauſe war to rage, and blood around to pour: 

Of this fad work when each begins to tire, 

Theyſit them down juſt where they were before, 
Till for pew ſccues of wee peace ſhall thelr fore | 

reſtore. 


To gumber up the thouſands dwelling here, 
An uſcleſs were, and cke an endleſs taſk; 
Prom kings, and thoſe who at the helm -ppear, 

To gyfffics brown in ſummer-glades h baſk. 
Yea many à man, perdic, I could unmaſk, 
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With tape tied traſh, and ſuits of fools that aſk 
For place or penſion, laid in decent ro-; 
But theſe I paſſen by,with nameleſs numbers moe. 


Of all the gentle tenants of the place, 

There was a man of ſpecial grave remark : 

A certain tender gloom o'erſ{pread his face, 

Penſive, not fad, in thought involv'd not dark. 

As ſooth this man could fing as morning lark, 

And teach the nobleſt 8 of the heart; 

But theſe his talents were yburied ſtark; 

Of the fine ſtores he nothing would impart, 
Which or boon nature gave, or nature- painting arc. 


To noon-tide ſhades incontinent he ran, 
Where purls thebrook with ſleep-inviting ſound. 
Or when Dan Sol to ſlope his wheels began, 
Amid the broom he baſk d him on the ground, 
Where the wild thymeand camomile are found: 
There would he linger, till the lateſt ray 

Of light fat trembling on the welkin's bound 
Then homeward thro'thetwilight ſhadows tray, 


Sauntering and flow, So had he paſſed many a 
day, 


Yet not in thougbtleſs ſlumber were they pat 
For oft the heavenly fire that lay conceal'd 
Beneath the ſleeping embers, mounted faſt, 
And all its native light anew reveal'd : 

Oft has hetravers'd the cœrulean field, [wind, 
And mark'd the clouds that drove before the 
Ten thouſand glorious ſyſtems would he build, 
Ten thouſand great ideas fill'd his mind; 

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace 
behind. 


With him was ſometimes join'd in ſilent walk 

(Profoundly ſilent, for they never ſpoke) 

One ſhyer ſtill, who quite deteſted talk : 

Oft, ſtung by ſpleen, at once away he broke 

Togroves of pine. and broad o'crſhadowing oak; 

J here, inly thrill'd, he wander'd all alone, 

And on himſelf his penſive fury wroke, 

Ne ever utter'd word, ſave when firſt ſhone 

The glittering ſtar of eve“ Thank heaven! th 
& day is done.“ | 

Here lurch'd a wretch who had not crept abroad 

For forty years, ne face of mortal ſeen ; 

In chamber b;ooding like a loathly toad: 

And ſure his linen was not very clean. 

Thro' ſecret loop-holes, that had praftis'd been 

Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took ; 

Unkempt, and rough, of ſqualid face and micn, 

Our caſtle's thame ! whence, from his filthy 
nook, | | 

Ve drove the villain out for fitter lair ta look. 


One day there chanc'd into theſe halls to rove 
A joyous youth, who took you at firſt ſight; 
Him the wild ware of pleaſure hither drove, 
Before the ſprightly tempeſt toſſing light: 
Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 

Of ſocial glee, and wit humane tho' keen, 
Turning the night to day and day to night : 
For him the merry bells had rung, I weeu, 


-” Whekk tuck and table mae à folemn ſhow, If in this fxv04 of quiet bells had ever been 
4 | The Moraing Star, | 


Yor 
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But not een pleaſure to exceſs is good: 

What moſt elates then ſinks the Ful as low: 

When ſpring- tide joy pours in with copious flood, 

The higher ſtill the exulting billows flow, 

The farther back again they flagging go, 

And leave us groveling on the dreary ſhore : 

Taught by this ſon of joy, we found it fo; 

Who, whilſt he ſtaid, kept in a gay uproar 

Our madden'd caſtle all, the abode of ſleep no 

more. 

As when in prime of June a burniſh'd fly 

Sprung from the meads, o'er which he ſweeps 
along, 


Cheer'd by the breathing bloom and vital ky, 


Tunes up amid theſe airy halls his ſong, 

Soothing at firſt the gay repoſing throng : 

And oft he fips their bowl ; or nearly drown'd, 

He, thence recovering, drives their beds among, 

And ſcares their tender ſleep, with tromp pro- 
found; | 


Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round, 


Another gueſt there was, of ſenſe refin'd, 
Who felt each worth, for ev'ry worth he had, 
Serene yet warm, humane yet firm his mind, 
As little touch'd as any man's with bad; 

Him thro” their inmoſt walks the Muſes lad, 
To him the ſacred love of nature lent, 


And ſometimes would he make our valley glad; 


Whenas we found he would not here be pent, 
To him the better fort this friendly meſſage ſent: 


« Come dwell with us! true ſon of virtue, 
„ come! 

« But if, alas] we cannot thee perſuade 

« To ly content beneath our peaceful dome, 

Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade; 

« Yet when at laſt thy toils but ill apaid 

« Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly 
{« ſpark, N 

« Thou wilt be glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 

There to indulge the muſe, and nature mark: 

We _ > for thee will rear in Hagley 
«© Park,” 


Here whilom ligg'd th' Eſopus of the age; 
. But call'd by fame, in foul ypricked deep, 

A noble pride reſtor'd him to the ſtage, 

And rous'd him hke a giant from his fleep. 
Even from his ſlumbers we advantage reap : 
With double force the enliven'd ſcene he wakes, 
Yet quits not nature's bounds. He knows to 

keep 


Each due decorum : now the heart he ſhakes, | 


And now with well-urg'd ſenſe the enlighten'd 
judgment takes. | 


A bard here dwellt, more fat than bard beſeems; | 


Whof, void of envy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
On virtue ſtill, and nature's pleaſing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated ſtrain : 

The world forſaking with a calm diſdain, 
Here laugh'd he careleſs in his eaſy ſeat : 
Here quaff d encircled with the joyous tram, 


Mr. Quin, 


+ The following liges of this ſtanza were writ by a friend of the author, 
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Oft moraliſing ſage : his ditty ſweet 

| He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 
Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod, 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote eſpy« 

A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 
Was one I chiefly mark'd among the fry; 
He had a roguiſh twinkle in his eye, 

And ſhone all glittering with ungodly dew, 
If a tight damſel chanc'd to trippen by; 
Which when obſerv'd, he ſhrunk into his mew, 

And ſtraight would recolle& his piety anew. 


Nor be forgot a tribe, who minded nought 
(Old inmates of the place) but ſtate affairs: 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought; 
And on their brow ſat every nation's cares : 
The world by them is parcell'd out in ſhares, 
When in the Hall or Smoke they congreſs hold, 
And the ſage berry ſun-burnt Mocha bears 
Has clear'd their inward eye: then ſmoke- 
enroll'd, _ : | 
Their oracles break forth myſterious as of old. 


Here languid beauty kept her pale-fac'd court ; 
Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 

From every quarter hither made reſort ; 
Where, from groſs mortalcare and buſineſs free, 
They lay, pour'd out in eaſe and luxury. 

Or ſhould they a vain ſhew of work aſſume, 
Alas! and well-a-day ! what can it be? 

To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal bloom : 
But far is caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning- wheel, and loom. 


Their only labour was to kill the time: 

And labour dire it is, and weary woe. 
They fir, they loll, turn o'er ſome idle rhyme * 
Then riſing ſudden, to the glaſs they go, 
Or ſaunter forth, with tottering ſtep and flow ; 
This ſoon too rude an exerciſe they find 
Straightonthecouchtheirlimbs again theythrow, 
Where hours on hours they fighingly reclin'd, 

And court the vapoury god ſoft-breathing in the 


wind. 


+ Now muſt I mark the villany we found, 
But ah! too late, as ſhall eftſoons be ſhewn. 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground; 
W here ſtill our inmates, when unpleaſing 

| en, | 
Diſeas'd and loathſome, privily were thrown. |. 
Far from the light of heaven, they languiſh d 

Uxpitied, uttermg _ a bitter groan; ¶ there 
For of thoſe wretches taken was no care: | were. 

Fierce fiends, and hags of hell, their only nurſes 


Alas | the change! from ſcenes of joy and reſt, 
To this dark den, where ſickneſs toſs d alway. 
Here Lethargy, with deadly ſleep oppreft, 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty lubbard, lay, 
 Heaving his ſides, and ſnored night and day; 
To ftir him from his trance-it was not cath, 

And his half-open'd eyne he ſhut ftraightway: 
He led, I wot, the ſofteſt way to death, 

And taught age pain and ſtrife to yield the 

breat a > N 


* 


Of 
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Of limbs enormous, but withal unſound, 
Soft-ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſy : 
Unweildy man ; with belly monſtrous round, 
For ever fed with watery fupply ; 
For ſtill he drank, and yer he ſtill was dry. 
And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 
Mother of ſpleen, in robes of various dye, 
Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit; 
And ſome her frantic deem'sd, and ſome her 


A lady proud ſhe was, of ancient blood, 
Vet oft her fear her pride made crouchen low: 
She felt, er fancied in her — mœod, 
All the diſeaſes which the ſpittles know, 
And ſought all phyſic which the ſhops beſtow, 
And ſtill new leachesand new drugs would try, 
Her humour ever wavering to and fro: | cry, 
For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes 
Then ſudden waxed wroth ; and ail ſhe knew not 
why. | 
Faſt by her fide a liſtleſs maiden pin'd, [ings; 
With aching head, and ſqucamiſh heart-burn- 
Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſeemꝭd to hate mankind, 
Yet lov'd in ſecret all forbidden things. 
And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling wings, 
The ſleepleſs gout here counts the crowing 
cocks, - 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a ſerpent ſtings; 
Whilſt apoplexy cramm'd intemp'rance knocks 
Down to the ground at once, as butcher fellethox. 


CANTO II. 


The Knight of Arts and Iaduſtry, 
And his atchievements fair 3 
- That, by this caftle's overthrow, 
Secur d ang crowned were. 
ESC APD the caſtle of the fire of fin, 
Ah ! where ſhall I fo ſweet a dwelling find ? 
For all around, without, and all within, 
Nothing ſave what delightful was and kind, 
Of ſavouring and a tender mind, 
E'er roſe to view. But now another ſtrain, 
Of doleful note, alas! remains behind: 
I now muſt ſing of pleaſure turn d to pain,, 
And of the falſe inchanter Indolence complain. 


Is there no to protect the Muſe, 

And fence for her Parnaſſus barren foi! ? 

To every labour its reward accrucs, | 

And are ſure of bread who fink and moil; 

But a fell tribe the Aonian hive deſpoil, 

As ruthleſs waſps oft rob the painful bee: 
Thus while the laws not guard that nobleſt toil, 

Ne for the Muſes other mecd decree, 


They praiſed are alone, and ſtarve right merrily. 


I care not, Fortune, what you me deny: 
You cannot rob me of free nature's grace; 
You cannot ſhut the windows of the ſky, 
Thro which Aurora ſhews her bright'ning face; 
Lou cannot bar my conſtant feet to trace 

The woods and lawns, by living ſtream, at eve: 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 

And I their toys to the great children leave : 


Of fancy, treaſon, virtue, nought can me bereave. 
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Come then, my Muſe, and raiſe a bolder ſong; 

Come, lig no more upon the bed of ſloth, 

Dragging the lazy languid line along, 

Fond to 3 but ſtill to finiſh loth; 

Thy half-writ ſcrolls all eaten by the nioth : 

Ariſe, and fing that generous imp of fame, 

Who with the ſons of ſoftneſs nobly wroth, 

To ſweep away this human lumber came, 

Or in a choſen few to rouſe the lumbering flame. 


In Fairy-land there liv'd a knight of old, 
Of feature ſtern, Sclvagio yclep'd ; 
A rough unpolith'd man, robuſt and bold, 
But wondrous poor: he neither fow'd nor 
reap'd, 

Ne ftores in ſummer for cold winter heap'd ; 
In hunting all his days away he wore; 
Now ſcorch'd by Junc, now in November ſteep'd, 
Now pinch'd by biting January ſore, 

He ſtill in woods purſued the libbard and the boar: 


As he one morning, long before the dawn, 
Prick'd thro! the foreſt to diſlodge his prey, 
Deep in the winding boſom of a lawn, Cray, 
With wogd wild-friag'd, he mark'd a taper's 
That from the beating rain, and wint'ry fray, * 
Did to a lonely cot his ſteps decoy ; 

There, ug'to earn the needments of the day, 
He found Aame Poverty, nor fair nor coy : 


Her he compreſs d, and filt'd her with a luſty boy. 


Amid the green-wood ſhade this boy was bred, - 
And grew at laſt a knight of muchel fame, 
Of active mind and vigorous luſtyhed, 

The Knight of Arts and Induſtry by name. 
Earth was his bed,the boughs his roof did frame; 
He knew no beverage but the flowing ſtream; 
His taſteful well-earn'd food the ſylvan game, 
Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands 

teem; . 

The ſame to him glad ſummer, or the winter breme. 


So paſs'd his youthly morning, void of care, 

Wild as the colts that thro' the commons run: 

For him no render parents troubled were, 

He of the foreſt ſeem'd to be the ſon; 

And certes had been utterly undone, 

But that Minerva pity of him took, 

With all the gods that love the rural wonne, 

That teach to tame the ſoil and rule the crook; 
Ne did the ſacred Nine diſdain a gentle look. 


Of fertile genius him they nurtur'd well, 

In ev'ry ſcience, and in ev'ry art, [cel, 
By which mankind the thoughtleſs brutes ex- 
That can or uſe, or joy, or grace impart, 
Diſcloſing all the pow'rs of head and heart: 
Ne were the goodly exerciſes ſpar'd, 

That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert, 
And mix elaſtic force with firmneſs hard: 
Was never knight on ground mote be with him 

compar d. 8 | 
Sometimes, with early morn, he mounted gay 
The hunter-ſteed, exulting o'er the dale, 
And drew the roſcate breath of orient day; 


Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale, 


Yclad 


Velad in ſteel, and bright with burniſh'd mail, 
He ftrain'd the bow, or toſs d the ſounding ſpear, 
Or darting on the goal outſtripp'd the gale, 
Or whecel'd the chariot iu its mid carcer, 
Or ſtrenuous wreſtled hard with many a tough 
compcer. 


At other times he pry'd thro! nature's ſtore, 
Whate'er ſhe in th' ethereal round contains, 
Whate'er ſhe hides beneath her verdaut floor, 
The vegetable and the mineral reigns ; [ mains, 
Or elſe he ſcann'd the globe, thoſe ſinall do- 
Where reſtleſs mortals ſuch a turmoil keep, 
Its ſeas, its floods, its monntains, and its-plains, 
But more he ſcarch'd the mind, and rous d 
from ſleep 
Thoſe moral ſeeds whence we heroic actions reap. 


Nor would he ſcorn to ſtoop from high purſuits 


Of heavenly truth, and practiſe what ſhe taught. 


Vain 3s the tree of knowledge without fruits, 
Sometimes in hand the ſpade or plough he 
caught, 5 
Forth- calling all with which boon earth is 
Sometimes he plied the ſtrong mechanic tool, 
Or rear'd the fabric from the fineſt draught ; 
And oft he put himſelf ro Neptune's ſchiool, 
Fighting with winds and waves on the vex'd 
ocean pool, | 


To ſolace then theſe rougher toils, he tried 
To touch the kindling canvas into life ; 
' With nature his creating pencil vied, 
With nature joyous at the mimic ſtrife ; 
Or, to ſuch ſhapes as grac'd Pygmalion's wife 
He hew'd the marble; or with varied fire, 
He rous'd the trumpet and the martial fie, 
Or bade the lute ſweet tenderneſs in{pire, | lvre. 
Or verſes fram'd that well might wake Apollo's 


Accompliſh'd thus he from the woods iſſued, 
Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize ; 
The work which long he in his breaſt had 
brew'd, 
Now to perform he ardent did deviſe ; 
To wit, a barbarous world to civilize. 
Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild; 
Nought to be ſeen but favage wood and ſkies; 
No cities nouriſhed arts, no culture fmil'd, 
No government, no laws, no gentle manners mild. 


A rugged wight, the worſt of brutes, was man: 
On his own wretched kind he ruthleſs prey'd: 

The ſtrongeſt ſtill the weakeſt over-ran ; 

In ev'ry country mighty robbers ſway d, 

And guile and ruffian force were all their trade. 

Life was a ſcene of rapine, want, and woe; 

Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made 

To ſwear, he would the raſcal rout o erthrow, 
For, by the pow'rs divine, it ſhould no more be ſo! 


It would exceed the purport of my ſong, 
To ſay how this beſt fun from err = 
Came beaming life and beauty all along, 
Before him chacing indolence and crimes. 
Still as he paſs'd, the nations he ſublimes, 


£ 
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[fraught ; } 


And calls forth arts and virtues with his ray : 
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Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, their golden 


Succeſſive, had; but now inruins gray times, 


They ly, to ſlaviſh flak and tyranny a prey. 


To crown his toils, Sir Induſtry then ſpread 

The ſwelling fail, and made for Britain's coaſt. 

A ſylvan life tilt then the natives led, 

In the brown ſhades and greenwcod foreſt loft, 

All careleſs rambling where it lik d them maſt: 

Their wealth the wild- deer bouncing thro' the 

lade: | 

They lodg'd at large, and liv'd at nature's coft; 

Save ſpear and bow, withouten other aid; 
Vet not the Roman ſteel their naked breaſt diſ- 

may d. 

He 1:'d the foil, he lik'd the clement ſkies, 

II. L.k'd the verdant hills and flow'ry plains, 

e this my great, my choſen iſle (he cries) ; 

This, whilft my labours Liberty ſuſtains, 

This queen of ocean all aſſault diſdains. 

Nor I:ke'd he leſs the genius of the land, 

To freedom apt and perſevering pains : 

Mild to obey, and gen'rous to command, 
Temper'd by — heaven with kindeſt firmeſt 

hand. | 


Here, by degfttcs, his maſter-work aroſe, 

Wherever arts and induſtry can frame; 
Whatever finiſh'd agriculture knows, 

Fair queen of arts ! fromheaven itſelf who came, 

When Eden flourifh'd in unſpotted fame. 

And ſtill with her ſweet innocence we find 

And tender peace, and joys without a name, 

That, while they raviſh, rranquillize the mind, 
Nature and art at once, delight and uſe combin'd. 


Then towns he quicken'd by mechanic arts, 
And bade the fervent city glow with toll ; 
Bade ſocial commerce raiſe renowned marts, 
Join land to land, and marry foil to foil, 
Unite the poles, and without bloody ſpoik 
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous ſtores; 
Or, ſhould deſpotie rage the world embroil, 
Bade tyrants tremble on remoteſt ſhores; ¶ roars. 
While o'er th' encircling deep Britannia's thunder 


The drooping Muſes then he weſtward call'd, 
From the fam'd city * by Proponnic fea, 
What time the Turk the enfeebled Grecian 
thrall'd; free, 
Thence from their cloiſter'd walks he ſet them 
And brought them to another Caſtalie, | 
Where Iſis many a famous nourſling breeds; 
Or where old Cam ſoft paces o'er the lee 
In penſive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, 
The whilſ his flocks at large the lonely ſhepherd 
feeds. 


Yet the fine arts were what he finiſh'd leaſt. 
For why ? they are the quinteſſence of all; _ 
The growth of labouring time, and flow en- 
creaſt ; A 
Unleſs, as ſeldom chances, it ſhould fall, 
That mighty patrons the coy fiſters call 
Up to the ſunſhine of uncumber'd eaſe, [thrall, 
Where no rude care the mounting thought may 


bo Conſtauti nople. 


And 
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And where they nothing have to do but pleaſe a 
Ahl gracious God! thou know'ſt they aſk no 
other fees. 


But now, alas! we live too late in time: 
Our patrons now even grudge that little claim, 
Except to ſuch as fleek the ſocthing rhyme ; 
And yet, forſooth, they wear Mæcenas name: 
Poor ſons of puft-up vanity, not fame. 
Unbroken ſpirits cheer ! ſtill, ſtill remains 
The eternal patron, Liberty; whoſe flame, 
While ſhe protects, inſpires the nobleſt trains. 
The beſt, and ſweeteſt far, are toil-created gair.s. 
Whenas the knight had fram'd in Britain-land 
A matchleſs form of glorious government, 
In which the ſovereign laws 3 command, 
Laws ſtabliſh'd by the public free conſent, 
Whoſe majeſty is to the ſceptre lent; 
When this great plan, with each dependent arrt, 
Was ſettled firm, and to his heart's content, 
Then ſought he from the toilſome ſcene to part, 
And let life's vacant eve breathe quiet thro' the 
heart. 


For this he choſe a farm in Deva's vale, 
Where his long alleys peep'd upon the main 
In this calm ſeat he drew the healthful gale, 
Here mix d the chief, the patriot, and the ſwain. 
The happy monarch of his ſylvan train, 
Here, ſided by the guardians of the fold, 
He walk'd his rounds, and cheer'd his bleſt 
domain : 
His days, the days of unſtain'd nature, roll'd, 
Replete with peace and joy, like patriarchs of old. 
Witneſs; ye lowing herds, who gave him milk; 
Witneſs, ye flocks, whoſe wooly veſtments far 
Exceed ſoft India's cotton, or her filk; [car, 
Witneſs, with autumn charg'd, the nodding 
That homeward came beneath ſweet evening's 
Or of September moons the radiance mild. { tar. 
O hide thy head, abominable war ! 

Of crimes and ruffian idleneſs the child 
From heaven this life yſprung, from hell thy 
glories wild! a f 
Nor from his deep retirement baniſh'd was 

The amuſing care of rural induſtry. | 
Still, as with grateful change the ſeaſons paſs, 
New ſcenes ariſe, new landſcapes ſtrike the eye, 
And all the enliven'd country beautify : 
Gay plains extend where marſhes ſlept before; 
Oer recent meads the exulting ſtreamlets fly; 
Dark frowning heaths grow bright with Ceres 
: ſtore; [ ſhore. 
And woods embrown the fteep, or wave along the 


As nearer to his farm you made approach, 
He poliſh'd nature with a finer hand: 
et on her beauties durſt not art encroach; 
Tis art's alone theſe beautics to expand. 
I graceful dance immingled, o'er the land, 
Pans, Pales, Flora, and Pomona play'd : 
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ſtray d. 


But in prime vigor what can laſt for ay ? 
That ſoul-enfeebling wizard Indolence, 
I whilom ſung, wrought in his works decay: 
Spread far and wide was his curs'd influence; 
Of public virtue much he dull'd the ſenſe, 
Even much of private; ate our ſpirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious vices ; whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lout ; 
Not, as old fame reports, wiſe, generous, bold, 
and ſtout, 


A rage of pleaſure madden'd ev'ry breaſt, 
Down to the loweſt lees the ferment ran : 
To his licentious wiſh each muſt be bleſs'd, 
With joy be fever'd ; ſnatch it as he can. 
Thus vice the ſtandard rear'd ; her arrier-ban 
Corruption call'd, and loud ſhe gave the word, 
Mind, mind yourſelves! why ſhould the 
„ vulgar man, | 
© The lacquey be more virtuous than his lord? 
Enjoy this ſpan of life ! tis all the gods afford.” 
The tidings reach'd to where, in quiet hall, 
The good old knight enjoy'd well-earn'd repoſe. 
„Come, come, Sir Knight | thy children on 
« thee call; | | 
« Come, fave us yet, ere ruin round us cloſe ; 
« The demon Indolence thy toil o'erthrows.” 
On this the noble colour ſtain'd his cheeks, 
Indignant, glowing thro” the whitening ſnows 
Of venerable eld; his eye full ſpeaks ¶ breaks. 
His ardent ſoul, and from his couch at once he 


J will (he cricd), ſo help me, God! deſtroy 
T hat villain Archimage.--Hispage then ftraight 
He to him call'd, a fery-footed boy, 
Benempt Diſpatch. © My fteed be at the gate, 
« My bard attend; quick, bring the net of Fate.” 
This net was twiſted by the ſiſters three; 
Which when once caſt o'er karden'd wretch, 
too late N 

Repentance comes: replevy cannot be 

From the ſtrong iron graſp of rengeful deſtiny. 
He came, the bard, a little druid wight, 
Of wither'd aſpect; but his eye was keen, 
With ſweetneſs mix'd, In ru fer brown bedight, 
As 3s his fiſter in the copſes green *, 
He crept along, unpromiſing of mien. 
Groſs he who judges ſo. His ſoul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon azure ſheen. 


% 


Dwells in the mind: all elſe is vanity and glare. 


Come (quoth the knight), a voice has reach'd 
mine car: ; 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow 
To all that to mankind is good and dear: 
Come, Philomelus; let us inſtant go, 
O'erturn his bowers, and lay his caſtle low. 
Thoſe men, thoſe wretched men, who will be 


Here too, briſk gales the rude wild common 0 
fann d | : 


» 


ſlaves, 


* The N ghtingale, 


Muſt 


Amid the flaw'ring brakes each coyer creature 


True comclineſs, which nothing can impair, 
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Muſt drink a bitter wrathful cup of woe : 


But ſome there be, thy ſong, as from their graves, 


Shall raiſe. Thrice happy he ! who without ri- 
gour ſaves. | 


Iſſuing forth, the knight beſtrode his ſteed, 

Of ardent bay, and on whoſe front a tar 

Shone blazing bright : ſprung from the gene- 

rous breed | 

Thar whirl of active day the rapid car, 

He pranc'd along, diſdainipy gate or bar. 

Meanrime, the bard on milk-white palfrey rode; 

An honeſt fober beaſt, that did not mar 

His meditations, but full ſoftly trode : 
And much they moraliz'd as thus yfere they yode. 


They talk'd of virtue, and of human bliſs; 

What elle ſo fit for man to ſettle well? 

And ſtill their long reſearches met in this, 

This truth of truths, which nothing can _refel: 

« From virtue's fount the pureſt joys out-well, 

« Sweet rills of thought that cheer the con- 
% ſcjous foul ; 


« While vice pours forth the troubled ſtreams 


of hell, 
«© Thewhich, howe'erdiſguis'd, at laſt with dole 
Will through the tortur'd breaſt their kery 
* torrent roll.“ 


At length it dawn'd, that fatal valley gay, 
O'er which high wood-crown'd hills their ſum- 
mits rear. : 
On the cool height a while our palmers ſtay, 
And ſpite even of themſelves their ſenſes cheer: 
Then to thewizard's wonne their ſteps they ſteer. 
Like a green ifle, it broad beneath them ſpread, 
With gardens round, and wandering currents 
clear, 
And tufted groves to ſhed the meadow-bed, 
Sweet airs and ſong: and without hurry all ſeem' d 
glad. ä | | 


« AsGod ſhall judge me, knight, we muſt for- 
(The half-enraptur'd Philomelus cried) | give 
© The frail good man deluded here to live, 
% And in theſe groves his muſing fancy hide. 
% Ah! novght is pure. It cannot be denied, 
That virtue ſtill tome tincture has of vice, 
And vice of virtue. What ſhould then betide, 
But that our charity be not too nice ? 

* Come, let us thoſe we can to real bliſs entice.” 


« 


« Ay, ſicker (quoth the knight) all fleſh is frail, |- 


To pleaſant fin and joyous dalliance bent; 
« But let not brutiſh vice of this avail, | 
« And think to ſcape deſerved puniſhment.. 
« Juſtice were cruel weakly to relent; 
« From mercy's ſelf ſhe got her ſacred glaive: 
4 Grace be to thoſe who can, and will repent ; 
« But penance long, and dreary, to the flave, 
« Who muſt in floods of fire his groſs foul ſpirit 


« lave,”” 


Thus, halding high diſcourſe, theycame towhere 
The curſed carle was at his wonted trade; 
Still tempting heedleſs men into his ſnare, 


* A Gladiator, who made uſe of a Net, which he threw over his adverſary. 


* 
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In witching wiſe, as I before have ſaid. 
But when he ſaw, in goodly geer array d, 
The grave majeſtic knight approaching nigh, 
And by his fide the bard fo ſage and ſtaid, 
His count"nance fell; yet oft his anxious eye 


Mark'd them, like wily fox who rooſted cock 


doth ſpy. 


Nathleſs, with feign'd reſpect, he bade give back 
The rabble- rout, and welcom'd them full kind; 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not ſlack 
His orders to obey, and fall behind. 
Then he reſum'd his ſong; and unconfin'd 
Povr'd all his muſic, ran thro' all his ſtrings: 
With magic duſt their eyne he tries to blind, 
And virtue's tender airs oe'r nature flings, 
What pity baſe his ſong who ſo divinely fings } 
Elate in thought, he counted them his own, 
They liſten'd fo intent with fix'd delight: 
But they inſtead, as if tranſmew'd to ſtone, 
Marvel'd he could with ſuch ſweet art unite 
The lights and ſhades of manners, wrong and 
right. 5 
Meantime, the filly crowd the charm devour, 
Wide preſſing to the gate. Swift on the knight 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower, 
Who back'ning ſhunn'd his touch, for well 
knew its power. 


As in throng amphitheatre of old, 

The wary -Retiarius * trapp'd his foe; 

Ev'n fo the knight, returning on hun bold, 
At once involv'd him in the net of woe, 
Whereof I mention made not long ago. 
Enrag'd at firſt, he ſcorn'd fo weak a jail, 
And leap'd, and flew, and flounced to and fro; 
But when he found that nothing could avail, 


} 


| He fat him felly down, and gnaw'd his bitter nail. 


Alarm'd, the inferior demons of the place 

Rais'd rueful ſhrieks and hideous yells around; 

Black ſtormy clouds deform'd the welkin's face, 

And from beneath was heard a wailing ſound, 

As of infernal ſprights in cavern bound; 

A ſolemn ſadneſs ev'ry creature ſtrook, 

And lightnings flaſh'd, and horror rock'd the 

ground ; ' - [miſh'd look, 

Huge crowds on crowds out-pour'd with ble- 

As if _ time's laſt verge this frame of things had 
100k. | 


Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was yſpent, 
Steam'd from rhe jaws of vex'd Avernus hole, 
And huſh'd the hubbub of the rabblement, 
Sir Induftry the firſt calm moment ſtole: 

„ There muſt (he cried) amid fo vaſt a ſhoal 
« Be ſome who are not tainted at the heart, 
„Not poiſon'd quite by this ſame villain's 


« bowl : 5 „ 
« Come then, my bard, thy 3 fire im- 
« Touch foul with ſoul, till forth the latent 


I ſplrit ſtart r: * 
The bard obey'd; and taking from his ſide, 


| Where it in ſeemly fort depending hu g- 


Ff His 


- 
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His Britiſh barp, its ſpeaking firings he tried, 
The which with ſkilful touch he defſly ſtrung. 
Till riokling in clear ſymphony they rung. 
Then, as he felt the Muſes come along, 
Light o'er the cords his raptur'd hand! flung, 
And play'd a prelude to his riſing ſong 


The whilf, like midnight mute, ten thouſands 


round him throng. 


Thus ardent burſt his Grain 
«© Ye hapleſs race, 
& Dire-labouring here to {mother reaſon's ray, 


% That lights our Maker's image in our face, 


% And gives us wide o'er carth, unqueſtion d 
{way 3 | 

* What is the ador'd Supreme Perfection, ſay ? 
* What, but eternal never-reſting ſoul, 

% Almighty power, and all-directing day; 


L ve By whom earch atom ſtirs, the planets roll 5 


Who fills, farrounds, informs, and agitates 
« the whole! 


« Come, to the beaming God your hearts un- 
« fold! | | 


e Draw from its fountain life ! Tis thence alone 


* We can excel. Up from unfeel!mg mold. 

„ To ſeraphs burning round the Almighty's 
| tt throne, | 

% Life rifing ſtill on life, in higher tone, 


Perfection forms, and with perfection bliſs. | 


% In univerſal nature this clear ſhewn, 

% Not needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis, 

To prove the beauteous world excels the brute 
„ abyls. 


« Ts not the field, with lively culture green, 
% A joyous fight more than the green morals ? 


% Do not the Kies, with active ether clean, 


« And fann'd by ſprightly zephyrs, far ſur- 
4 paſs [ maſs, 
„The foul November-fogs, and ſlumb'rous 


„ With which fad Nature veils ber drooping 


« face? | Saal, 

* Does not the mountain-ſtrcam, as clear as 

% Gay dancing on, the putrid pool diſgrace ? 

The fame in all holds true, but chief in hu- 
„man race. 


« Tt was not by vile loitering in caſe 
% That Greece obtain d the brighter palm of art; 
That ſoft vet ardent Athens learn'd to pleaſe, 


To keen the wit, and to ſublime the heart, 


In all fupreme ! complete in every part! 

% Tt was not thence majeſtic Rome aroſe, 

„% And oer the nations ſhook, her conquering 
| « dart: 

© For fluggard's brow the laurel never. grows; 
Renown is not the child of iadolent repoſe, 


% Had unambitious mortals minded nought, 
« But in looſe joy their time to wear away; 


% Had they alone the lap of dalliance ſought, 


1 Plezs'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, | 


v r 


« Rude nature 's ſtate had been our ſtate to- 
44 gay; | 


No cities e er their tow'ry fronts had rais'd, 


* Ne arts kad made us opulent und gay; 
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« With brother-brutes the human race had 
«Korazd; 


None e'er had toar'd to fame, none honour's 


&© been, none prais'd. 
« Great Homer's ſong had never fir'd the breaſt 


To thirſt of glory, and heroic deeds; 
Sweet Maro's muſe, ſunk in mglorious reſt, 
Had filent flept amid the Mincian reeds : 
«© The wits on 
_ « heads, 

And monkiſh legends been their only ſtrains : 
„Our Mitton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, 
„Our Shakeſpeare ftroll'd and laugh'd with 

„Warwick ſwains; [ plains. 
Ne had my maſter Spenſer charm'd his Mulla's 


Dumb too had been the ſage hiſtoric muſe, 

« And periſh'd all the fons of ancient fame; 

© Thote ſtarry lights of virtue, that diffuſe 

Through the dark depth of time their vivid 
« flame, | 


« Had all beervloſt with ſucks have no name. 


- 
* 


© Who then had ſcorn'd his caſe for other's. 


© good ? 
«© Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame 
« Who in the public breach devoted ſtood, 
And for his country's cauſe been prodigal of 
& blood ? . 


4 


Rut ſhould to fame your hearts unfecling be, 


„% If tight I read, you pleaſure all require: 


„Then hear how beſt may be obtain'd this 


« fee, 
„How beſt enjoy'd this nature's wide deſire. 
„% Toil, and be glad ! let induſtry inſpire 
« Into ybur quicken'd limbs her buoyant 
| & breath ! 
«© Who does not act is dead: abſorpt entire 
In miry.floth, no pride, no joy he hath; 
O ͤleaden hearted men, to be in love with death! 
«© Ah! wit avail the largeſt gifts of Heaven | 
„When drooping health and ſpirits go ami's? 
„% How taſteleſs then whatever can be given! 
* Health is the vital principle of bliſs, 
* And exerciſe of health. In proof of this, 
“ Behold the wretch, who ſlugs his life away, 
* So0a {wallow'd in diſcaſe's fad abyſs; 
* While he whom toil has brac'd, or manly 
; © nla 5 Jas day. 
Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear 


O who can ſpeak the vigorous joys of health 
« Unclogg'd the body, unobſcur'd the mind; 
The morning riſes gay; with pleaſing ſtealth, 
„The temperate evening falls ſerene and kind. 
In health the wiſer brutes true gladneſs find. 
« Sec! how the younglings friſk along the 
„ mcads, 
% As May comes on, and wakes the balmy wind; 
* Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds: 
Vet what but high-ſtrung health this dancing 
« pleaſaunce breeds > 
% But here, inſtead, is foſter'd every ill. 
Which or diſtemper'd minds or bodies know. 
« Come then, my kindred ſpirits ! do not (pill 


- 
Py 


« Your 


modern time had told their 


cc 


cc 


Be . K II; 


« Your talents here. This place is but a ſhow, 


« Whoſe charms delude jou to the den of woe: 
1 


Come follow me, I will direct you right, 
« Where pleaſure's roſes void of ſerpents 
„grow, [ knight, 
« Sincere as ſweet ; come, follow this good 


« And you will blefs the day that brought him 


4 to your fight. 
Some he will lead to courts, and ſome to 
| «© camps; | 
% To ſenates ſome, and public ſage debates, 
„Where, by the folemn gleam of midnight 
. „ lamps, ſtates; 
© The world is pois'd, and manag'd mighty 
« To high-diſcovery ſome, that new-creates 
„The face of earth; ſome to the thriving 
| « mart; | 
Some to the rural reign, and ſofter fates ; 
«© To the ſweet muſes ſome, who raiſe the 

heart r- >, ; | 
All glory ſhallbe yours, all nature and all art. 
„% There are, I ſee, who liſten to my lay, a 
*© Who wretched ſigh for virtue, but deſpair. 
« All may be donc, (methinks I hear them 

« (4 1 

© Even death deſpis d by generous actions fair: 
« All, but for thoſe who to theſe bowers repair, 
| © Their very power diſſolv'd in luxury, 

To quit of torpid ſluggiſhneſs the lair, 

« And from the powerful arms of ſloth get 
| 6 free, | (be 
« »Tis riſing from the dead Alas I It cannot 


Would you then learn to diſſipzte the band 
« Of theſe huge threatening dite ties dire, 
« That in the weak man's way like lions 
4 ſtand, | 
© His ſoul appal, and damp his riſing fire? 
-& Reſolve, reſolve, and to be men aſpire. 
« Exert that nobleſt privilzge, alone 
&© Here to mankind indulg'd : controul defire : 
„Let godlike Reaſon, from her ſovereign 
*« throne, is done. 
Speak the commanding word—T will! and it 


« Heavens! can you then thus waſte, in ſhame- 
ful wile, 
©« Your few important days of trial here? 
« Heirs of eternity! yborn to riſe 
Through endleſs ſtates of being till more 
near 
« To bliſs approaching, and perfection clear; 
« Can you renounce a fortune fo ſublime, 
« Such giorious hopes, your backward ſteps 
to ſteer, Land ſlime* 
* And roll, with vileſt brutes, through mud 
% No] no !—Your heaven-touch'd hearts diſ- 
_- « dain the ſordid crime!“ 
© Enough! enough !” they cry*'d—ſtraight from 
the crowd | 
The better ſort on wings of tranſport fly. 
As when amid the lifeleſs ſummits proud 
Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid ſky 
| Snows pil'd on ſnows in wint'ry torpor ly, 
The rays divine of vernal Phabus play; 


LY 
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Th' awaken'd heaps, in ſtreamlets from on high, 
' Rous'd into action, lively leap away, 
Glad-warbling through the vales, in their new 
being gay. : 
Not leſs the life; the vivid joy ſerene, 
That lighted up theſe new created men, 
Than that which wings th' exulting ſpirit clean, 
When, juſt deliver'd from this fleſhly den, 
It ſoaring lecks its native ſkies agen. 
How light irs eſſence | how nnclogg'd its pow*rs, 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal pen 
Even fo we glad forſook theſe ſinful bowers, 
Even ſuch enraptur d life, ſuch energy was ours. 


But far the greater parts with rage enflam'd, 
Dire-murter'd curles, and vlaſphem'd high 


Jove. | 
« Ye ſons of hate ! (they bitterly exclaim'd) 
VMhat brought you to this ſear of peace and 
„e 
«© While with kind nature, here amid the grove, 
« We paſs'd the harmleſs ſabbath of our 
| « time, 
« What to diſturb it could, fell men, emove 
© Your barbarous hearts? Is happineſs 2 
crime? ſublime. 
Then do the ſiends of hell rule in yon heaven 


« Ye impious wretches, quoth the knight in 
wrath, | 
« Your happineſs behold!” Then ſtraight a 
wand | 
He ward, an anti-magic power that hath, 
Truth from illuſive Exlſchbod to command. 
Sudden, the landſcape ſinks on ev'ry hand; 
The pure quick ſtreams are marſhy pudd'es 
found; ; 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken'd ſtand; 
And o'er the weedy foul abhorred ground, 
Snakes, adders, toads; each loathſome creature 
crawls around, 2 5 


And * and there, on trees by lightning 
cath' d, £7 T7 
Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung : 
Or, in freſh gore and recent murder bath'd, * 
They welt'ring lay; or elſe, infuriats flung 
Into the gloomy flood, while ravens ſung 
The funeral dirge, they down the torrent 
| rowl'd : | | 
Theſe, by diſtemper'd blood to madneſs tung, 
Had doom'd themſelves ; whence oft, when 
night controul'd [howl'd. 
The world, returning hither their ſad ſpirits 


Meantime a moving ſcene was open laid 
That lazar houſe, I whitom in my la 
Depainted bave, its horrors deep WG ay'd, 
And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day, 
Who toſſing there in ſqualid miſery lay. 


| Soon as of facred light the unwonted {mile + 


Pour'd on theſe living catacombs its re , 
Through the drear caverns ſtretching many a 


mile, ; 93 a while. 
The fick up- rais'd their heads, and dropp'd the r 
Fiz : TIP O heaveal 
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O heaven (they cried) aud do we once more ſee 
Von bleſſed fun and this green earth fo fair? 
Axe we from noĩſome damps of peſt-houſe free? 
« And drink our fouls the ſweet ethereal air: 
« O thoul or Knight, or God! whoho'defit there 
* That fiend, oh keep him in eternal chains ! 
But what for us, the children of deſpair, 

& Brought to the brink of hell, what hope 


1 4% remains ? | 
© Repentance does itſelf but aggravate our pains,” 
The gentle Knight, who ſaw their rueful caſe, 
Let falt adown his ſilver beard ſome tcars. 
& Certes (quorh he) it is not even in grace 
T undothe paſt, and eke your broken years : 
-& Nathleſs, to nobler worlds Repentance rears, 


With humble hope, her eye; to her is giver | 


« A po r the truly contrite heart that cheers; 
& She quells the brand by which the rocks are 
© riven z [ Heaven, 


& She more than merely ſofrens, ſhe rejoices 


Then patient bear the ſufferings you have 
« earn d, | | 

And by theſe ſufferings purify the mind; 

« Let wiſdom be by paſt miſconduct learn d; 

Or pious die, with penitence refign'd 

Aud to a life more happy and refin d, 

Doubt rot, you ſhall new creatures yet ariſe. 

Till then, you may expect in me to find 

« One who will wipe your forrow from your 
© eyes; 

% One who will ſoothe your pangs, and wing you 

& to the Kies. 


They filent heard, and pour'd their thanks in 


For vou {reſum'drheKnight with ſterner tonc) 
% Wiioſe hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon 
: 46 ſears, | 
That villain's gifts will coſt you many a groan: 
« In dolordus manſion long you muſt bemoan 
His fatal charms, and weep your ſtains away: 
„Tilt foft and pure as infant goodneſs grown, 
« You feel a perfect change: then, who can ſay, 
What grace may yer ſhme forth in heaven's: 
„ V eternal dy x 
This faid, his pow'rful wand he wav'd ancw; 
1 2 glorioas angel - train deſcends, 
he Charnies, to wit, of roſy hue ; 
Sweet loye their looks a gentle radiance lends, 
And with ſeraphic flame compaſſion blends. . 
At once, delightcd, to their charge they fly: 
hen, lo! a goodly. hoſpital aſcends; 
n Which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 
That could che fick-bed ſmoothe of that fad 
company. | 
ft was a worthy edifying ſight, 
And gives ro human-kind peculiar grace, 
To ſee Kind hands attending day and night, 
With render miniftry, from place to place. 
Some prop the head; ſome from the pallid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature ſheds; 


Some reach the healing draught : the "OS 
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The fear ſupreme around their ſoften'd beds, 

Some holy man by prayer all op'ning Heaven 
diſpreds. 

Attended by a glad acclaiming train, 

Of thoſe he reſcued had from gaping hell, 


Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace. the moſly cell : 
Vet down his cliceks the gems of pity fell, 
To ſre the helpleſs wretches that remain'd, 
There left thro' delves and deſarts dire to yell; 
Amaz'd, their looks with pale diſmay were 
| ſtain'd, 
And fpreading wide their hands they meek repent- 
ance feign d. | 


For (horrible to tell!) a defart wild 

Before them ſtretch'd, bare,comfortleſs,and vaſt; 
M ith gibbets, bones, and carcaſes defil'd.. 
There nor trim field, nor lively cukure ſmil'd; 


But ſands abrupt on ſands lay louſely pil'd, 
Thro' which they floundering toil'd with painful 


care, | | 
Whilſt Phœbus ſmote them fore, and fir'd the 
cloudleſs air. | 
Then, varying to a joyleſs land of bogs, 
The ſadden'd country a grey waſte appear'd ; 
Where nought but putrid ftreams and noiſome 
fogs 
For ever hung on drizzly Aufter's beard; 


Was Jagg with froſt, or heap'd with glazed 
bg] + 


Thro' theſe extremes a. ceaſcleſs round they 
ſteer'sd, | | | 
By cruel fiends ſtill hurried to and fro, 
Gaunt  Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell- 
hounds moe. 


The firſt was with baſe dunghill rags yelad, 
Taintiog the gale, in which they flutter d light ; 
Of morhid hue his features, ſunk, and ſad ; 
His hollow eyne ſhook forth a fickly light; 
And over his lank jaw - bone, in piteous pliyit, 
His black rough beard was matted, rank, and vile; 
Direful to ſee! and heart-appalling fight ! 
Meantime foul ſcurf and blotches him defile ; 

And dogs. where'er he went, Kill barked all ri 

while. : 

The other was a fell defpightful fiend : 

Hel holds none worſe in baleful bow'r below: 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancor keen d; 
Of Man alike if good or bad the foe : 


As if he ſmelt ſome nauſcons ſcent; his eye 
Was cold and keen, like blaſt from boreal ſnow ; 
And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitrerly. + 
Such were thetwain that off drove this ungodly fry. 


| Even fo through Brentford town, a town of mud, 
An herd of brifily ſwine is prick d along; 
The filthy beaſts, that never chew the cud, 
Still grum and ſqueak, and fing their troublous 


ſong, 


| 


ro chaſe 


Then turn'd the Knight, and, to his hall again 


But, ah ! their ſcorned day of grace was paſt: 


Nor waving ſhade was ſeen, nor fountain fair; 


Or elſe the ground by piercing Caurus ſecar'd, 


With noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhow 


i | ot 
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And oft they plunge themſelves the mire among: 

But ay the ruthleſs driver goads them on, 

And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their unmelodious moan ; 
Ne ever find they reſt from their unreſting fone. 


§ £5. To the Memory of Sir Iſaac Newton. 
THOMSON. 
Liſcribed to the Right Honourable Sir Robert 
Walpole, | 


QHALL the great ſoul of Newton quit this carth, 

To mingle with his ſtars; and every Mule, 
Aſtoniſh'd ſuto filence, ſhun the weight _ 

Of honours due to his illuſtrious name ? | 
But what can manu: Even now the fons of light 
In ſtrains high-warbled to ſeraphic lyre, 

Hail his arrival on the coaſt of bliſs. 

Yet am 4 not deterr'd, though high the theme, 
And ſung to harps of angels; for with you, 
Ethereal flames! ambitious  afpire _ 

In Nature's general ſymphony. to join. 

Ani what new wonderscat you ſhe your gueſt? 
Who, while on this dim foot, where mortals toil 
Clouded in duſt, from Motion's ſimple laws 
Could trace the ſecret hand of Providence 
Wide-working thro'this univerſal frame. | 

Have ye nat liſten'd, while he bound the ſuns 
And planers to their ſpheres ? th' unequal taſk 
Of human kind nil then. Oft had they roll'd 
O'er erring man the year, and oft diſgrac'd 
The pride of ſchools, before their courſe was known 
Full in its cauſes and eſſects, to him, 

All- piercing ſage ! who fat not down and dream'd 
Romantic ſchemes, defended by the din 

Of ſpecious words, end tyranny of names; 
But, bidding his amazing mind attend, 
And, with heroic patience, years and years 
Decp-ſearching, ſaw at latt the ſyſtem dawn, 
And ſhine, of all his race, on him alone. ¶ ftrong! 
What were his raptures then! how jure! how 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, 
By his diminiſh'd, but the pride of boys 

In ſome ſmall fray victorious ! when inſtead 
Of ſhatter'd parcels of this earth uſurp'd 

By violence unmanly, and fore deeds 

Of cruelty and blood, Nature herſelf 

Stood all- ſubdued by him, and open laid 

Her ev'ry latent glory to his view. 

All intellectual eye, our ſolar round 

Firſt gazing thro', he, by the blended pow'r 
Of gravitation and projection, ſaw 

The whole in filent harmony revolve. 

From vnaflifted viſion hid, the moons, 

To cheer remoter planets numerous form'd, 
By him in all their mingled tracts were ſeen. 
He alſo fix'd our wand'ring queen of night: 
Whether ſhe wanes into a ſcanty orb, 

Or, waxing broad, with her pale ſhadowy light, 
In a ſoft deluge overflows the ſky. 

Her ev'ry motion clear diſcerning, He 

Adjuſted to the mutual main, and taught 

Why now the mighty maſs of water twells 
Reſiſtleſs, heaving on the broken rocks, 

And the full river turning; till again 
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The tide revertive, unattracted, leaves 


| A yeHow waſte of idle ſands behind. | 


Then breaking: hence, he took his ardent fl 
Thro' the blue infinite; and ev'ry ſtar, 5 
Which the clear concave of a winter's night 
Pours on the eye, or aſtronomic tube, 

Far- ſtretching ſnatches from the dark abyſs, 
Or ſuch as farther in ſucceſſive ſkies 
To fancy ſhine alone, at his approach 
Blaz'd into ſuns, the living centre each 
Of an harmonious ſyſtem. : all combin d, 
And rul'd unerring by that ſingle pow'r 1 
Which draws the ſtone projected to the ground, 
O unprofuſe magnificence divine ! 7 | 
O wiſdom truly perfect thus to call 
From a few cauſes ſuch a ſcheme of things, 
Effects fo various, beautiful, and great, 
An univerſe complete ! and, O telov'd  - 
Of Hcaven, — well-purg d penetrative eye, 
The myſtic veil tranſpiereing, inly ſcann'd 
Uhe riſing, moving, wide - eſtabliih'd frame. 
He, firſt of men, with awful wing purſued 
The Comet thro' the long elliptic curve, 


| As round innum'rous, worlds he wound his way 


Till, to the forehead of our evening tky. 

Return'd, the blazing wonder glares anew, 

And o'er the trembling nations thakes diſmay. 
The heayens are all his own; from the wild rule 

Of whirling vortices and cireling ſpheres, 

To their firſt great ſimplicity reſtor d. ' 

The ſchools aſtoniſh'd ſtood ; but found it vain . 

To combat ſtill with demonſtration ftrong, _ 

And, unawaken'd, dream beneath the blaze 

Of truth. At once their pleaſing viſions fled, 

With the gay ſhadows of the morning mix'd, 


| When Newton roſe, our philoſophic fun. 


The aerial ow of ſound was known to him, 
From whence it firſt in wavy circles breaks, 
Till the touch'd organ takes the meſſage in. 

Nor could the darting beam, of ſpeed immenſe, 
Eſcape his ſwift purſuit, and meaſuring eye. 
Even light itſelf, which ev'ry thing dilplays, 
Shone undiſcover'd, till his brighter mind 
Untwiſted all the ſhining robe of day; 
And from the whitening undiſtinguuth'd blaze, 
Collecting ev'ry ray into his kind, 


To the charm'd eye educ'd the gorgeous train 


Of parent-colours. Firſt, the flaming red. 
Sprung vivid forth; the tawny orange next; 
And next delicious yellow, by whole ſide 

Fell the kind beams of all-refreſhing green ; 
Then the pure blue, that ſwells autumnal ſkies, 
Ethereal play d; and then, of ſadder hue, 
Emerg 'd the deepen'd indico, as when 


The heavy-ſkirted evening droops with froſt ; 


While the laſt gleamings of refracted light 
Died in the fainting violet away. 5 
Theſe, when the clouds diftil the roſy ſhow'r, 
Shine out diſtinct adown the wat'ry bow 3 _.. 
While o'er our heads the dewy viſion bends - 
Delightful, melting on the fields beneath. 
Myriads of mingling dyes from theſe reſult, 
And myriads ſtill remain Infinite ſource 


Of beauty, ever-fluſhing, ever-new ! 


F 3 Did 
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Did ever poet image aughr ſo fair, 
Dreaming in whiſpering groves by the hoarſe brook ! 
Or prophet, to whoſe rapture heaven deſcends ! 
Even now the ſetting fun and ſhifting clouds, 
Seen, Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, declare 
How juſt, how beauteous the refractive law. 
The noiſeleſs tide of time, all bearing down 
To vaſt eternity's unbounded ſea, 
Where the green iflinds of the happy ſhine, 
He ſtemm'd alone: and to the ſource (involv'd 
Deep in primzral gloom) aſcending, rais'd 
His lights at equal diftances, to guide 
Hiſtorian, wilcer'd on his dark ſome way. 
But who can number up his labours ? who 
His high diſcoy'ries fing? when bur a few 
Of rhe deep- ſtudying race can ſtretch their minds 
To what he knew: in fancy's lighter thought 
How ſhall the Muſe then graſp the mighty theme? 
What wonder thence that his devotion ſwell'd 
Reſponſive to his knowledge? for could he, 
Whoſe piercing mental eye diffuſive ſaw 
The finiſh'd univerſity of things, 
In all its order, magnitude and parts, 
Forbear inceſſant to adore that Pow'r 
Who fills, ſuſtains, and actuates the whole? 
Say, ye who beſt can tell, ye happy few, 
Who faw him in the ſofteſt lights of life, 
All unwithheld, indulging to his friends 
The vaſt unborrow'd treafures of his mind, 
Oh ſpeak the wendrous man! how mild, how calm, 
How greatly humble, how divinely good, 
How rm eftabliſh'd on eternal truth; 
Fervent in doing well, with ev ty nerve 
Still preſſing on, * of the paſt, 
And panting for perfection: far above 
| Thoſe little cares ard viſionary joys 
That fo perplex the fond impaſſion'd heart 
Of ever-cheated, ever- truſting man 
And you, ye hopeleſs er tribe, 
You, who, uncouſfcious of thoſe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal life, | 
Axainſt the prime endearing privilege 
Of being dare contend, tay, can a foul 
Of ſuch extenfive, deep, tremendous pow'rs, 
Enlarging ftill, be bur a finer breath _ 
Of ſpirits dancing thro” their tubes awhile, 
And then for ever loft in vacant air ? 
But bark! methinks I hcar a warnjng voice, 
Solemn as when ſome awful change is come, 
Sound thro' the world“ Tis dune! the mea- 
« ſure 's full; [fones, 
«© And I refign my charge.” —Ye mould'ring 
That build the tow'ring pyramid, the proud 
Triumph! arch, the mon iment effac'd | 
By ruthleſs ruin, and whate'er ſupports 
The worſhipp'd name of hoar antiquity, 
Down to the duſt ! what grandeur can ye boaſt, 
While Newton lifts his column to the ſkies, 
Beyond the waſte of time? Let no weak drop 
Fe ſhed for him. The virgin in her bloom 
Cur off, the joyons youth, end darling child, 
Theſe are the tombs that claim the reader tear 
And tlegiac ſong. But Newton calls 
For other notes of gratulation high, 


X TRACTS, Boo x II. 


That now he wanders thro' thoſe endleſs worlds 

He here fo well deſeried, and wond'ring talks, 

And hymns their Author with his glad compeers. | 
O Britain's boaſt! Whether with angels thou 

Sitteſt in dread diſcourſe, or fellow-bleft, 

Who joy to fee the honour of their kind; 

Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 

Thy ſwift career is with the whirling orbs, 

Comparing things with things, in rapture loſt, 

And grateful adoration, for that light 

So plenteous ray'd into thy mind below, 

From Light himfelf : Oh look with pity down 

On human kind, a frail erroneous race ! 

Exalt the ſpirit of a downward world! 

Oer thy dejected country chief prefide, 

And be her Genius call'd ! her ſtudies raiſe, 

Correct her manners, and infpire her youth: 

For, tho'deprav'd and ſunk, ſhe brought thee forth, 

And glories in thy name; ſhe points thee out 

To all her ſons, and bids them eye thy ſtar : 

While in expectance of the ſecond life, 

When time ſhall be no more, the ſacred duſt 

Sleeps with her kings, and dignifies the ſcene. 


$ 56. Hymn on Solitude. THOMSON. 

HAL. mildly-pleaſing Solitude, 
Companion of the wiſe and good: 

But from whoſe holy piercing eye 

The herd of fools and villains fy. 

Oh! how I love with thee to walk, 


And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, 


Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts! 

A thouſand ſhapes you wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in ev'ry ſhape you pleaſe. 
Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, 

A lone philoſopher you ſeem ; : 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you ſweep the vaulted ſky. 

A ſhepherd next you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ftrain ; 

A lover now, with all the grace 

Of that ſweet paſſion in your face: 
Then, calm'd to friendſhip, you aſſume + 
The gentle-looking Hartford's bloom, 
As, with her Muſidora, the” © 
(Her Muſfidora fond of thee) 

Amid the long withdrawing ' vale 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of morn 
Juſt as thE dew-bent roſe is born ; 
And while meridian fervors beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat; 
But chief, when evening ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 

Deſcending angels bleſs > train, 


z 
* 


| The virtues. of the ſage and ſwain; 


Plain innocence, in white array'd, 
Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 
Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine : 
About 


328322 ty, my 


WH YO — 


bout 


- Then ſhield me in the woods again. 
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About thee ſports ſweet Liberty 
And rapt Urania ſings to thee. 

Oh, let me pierce thy ſecret cell, 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell. | 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
When meditation has her fill, : 
] juſt-may caſt my careleſs eyes 
Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe ; 
Think of its crimes, 1ts cares, its pain, 


§ 57. Hymn to Darkneſs. Y ALDEN. 


DARENESS, thou firſt great parent of us all, 


Thou art our great original; c 
Since from thy univerſal womb [come. 
Does all thou ſhad'ſt below, thy numerous offspring 


Thy wondrous birth is even to Time unknown, 
Or, like eternity, thou dſt none; 
Whilſt Light did its firſt being owe 
Unto that awful ſhade it dares to rival now. 


Say, in what diſtant region doſt thou dwell, 
To Reaſon inacceſſible? 
From form and duller matter free, : 


Thou ſoar'ſt above the reach of man's philoſophy. 


Involv'd in thee, we firſt receive our breath, 
Thou art our refuge too in death: 
Great Monarch of the grave and womb ! 


V here er our fouls ſhall go, tothee our bodies come. 


The ſilent globe is ſtruck with awful fear, 
When thy majeftic ſhades appear: 
Thou doſt compoſe the air and ſea, . 


And Earth a ſabbath keeps, ſacred to reſt and thee. 


In thy ſerener ſhades our ghoſts delight, 
And court the umbrage of the night ; 
In vaults and gloomy caves they ſtray, 
But fly the morning beams, and ſicken at the day. 


Though folid bodies dare exclude the light, 
Nor will the brighteſt ray admit; 
Do ſubſtance can thy force repel, 
Thou reign'ſt in depths below, doſt in the centre 
dwell. 


The ſparkling gems, and ore in mines below, 
To thee their beauteous luftre owe ; 
Tho' form'd within the tomb of night, 
Bright as their fire they ſhine, with native rays 
of light. 
When thou doſt raiſe thy venerable head, 
And art in genuine night array'd, 
Thy negro beauties then delight ; 
Beauties, like poliſh'd jet, with their own dark- 
neſs bright. | 


Thou doſt thy ſmiles impartially beſtow, 
And know'ft no diff rence here below : 
All things appear the ſame by thee, _ 
Tho' Light diſtinction makes, thou giv'ft equality. 
Thon, Darkneſs, art the lover's kind retreat, 
And doſt the nuptial joys complete ; 
Thou doſt infpire them with thy ade, 
Givr'ft vigour to the youth, and warm ft the yield- 
ing maid, 


* 
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Calm as the bleſs'd above the anchorites dwell 
Within their peaceful gloomy cell; = 
Their minds with heavenly joys are filFd d? 

The pleaſures Light denies, thy ſhades for ever 

yield. 1 


In caves of night, the oracles of old 


Did all their myſteries unfold: 
Darkneſs did firſt Religion grace, 


| {Gave terrors tothe God, and reverence to the place. 


When the Almighty did on Horeb ſtand. 
Thy ſhades inclos'd the hallow'd land, 
In clouds of night he was array'd, 

And venerable darkneſs his pavilion made. 


When he appear'd arm'd in his pow'r and might, 
He veii'd the bearific light; 
When, terrible with majeſty, 

In tempeſts he gave laws, and clad himſelf in thee. 


Ere the foundation of the earth was laid, 
Or brighter firmament was made; 
Ere matter, time, or place was known, 
Thou, Monarch Darkneſs, ſway' dſt theſe ſpacious 


realms alone. ; 


But now the moon (tho! gay with borrow'd light) 

Invades thy ſcanty lot of Night: 

By rebel ſubjects thou 'rt betray'd, 
The anarchy of ſtars depoſe their monarch, Shade. 
Yet fading Light its. empire muſt reſign, 

And Nature's pow*r ſubmit to thine : 

| An univerſal ruin ſhall ere& thy throne, 
And Fate confirm thy kingdom evermore thy own, 


$ c8, Education. WISI. 


IWritien in imiation of the Siyle and Manner of 
Spenjer*s Fairy Queens 


[ſcribed ta Lady Langham, widow of Sir Fo. 
Langham, Bart. : 
«© Unum ſtudium vere liberale ct, quod liberum facit. Hoc ſapientiac ; 
« ſftucium eſt, ſublime, forte, magnanimum : carrera pulilia t 
© -pucrilia funt.----Plus ſcire velle quam fit ſatis, intemperantiae 
++ genus eft, Quid, quod ifta liberalium artinm conſectatio moleſs 
K tos, verbofos, intempeſtivos, fbi placentes facit, et ideo non 
« dicentes neceſſaria, quia ſupervacua didicer unt.“ 


SEN, Ep. 88. 


O GOODLY Diſcipline! from Heaven yſprung, 
Parent of Science, queen of Arts rein; d! 
To whom the Graces and the Nine belong, 

Oh! bid thoſe Graces, in fair chorus join'd 

With each bright virtue that adorns the mind, 
Ol! bid the Muſes, thine harmonious train, 

Who by thy aid erſt kumaniz'd mankind, - 
Inſpire, dire, and moralize the ſtrain 

That doth eſſay to teach thy treaſures how to gain 


And thou, whoſe pious and maternal care, 
The ſubſtitute of heavenly Providence, 
With tend'reſt love my orphan life did rear, 
And train me up to manly ſtrength and ſenſe, 
Wich mildeſt awe and virtuous influence 
Directing my unpractis'd wayward feet 
To the ſmooth walks of Truth and Innocence, 
Where 'Happineſs heartfelt, Contentment ſweet, 


Philoſopby divine, aye hold their Weſt retreat 3 
Ft 4 | Tus. 
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Thou, moſt belov'd, moſt honour'd, moſt rever d | 
Accept this Verſe, to thy large merit due ! 
And blame me not, if, by each tie endear'd 
Of nature, gratitude, and friendſhip true, 
The whiles this moral theſis I purſue, 

And trace the plan of goodly nurture * o'er, 
I bring thy modeft virtues into view, 


Aud proudly boaſt that from thy precious fore, 


Which erſt enrich d my heart, I drew this ſacred 
| lore. | | 


And the; T ween, thus ſhall I beſt repay 
The valy'd gifts thy careful love beſtow d, 
If imitating thee well as I may 

J labour to diffuſe th* important good, | 
Till this great truth by all be underſtood 
4% That all the pious dunes which we owe 


. Our parents, friends, our country, and our God, 


The ſeeds of ev'ry virtue here below, 
« From diſcipline alone and early culture grow.” 


CANTO I. 


" THE ARGUMENT. 


Tue Knight, as te Pacdia's f houſe 
He his young ſon conveys, 
Is a4 by Cuſtom: with him Gghts, 
And his vain pride diſdays. 
A GENTLE knight there was whoſe noble deeds 
O'er F airy land by Fame were blazon'd round; 
For warhike enterprize and ſage arceds : 
Among the chief alike was he renown'd, 
Wheace with the marks of higheſt honourscrown'd 
yy Gloriana, in domeſtic peace, 
hat port to which the wiſe are ever bound, 
He anchor'd was, and chang'd the tofling ſeas 
Of buſtling buſy life for calm ſequeſter'd cale. 


There in domeſtic virtue rich and great, 

As erſt in public, mid his wide domain 

Long in primeval patriarchal ſtate, 

The lord, the judge, the father of the plain 

He dwelt; and with him in the golden chain 
Of wedded faith ylink'd a matron ſage 

Aye dwelt, ſweet partner of his joy and pain! 
Sweet charmer of his th, = of his age, 
Skill d to improve his bliſs, his ſorrows to aſſuage ! 


From this fair union, not of ſordid gain, 

But merit ſimilar and mutual love, 

True ſource of lineal virtue, ſprung a train 

Of youths and virgins, like the beauteous grove 
Which round the temple of Olympic Jore 
Begirt with youthful bloom the parent tree $, 
The facred olive; whence old Elis wove 

Her verdant crowns of peaceful victory, 

The guerdons || of bold ſtrength and ſwift activity. 


So raund their noble parents goodly roſe 


X'TRACTS, 
Still as the (welling pafſions gan diſcloſe 


The buds of future virtues, did prepare 
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{ With prudent culture the young ſhoots to rear, 


And aye in this endearing pious toil 

They as a palmer ¶ {age inſtructed were, [while 
Who from deep thought and ſtudious ſcarch ere- 
Had learnt to mend the heart and. till the human 
— foil. 


For by celeſtial Wiſdom whilom led 

Thro' all the apartments of th' immortal mind, 
He view'd the fſecrer ftores, and mark'd the ſted 
To judgment, wit, and memory, aflign'd 

And now ſeuſation and reflection join'd 

To fill with images her dark ſome grotte, 


Where variouſly disjointed or combin'd, 


As reaſon, fancy, or opinion, wrought, [ thought, 
Their various maiks they play'd,and fed herpeniive 
Als ++ thro' the fields of Science had he ſtray'd 
With eager ſearch, and ſent his piercing eve 
Thro' each learn'd ſchool, each philoſophic ſhade, 


| Where Truth and Virtue erſt were deem's to lie, 


If haply rhe fair vagrants he mote t ſpy, 

Or hear the muſic of their charming lore ; 

But ail unable there to ſatisfy 

His curious ſovl, he turn'd him to explore 

The ſacred wn of Faith, to learn, believe, adore. 


Thence foe profeſs'd of Falſchood and Neceit, - 
Thoſe fly artificers of Tyranny, 

Aye holding up before uncertain feet 

His faituful light to knowledge, Liberty, 

Mank ind he led to civil policy, | 

And mild Religion's clvitividly law, 

That fram'd by Mercy and Benignity 

The perſecuting ſword forbids to draw, 

And free- ercated ſouls with penal terrours awe. 


Ne with the glorious gifts elate and vain 

Lock'd he his wiſdom up in churliſn pride, 

But ſtooping from his height would even deign 
The feeble ſteps of infancy to guide: 

Eternal glory him there fore betide; 

Let ev'ry gen rous youth his priſe proclaim, 
Who wand'rivg thro' the world's rude foreſt wide, 
By him hath been ytanght his courſe to frame 
ToVirtue"s {weet abodes and heaven aſpiringFame! 


For this the Fairy knight with anxious thought 
And fond paternal care his counſel pray'd, 

And him of gentleſt courteſy beſought 

His guidance to vouchſaſe and friendly aid, 

The while his tender offspring he conveyd 
Thro' devious paths to that ſecure retreat 
Where ſage Padia with each tuneful maid 

On a vide mount had fix'd her rural ſeat, 
Mid flow'ry gardens plac'd, untrod by vulgar feet. 
And now forth-pacing with his blooming heir, 


Theſe gen'rous ſcious; they with watchful care, 


®* Vurture, educ tion. 


Pædia is a Greek word, ſignifying education. 


And that fame virtuous palmer them to guide, 


t Areeds, counſels. 


q Farent-rree, the facred olive. | This tree grew in the Altis, or ſacred grove of Olympic Jupiter, at Olym- 
pia, having, as the Eleans pretended, been originally planted there by Hercules. It was eſteemed ſacred; 


3 d from at were taken the Olympic crowns. 
{ Guerdons, rewares. 
C4 Palmer, pilgrim. ” 
os Stel, place, tation. 

2 


Ihe perſon here Ggnified is Mr. Locke, characterized by his works. 
I Als, alſo, ſarther. 


4 Note, might, 
Arm'd 


dd tot wb wad r 0» Dd fot cam. a «© 8 1 


e ee 


a1 . wo 3. vob ome . nz. vo£ft a4 


4s «as OY * 4 =, ff. 4. | wh 


3 


Thereto, 


By toiling art thro' tedious years . 
From various parts compil'd with fin 
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Arm'd all to point, and on a courſer fair 

Y mounted high, in military pride, 

His little train before he ſlow did ride. 

Him cke behind a gentle ſquire enſues, 

With his young lord aye marching ſide by ſide, 


His counſellor and guard in goodly thews “, 


Who well had been brought up and nurs'd by 
ev'ry Muſe. 

Thus as their pleaſing journey they purſu'd, 

With cheerful argument beguiling pain, 


Ere long deſcending from an hill they view'd 


Beneath their eyes outftrerch'd a ſpacious plain, 
That fruitful ſhew'd and apt for ev'ry grain, 


| Was erſt upthrown, if ſo it mote attain, 


Like that poetic mountain, to be hight 

The noble ſeat of Learning's goodly train; 
Thereto, the more to captivate the ſight * 
It like a garden fair moſt curiouſly was dight**. 


In figur'd plots with leafy walls enclos'd# ” 
By meaſure and by rule it was outlay'd, | 
With tymmetry fo regular diſpos d , 
That plot to plot ſtill anfwer'd thade to ſhade; 

Each correſpondent twain alike array d 
With like embelliſhments of plants and flow'rs, 
Of ſtatues, vaſes, ſpouting founts, that play'd 


T hro' ſhells of Tritons their aſcending ſthow'rs, 


For paſtures, vines, and flow'rs, while Nature fair And labyrinths involv'd and trelice-woven bow'rs. 


Swcet-ſmiling all around with count'nance fair + 
Seem'd to demand the tiller's art and care | 
Her wildneſs to correct, her lavith waſte repair, 


2 
Right good I ween and bounteous was thgz ſoil, 
Aye wont in happy ſeaſon io repay 

With tenfold utury the peaſant's toil, 

But now it was ruin all and wild drcay ; 
Untill'd the garden and the fallow lay, [ grown, 
The-ſheep-ſhorne down with barren brakes { o'er- 
The whiles the mercy peaſants ſport and play 
All as the-public evil were unknown, 

Or ev'ry public care from ev'ry brealt was flown. 


Attoniſh'd at a- ſcene at once ſo fair 

And ſo deform'd, with wonder and delight 

At man's neglect and Nature's bounty rare, 

In ſtudious thought awhile the Fairy knight 
Bent on that goodly lond g his eager fight, 

Then forward ruſh'd impatient to deſcry 

What towns and caſtles therein were empight || ; 
For towns him ſeein d and caſtles he did ſpy [eye. 


As to tl horizon round he ſtretch'd his roaming 


Nor long way had they travell'd ere they came 
To a wide ſtream that with tumultuous roar 


There likewiſe mote be ſeen on ev'ry fide 
The yew obedient to the planter's will, 

And ſhapely box of all their branching pride 
Ungently ſhorne, and with prepoſt' rous ſkill 
To various beaſts and birds of fundry quill a 
Transform'd, and human ſhapes of monſtrous fie, 
Huge as that giant race who hill on hill "> 
H igh-heaping, ſoughtwith impious vain emprizeſ 
Deſpite of thund'ring Jeve to ſcale the ſteepy ſkics. 
Als other wonders of the ſportive ſhears 

Fair Nature miſadorning there were found, 
Globes, ſpiral columns, pyramids, and piers, 
With ſprouting urns and budding ſtatues crown d, 
And horizontal dials on the ground 

In living box by cunning artiſts trac'd, 
And gallies trim on no long voyage bound, 
But by their roots there ever anchor'd faſt, ¶ blaſt. 
All i were their bellying fails outſpread to ev'ry 


O'er all appear'd the mountain's forked brows - 
With terraſſes on terraſſes upthrown, | 
And all along arrang'd in order'd rows 

And viſtos broad the velvet flopes adown 

The ever verdant trees of Daphne ſhone; _ 


Amongſt rude rocks its 8 courſe did frame: But aliens to the clime, and brought of old 


Black was the wave and ſordid, cover'd o'er 
With angry foam, and ſtain'd with infants* gore: 
of Ke th' unlovely margin ſtood 

A birchen grove that waving from the ſhore 
Aye caft upon the tide its falling bud, 
And with its bitter juice empoiſon d all the flood. 


Right in the centre of the vale empight 

Not diſtant far a forked mountain roſe, 

In outward form preſenting to the fight 

That fam'd Parnatſjan hill on whole fair brows 
The Nine Aonian Siſters wont repoſe, 

Liſt'ning to ſweet Caſtalia's ſounding ſtream, 
Which thro' the plains of Cirrha murmꝭ ring flows; 
But this to that compar'd mote juſtly ſeem 

Ne fitting haunt for gods, ne worthy man's eſteem, 


For this, nor founded deep nor ſpredden wide, 
Nor hizh uprais'd above the level plain, 


* Thews, manners. 
|| Empight, plac'd. 
++ Emprize, enterpriſe, attempt. 
5 Whilom, formerly. 


In antic 


+ Fain, earneſt, eager. 
1 Hight, called, named. 


++ All, uſed frequeatly by the old Engliſh poets for although. 


From Latian plains and Grecian Helicon, _ 

They ſhrunk and languiſh'd in a foreign mould, 

By changeful fummers ftarv'd, and pinch d by 
winter's cold. $ | 


Amid this verdant grove with folemn ſtate, 

On golden thrones of antic form reclin'd, - 

In mimic majeſty Nine Virgins fat, 

| ln features various as unlike in mind : 2 

Als boaſted they themſelves of heavenly kind, 

And to the ſweet Parnatſian Nymphs allied; 

Thence . their brows the Delphic bay they 
twin'd, 

And matching with high names their apiſh pride, 

O'er ev'ry learned ſchool aye claim'd they to 
preſide. | 


rbs (for modern they difdain'd) 


By Greek and Roman artiſts whilom $$ made, 
Of various woofs and variouſly diſtain'd 


dious pain, | With tints of ev'ry hue were they array'd; 


Lond, land. 


1 Dight, dreſt. 


rr 


—— — 


| Plendour glar'd. | 
And we their outward veſture did expreſs 
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And here and there ambitiouſly difplay'd 

A purple ſhred of ſome rich robe, prepar'd 

Erft by the Muſes or th Aonian Maid, 

To deck great Tullius or the Mantuan bard, 
Which der each motely veſt with uncouth 


The bent and habit of their inward mind, 

Aff. cting Wiſdom's antiquated dreſs, 

And uſages by time caſt far behind : 

Thence to the charms of younger Science blind, 
The cuſtoms, laws, the learning, arts, and pliraſe, 
OF their own countries they with ſcorn declin'd; 
Ne facred Truth herſelf would they embrace 
Unwarranted, unknown m their forefathers days. 


Thus ever backward cafting their ſurvey 

To Rome's old ruins, and the groves forlorn 

Of elder Athens, which in profpe£t lay {turn 
Streteh d out beneath the mountain, would they 
Their buſy ſcarch, and o'er the rubbiſh movra ; 
Then gath ring up with ſuperſtitious care 

Each little ſcrap, * foul or torn, 

In grave harangues they boldly would declare, 
This Ennius, Varro, this the Stagirite, did wear. 


Yet under names of venerable ſound, 
While o'er the world they ſtretch d the ir av ful rod, 
Thy: all the provinces of Learning own'd 

or teachers of whate er is wife and good; 
Als from each region to their dtad abode 
Came youth unnumber d, crowding all to taſte 
The freams of Science, which united flow'd 
Acorn the mount from nine rich ſources caſt, 
And to the valc below in one made torrent paſt. 


Oer ev ry ſource, proteftreſs of the fiream, 
One of thoſe, Virgin Siſters did prefice, 

Who dignifying with her noble name 

Her proper food, aye popr'd into the tide 

The heady vapours of ſcholaſtic pride, 
Defporical and ahject, bold and blind, 

Fierce in debate, and forward to decide, 

Vein love of praiſe with aduletion join d. 
And diſingenuous ſcorn and impotence of mind. 


Extending from the hill on hy fide, 
In circuit vaſt a verdant valley ſpread, 
Acrofs whoſc * 54. flat boſom glide 

Ten thouſand ftreams, in winding mazes led 


By #arious fluices from one common head; 


A turbid maſs of waters, vaſt, profound! 
High of Philology the lake, and fed 

y that rude torrent which with roaring ſound 
Came tumbling from the hill, and flow'd the 

| bevel round.  —- 

And ev'ry where this ſpacious, valley o'er, 
Faſt by each fixeam was ſeen a num'rous throng 
Of beardlefs firiphngs, to the birch-crown'd ſhore 
BY nurſes, guardians, fathers, dragg'd along, 

ho helpleſs, meck, and innocent of wrong, 


. ® Drad, dreadful. | 9 
+ Faitour, doer, from faire, to do, and fait, deed; 
$eely, fimple. _ Teen, pain, griet, 
ar, leaning, = N 
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| Were torn reluctant from the tender fide 

Of their fond mothers, and by faitours + ſtrong, 
By pow'r made inſolent and hard by pride, [ tide. 
Were driv'n with furious rage, and laſh'd into the 


On the rude bank with trembling feet they ſtood, 


And caſting round their oft reverted eyes, 


If haply they mate ſcape the hated flood, 

j Fill'd all the plain with lamentable cries : 

But far away th' unhecding father flies, 
Conſtrain'd his ſtrong chmpunctions to repreſs ; 
While-cloſe behind, aſſuming the diſguiſe 
Of nurt'ring Care and ſmiling Tenderneſs, [ preſs. 
With ſecret ſcourges arm'd thoſe griſly candor; 
As on the ſteepy margin of a brook, 

When the young Sun with flow'ry Maia rides, 
With innocent diſmay a bleatihg flock 
Crow back, affrighted at the rolling tides, 
The rien at firſt exhorting chides 
Theiffecly ; fear; at length, impatient grown, . 
With his rude crook he wounds their tender fides, 
And, all regardleſs of their piteous moan, - | 
Into the daſhing wave compels them furious down, 


Thus urg'd by maſt”ring fear and dolorous teeny 
Into the current plung'd that infant crowd: 
Right piteons was the ſpectacle I ween, 

Of tender ſtriplings ſtain'd with tears and blood, 


{Perforce conflicting with the bitter flood, 


And lab'ring to attain the diſtant ſhore, 


' | Where holding forth the gown of manhood ſtood 


The Siren Liberty, and evermore 
Solicited their hearts with her enchanting lore. 


Trkſome and long the paſſage was, perplex'd 

With rugged rocks, on which the raving tide 
By ſudden burſts of angry tempeſts vex d, 

Oft daſh'd the youth, whoſe ſtrength more ill abide 
Wich head vplifted o'er the waves to ride; 

W hence many wearied ereſhey had o'erpaſt 
The middle ſtream (for they in vain have tried) 
Again return d aſtounded {| and aghaſt, 

Ne one regardful lcok would ever backward caſt. 


Some, of a rugged more enduring frame, 

Their toilſome courſe with patient pain purſu'd, 

And tho with many a bruiſe and muchel & blame, 

Eft hanging on the rocks, and eft embru'd 

Deep in the muddy ſircam, with hearts ſubdu'd, 

Ind quail'd by labour, gain'd the ſhore at laſt; 

But in life's pradtic'd Iear ** unſkill'd and rude, 

Forth to that forked hill they ſilent pac'd, | 

Where hid in ſtudious ſhades their fruitleſs hours 
they waſte. _ | | 

Others of rich and noble lineage bred, 

Tho” with the crowd to paſs the flood conftrain'd, 

Yet or the ciags with fond indulgence led 

Ry hireling guides, and in all depths ſuſtain'd, 

Skimm'd Þgltly o'er the tide, undipt, unſtain d, 

Save with the e nat of the wat'ry ſpray, 

And aye their proud prerogative maintain'd 


commonly uſed by Spenſer in a bad ſenſe. : 
* | Alteunceg, aſtoniſlied. 1 Muckel, much. 


Of 
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Of ignorance, and eaſe, and wanton play, 
Soft harbingers of vice and premature decay. 


A few, alas ! how few ! by Heaven's high will 
With ſubtle ſpirits endow'd and finews ſtrong, 
Albe © fore mated + by the tempeſts ſhrill 
That bellow'd fierce ana rife the rocks among, 
By their own native vigour borne along, 

Cut briſkly thro' the waves, and forces new 
Gath'ring from toil, and-ardor from the throng 
Of rival youths, outſtript the lab'ring crew, 
And to the true Parnaſſe I and heaven-ti:cong'd 

glory flew, + | 


Dire was the tumult ! and from ev'ry ſhore 

Diſcordant echoes ſtruck the deafen'd ear, 

Heart-thrilling cries, with ſobs and ſingults & ſore 

Short-interrupted, the imploring tear, | 

And furious ſtripes and angry threats ſevere, 

Confas'dly mingled with the jarring found * 

Of all the various ſpeeches that whilere || 

On Shinar's wideſpread champaign did aftound 

High Babel's builders vain, and their proud works 
confound. . i 


Much was the knight empaſſion'd at the ſcene; 

But more his blooming ſon, whoſe tender breaſt 

Empierced deep with ſympathizing teen 

On bis pale cheek the ſigns of drad impreſs'd, 

And fill'd with tears his eyes, which fore diſtreſs'd, 

Up to his fire he rais'd in mournful wile, 

Who with ſweet fmiles paternal ſoon redreſs'd 

His troublous thoughts, and clear d each fad ſur- 
miſe: | 

Then turas his ready ſteed, and on his journey hies. 


But far he had not march'd ere he was ſtay d 

By a rude voice, that like th' united ſoun 

Of ſhouting myriads thro' the valley bray'd, 

And ſhook the graves, the floods, and ſolid ground; 

The diſtant hills rebellow'd all around. 

% Arreſt, Sir Knight,” it cried, “thy fond career, 

Nor with preſumptuous diſobedience wound 

Phat awful majeſty which all revere! 

« In my commands, Sir Knight, the voice of 
e nations hear.“ | 


Quick turn'd the knight, and ſaw upon the plain 
Advancing tow'rds him, with impetuous gait, 
And viſage all inflam'd with fierce diſdain, 

A monſtrous giant, on. whoſe brow elate 

Shone the bright enſign of imperial ſtate; _ 

Albeit lawful kingdom he had none, Ns 

But laws and kingdoms wont he oft create, 

And oft times over both erect his throne, 

While ſenates, prieſts, and kings, his ſovran 
ſceptre Wu. 3 — 

Cuſtom he hight, and aye in ev'ry land 

Uſurp'd dominion with deſpotic ſway _ 

O'er all he holds, and to his high command 


* Albe, although. 
6 Singults, ſighs. 
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Conſtrains ev'n ſtubborn Nature to obey, 
Whom diſpoſſeſſing oft he doth affay _ 
To govern in her right; and with a pace _ 


So ſoft and gentle doth he win his way, 
That ſhe unwares is caught in his embrace; - _ 
And tho” deflour'd and thrall'd nought feels her 

foul diſgrace, _ | 2 


For nurt' ring even from their tendereſt age 
The docile ſons of men withouten pain, 
By diiciplines and rules to ev'ry ſtage 

Of life accommodate, he doth them traig- 
Inſenſibly to wear and hug his chain: 

Als his beheſts or gentle or ſever, _ 

Or good or noxious, rational or vain, 

He craftily perſuades them to revere 

As inſtitutions ſage and venerable lar. 


Protector therefore of that forked hill, 47122 hs 
And mighty patron of thoſe Siſters Nine, 


Feed the full ſtreams that thro' the valley ſhine, 
He deemed was, and aye with rites divine, 
Like thoſe which Sparia's ©” hardy race of yere 
Were wont perform at feil Diana's ſhrine,  _— 
He doth conſtrain his vailals to adore 
Perforce their ſacred names, and learn their fa» 
ered lope,” | e 


And to the Fairy knight now drawing near : : F 
With voice terrific and imperious mien 
(All was he wont leſs dreadful to appear  * -- 


When known and practis d than at diſtance ſeen} : 


And kingly ſtretehing forth his ſceptre ſheen; 
Him he commandeth upon threaten'd pain 

Of his diſpleaſure high and yengeance keen, 
From his rebellious purpoſe to refrain, train. 
And all due honours pay to Learning's rev'reud 


So ſaying, and foreſtalling all repl , 

His peremptory hand without delay, 

As one who little car'd to juſtify _ ah 
His princely will, long us'd to boundleſs ſway,” 
Upon the Fairy youth with great diſmay _ 
In ev*ry quaking limb convuls'd he lay d, 

And proudly ſtalking o'er the verdant lay , 
Him to thoſe ſcientife ſtreams convey d, 18 
With many his young compeers, therein to be 

embay'd Ft. | 


Perceiving, ſwift to his alliſtance flew, 

Ne vainly ſtay'd to deprecate that pow ir 
Which f. om ſubmiſſion aye. more haughty grew: 
For that proud giant's force he wiſely knew ** 
Not to be meanly dreaded, nor defied N 
With raſh preſumption; and with courage true, 


+ Mated, amazed, ſcared, 
1 Whilere, formerly.” 


Rather than * from virtue's path aſide, 


Oft had he ſingly ſcorn' d his all- diſmay ing pride. 


} Parnaſſe, Parnaſſus.” 


1 Sovran, for ſovereign, + 


** The Lacedemonians, in order to make their children hardy, and endure pain with conſtancy and cou- 


705 we re accuſtomed to cauſe them to be ſcourged very ſeverely. 


« And I myſelf,“ ſays Plutarch, in his 


afe of Lycurgus, „have ſeen ſeveral of them-endure whipping to death at the foot of the altar of Diana, 
furaamzd Orihia.” 


tt Lay, mcad. 


tt Embay'd, bathed, dipt. 


CC Stour, trouble, 3 


Who there enthron'd with many a copious rill, . 


The knight his tender ſon's diſtreſsful ſtour FF ® 


| 
' 
' 
| 
| 
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And now, Qdiſdaining parle, his courſer hot 
He fiercely prick'd, and couch'd his vengeful 


ar, 

Wherewith the giant he fo rudely ſmot, 
That him perforce conſtrain'd to wend arrear; 
Who much abaſh'd at ſuch rebuke ſevere, 

his accuſtom'd pride recov'ring ſoon, 
Forthwith his maſſy ſceptre gan uprear, 
For other warlike weapon he had none, 
Ne other him behov'd to quell his boldeſt fone . 


With that enormous mace the Fairy knight 
So ſore he ber that all his armour bray d g, 
To pieces well nigh riv'n with the might 

Of to tempeſtusus ſtrokes ; but he was ftay'd, 
And ever with delib'rate valour weigh'd 
The ſudden changes of the doubtful fray, 
From cautious prudence oft deriving aid, 


When force unequal did him hard alſay; 


So lightly from his ſtzed he leap'd upon the lay. 


Then ſwiftly drawing forth his trenchant blade, 
High o'er his head he held his fenceful ſhield, 


And warily forecaſting to evade 


The giant's furious arm about him wheel'd, 
With refilefs tteps ayc traverſing the field, 
= ever as his foe's intemperate pride 

Phro'. rage defenceleſs mote advantage yield, 
With his ſharp ſword ſo oft he did him gride ©, 


That his gold-ſandal'd feet in crimſon floods were 


dy d. 
His baſer parts he maim'd with many a wound; 
But far above his utmoſt reach were pight ** 
The forts of life; ne never to confound 
Wich utter ruin, and aboliſh quite 
A pow's fo puiſſant, by his fingle might 
Did he preſume to hope: himlelf alone 
From la le ſs force to free in bloody fight 
He ſtood, content to bow to cuſtem's throne, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book II. 
They, when their bleeding king they did behold, 


And faw an armed knight him ſtanding near, 

Attended by that palmer fage and bold, 

Whole venr'rous ſearch of devious truth whilere 

Spread thro the realms of learning horrours drear, 

Yſcized were at firſt with terrors great, 

And in their boding hearts began to fear 

Diſſenſion factious, controverſial hate, 

And innovations ſtrange, in Cuſtom's peaceful 
ſtate. 


But when they ſaw the knight his fauchion ſheathe, 
And climbing to his ſteed march thence away 
With all his hoſtile train, they gan to breathe 
With freer ſpirit, and with aſpect gay 

Soon chac'd the gath'ring clouds of black afray : 


Of myriads who confeſs his fovran ſway, 
His rufficd pride began ro plume anew, 
And on his bugle clear a ſtrain of triumph blew, 


Thereat the multitude that ſtood around 

Sent up at once a univerſal roar | 

Of boiſt'rous joy : the ſudden-burſting ſound, 
Like the exploſion of a warlike ſtore 

Of nitrous grain, th' atflifted welkin 88 tore: 


Then turning tow'rds the knight with ſcoffings 


Hcart-piereing iuſults and revilings fore, # lewd, 
Loud burſts of laughter vain, and hiffes rude, 


purſued. 


Als from that forked hill, the boaſted ſcar 

Of ſtudious Peace and mild Philoſophy, 
Indignant murmurs mote be heard to threat, 
Muſt 'ring their rage; eke baleful Infamy, 
Rous'd from her den of baſe obſcurity - 

By thoſe fame Maidens Nine, began to ſound 
Her brazen trump of black'ning obloquy, 

While Satire, with dark clouds encompaſs d round, 


So reaſon mote not bluſh his ſovran rule to own. | Sharp ſecret arrows ſhot, and aim'd his back ta 


So well he warded and ſo fiercely preſt 

His foe, that weary wex'd he of the fray. 

Yer nould he algatcs ++ lower his haughty creſt, 
But making in cortempt his fore diſmay, 
Diidainfully relcas d the trembling prey 

As one naworthy of his princely care; 

Then proudly cafting on the warlike Fay {+ 

A ſmile of ſcorn and pity, thro' the air 

Gan blow his ſarilling horn; the blaſt was heard 
* afar. ee e 2 
Eftſoons aſtonĩſh d at th' alarming ſound, 

The fienal of diftreſs and hoſtile wrong, 


Con tus dly rrooping from all quarters round, 


Came pouring oer the plain a num rous throng 
Of ev ry ſex and order, old and young, 

The vaſfals of great Cuſtom's wide domain, 
Who to his lore iwur'd by uſage lon 
His ev'ry ſummons heard with Salbe fain, 


And felt his ev ry wound with ſympathetic pain. 


. Went arrear, move backwards. 
þ Trenchaat, cutting. 
tt Now'd he aigates, would not by any means. 


wound, 


But the brave 1 knight, no whit diſmay'd, 
Held on his peaceful journey o'er the plain, 
With curious eye obſerving, as he ſtray d 

Thro' the wide provinces of Cuſtom's reign, 
What mote afreſh admoniſh him remain 

Faſt by his virtuous purpoſe ; all around 

So many objects mov'd his juſt diſdain, 

Him ſeem'd that nothing ſerious, nothing ſound, 
In city, village, bow'r, or caftle, mote be found. 


[n village, city, caſtle, bow'r, and hall, 

Each ſex, each age, each order and degree, 

To vice and idle fport abandan'd all, 

Kept one perpetual gen'ral jubilee, 

Ne ſuffer'd ought diſturb their merry glee; 

Ne ſenſe of private loſs, ne public woes, 
Reftraint of law, religion's drad decree, 
Inteftine deſolation, Reign foes, [ vulfive throes. 


+ Fone, foes. 
1 Cride, cut, hack. 


Nor Heaven's tempeſtous threats, nor carth's con- 


1 Bet, beat, $ Bray d, reſounded. 
** Pizht, plac'd. 


$4 Fay, Fairy. $3 Welkin, iky. 


But 


Als their great monarch, cheered with the view - 


As thro the throng he paſs'd his parting ſteps | 
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But chiefly they whom Heaven's diſpoſing hand 

Had ſeated high on Fortune's upper ſtage, 

And plac'd within their call the ſacred band 

That waits on Nurture and Inſtruction ſage, 

If haply their wiſe heſts * mote them engage 

To climb thro' knowledge to more noble praiſe, 

And, as they mount, enlighten ev'ry age 

With the bright influence” of fair virtue's rays, 

Which from the avvful heights of grandeur 
brighter blaze ;S - 


They, O perverſe and baſe ingratitude ! . 
Deſpiſing the great ends of Providence, 

For which above their mates they were endued 
With wealth, authority, aud eminence, 

To the low ſervices of brutal ſenſe f 
Abus'd the means of pleaſures more reſin d, 

Of knowledge, virtue, and beneticence z 

And, fett' ring on her throne th' immortal Mind, 
The guidanceof her realm topaſſions wild refign'd. 


Hence, thoughtleſs, ſhameleſs, reckleſs, ſpiritleſs, 

Nought worthy of their kind did they eſſay, 

But, or benumb'd with palſied idlenets, 

In merely living loiter'd life away, 

Or by falſe taſte of pleaſure led aftray, 

For ever wand'ring in the ſenſual bow'rs 

Of feveriſh Debauch and luſtful Play, 

Spent on ignoble toils their active pow'rs, 

Aud with untimely blaſts diſcas'd their verna! 
hours. 


F'en they to whom kind Nature did accord 
A frame more delicate and purer mind, 


Tho' the foul brothel and the wine-ſtain'd board | 


Of beaſtly Comus loathing they declin'd, 
Yet their ſoft hearts to idle joys rehgn'd ; 
Like painted inſeẽts thro' the ſummer air 
With random flight aye ranging unconfin'd, 
And taſting ev'ry flow'r and bloiſom fair 
Withouten any choice, withouten any care. 


For choice them needed none who only fought 

With vain amuſements to beguile rhe day ; 

And wherefore ſhould they take or care or thought 
Whom Nature prompts and Fortune calls to play? 
« Lords of the earth, be happy as ye may!“ 

So learn'd, fo taught, the leaders of mankiad 

TY _unreaſoning vulgar willingly obey, 

And, leaving toil and poverty behind, find. 

Ran forth by diff 'reat ways the bliſsful boon to 


Nor tedious was the ſcarch; for ev'ry where, 

As nigh great Cuſtom's royal tow'rs the Knight 
Paſs'd thro? th' adjoining hamlets, mote he hear 
The merry voice of feſtival delight 
Saluting the return of morning bright 

With martin revels by the mid-day hours 

Scarce ended, and again with dewy night 

In cover'd theatres or leafy bow'rs, [pow'rs. 
Off 'ring her ev'ning yows to Pleaſure's joyous 
And ever on the way mote he eſpy | 

Men, women, children, a promiſcuous throng 
Of rich, r, wiſe and ſimple, low and high, 
By lads, WP wider, paſſing aye along 
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To Pleafure's num'rous temples, that beſide 
The gliſt'ning ſtreams, or tufted groves among, 
To ev'ry idle foot ſtood: open wide, f 
And every gay defire with various joys ſupplied. 
For there cach heart with diverſe charms to move 
The fly enchantreſs ſummon'd all her train 
Alluring Venus, queen of vagrant love, 

The boon companion Bacchus, loud and vain, 
And tricking Herraes, god of fraudful gain, 
Who when blind Fortune throws directs the die, 
And Phoebus, tuning his foft Lydian ſtrain | 
Fo wanton motions and the lover's ſigh, | 
And thonght-beguil:ng ſhew and maſking revelry. 
Unmeet affociates theſe for noble youth : 
Who to true honour meaneth to aſpire, 

And for the works of virtue, faith and truth, 
Would keep his manly faculties entire; 

The which avizing well the cautious fire 

From that ſoft Siren land of pleaſaunce vain 
With timely haſte was minded to retire, 

Or ere the ſweet contagion mote attain / ſtain. 
His ſon's unpractis'd heart, yet free from vicious 


So turning from that beaten road afide, 


| 


Thro' many a devious path at length he pac'd, 
As that experienc'd palmer did him guide, 

Till to a mountain hoare they came at laſt, 
Whoſe high-rais'd brows, with ſylvan honovrs 
Majeſtically frown'd upon the plain, [grace d, 
And over all an awful horror caſi — : 
Seem'd as thoſe villas gay it did diſdain, train. 
Which ſpanglcd all the vale like Flora's painted 
The hill aſcended firaight, erewhile they game 
To a tall grove, Whole chick embow'ring ſhade, 
Impervious to the ſun's meridian flame, 

E'en at mid-noon a dubious 3 made, 


Like to that ſober light which, difarray'd 


Of all its gorgeous robe, with blunted beams 

Thro' windows dim with holy acts pourtray'd 

Along ſome cloiſter'd abbey faintly. gleams, 

Abſtracting the rapt thought from vain earth- 
muſing themes. 


Beneath this high o'erarching cano 

Nf.chuſt'ring oaks, a ſylvan colonnade, 

= lit'ning to the native melod 

Of birds ſweet echoing thro' the lonely ſhade, 

On to the centre of the grove they ftray'd; 

Which ia a ſpacious circle op'ning round, 

Within its ſhelt'ring arms ſecurely laid, 

Diſclos'd to ſudden view a vale profound, ; 

With Nature's artleſs ſmiles and tranquil beau» 
ties crown'd. 

There, on the baſis of an ancient pile, 

W hoſe croſs- ſurmounted ſpire o erlookꝰd the w 

A venerable matron they erewhile 

Diſcover'd have beſide a murm'ring flood, 

Reclining in right ſad and penſive mood: 

Retir'd within her own abſtracted breaſt, | 

She ſeem'd o'er various woes by turns to brgod, 

The which her changing cheer by turns expreſs'd, . 


ood, 


With murmurs, anticks, muſic, dance and ſong, | 
» Heſts, bekefts; precepts, commands, 
* 


Now glowing with diſdain, with grief now over · 
eſt +. ; 


+ Overkeſt, for overcaſt. 


Her 


_ Y * — 5-0 1. >». — 
" 1 * n . — = _ on " 
2 1 Ms oaths — — 
9 Sr rr 8 2 a _ ** 


And many perils huge and labours fore 


* « Thy unſuſpecting heart how nobly good 


_ « Againſt their better knowledge to maintain 


4 ſelf erewhile by proof didſt underſtand, 
„ Ane ſaw ſt, as thro his realms thou took 'ft thy 


* 7 9 $:zh, fnce. 
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Her thus immers'd in anxious thoughts profound 
Whenas the knight perceiv'd, he nearer drew, 
To weet what bitter bale did her aftound, 

And whence th' occaſion of her anguiſh grew; 
For that right noble matrort well he knew, 


Had for her ſake endur d, her vaſſal true, | 

Train d in her love, and praftis'd evermore 

Her honour to reſpect, and reverence her lore. 

O deareft Drad !“ he cried, © fair Iſland Queen 

« Mather of heroes! Empreſs of the main 

« What means that ftormy brow of troublous 
teen, ; f train 


Bor ff, 


The ſymptoms of a foul, diſcas'd and bloate1 
„ Ev'n Wit and Genius, with their learned train 
© Of Arts and Muſes, tho* from heav'n above 
Peſcended, when their talents they profane 

„Jo vargiſh folly, kindle wanton love, 

And aid eccentric ſeeptie pride to rove 
geyond celeſtial truth's attractive ſphere, 
This moral ſyſtem's central fun, aye prove 

«© To their fond votaries a curſe ſevere, 

And only make mankind more obſtinetely err. 


« And ſtand my foris herein from cenſure clear ? 
Have they. confider'd well and underſtood 


et Sith heaven-born Peace, with all her ſmiling B The uſe and import cf thoſe bletlings dear 


„Of Sciences and Arts, adorns thy reign 
% With wealth and knowledge, ſplendour and 
__ ©« renown? 2 
4 Each port how throng'd ! how fruitful ev'ry 
% How blithe the country! and how gay the 
: « town ! ; 
4 While Liberty ſecures and heightens ev'ry 
boon!” ; 
wakeii'd from her trance of penſive wo 
y theſe fair ue fing words, ſhe rais'd her head, 
And bending on the knight her frowning brow, 
% Mock'ft thou my forrows, Fairy Son ?*' ſhe ſaid ; 
« Or is thy judgment by thy heart miſled | 
« To deem that certain which thy hopes ſuggeſt : 
« To deem them full of life and luſtihead + 
« Whoſe cheeks in Hebe's vivid tints are dreſs'd, | 
« And with joy's careleſs mien and dimpled 
« ſmiles impreſs d 


N 


4% I know, how ſanguine in thy country's eauſe, 
« And mark'd thy virtue ſingly how it ſtood 

« Tir aſſaults of mighty cuſtom, which v erawes 
% The faint and tim rous mind, and oft withdraws 
4% From Reaſon's lore th' ambitious and the vain, 
« By the ſweet lure of popular applauſe, 


„The lawleſs throne of Vice or Folly's childiſh 
| s reign. - | 
„ How vaſt his influence, how wide his ſway, 


« way, 
How vice — folly had o erſpread the land: 
« And canſt thou then, O Fairy Son! demand 
« The reaſon of my wo ? or hope to caſe 
The throbbings of my heart with ſpeeches bland, 
And words more apt my forrows to increaſe, 
„ The once-dear names of wealth, and liberty, 
« and peace? 
«Peace, wealth, and liberty that nobleſt boon, 
« Are bleſſings only to the wiſe and good ; 
6 To weak and vicious minds their worth un- 
; „ known, 5 
« And thence abus'd, but ſerve to furniſh food 
& For riot and debauch, and fre the blood 
„ Wich h1gh-ſpiced luxury, whence ſtrife. debate, 


; 


Which the great Lord of Nature hath beſtow'd 


As well to prove as to reward the good? 

VM hence are theſe torrents then, theſe billowy 

© Of vice, in which as in his proper flood | ſeas 

The fell Leviathan hcentious plays, 

And upon ſhipwreck'd Faith and finking Vir- 
tue preys ? | . 

* To you, ye noble, opulent, and great! 

With friendly voice | call and honeſt zeal ; 

* Upon your vital influences wait 


The health and ſickneſs of the common weal : 
© The maladies you cauſe yourſelres muſt heal, 


In vain to the unthinking harden'd crowd 

„Will truth and reafon make their juſt appeal, 
In vain will facred wiſdom cry aloud, | blood. 
And juſtice drench in vain her vengeful ſword in 


* With you muſt reforination firſt take place: 

* You are the head, the intellectual mind 

Of this vaſt body politic, whoſe baſe _ 

* And vulgar limbs to drudgery confign'd, 

All the rich ſtores of ſcience have reſign'd 

Jo you, that, by the craftſman's various toil, 

The ſea-worn mariner and {weating hind, 

In peace and affluence maintain'd, the white 

«© You for yourſelves and them may ercfs the 
% mental toil, | 

Bethink you then, my children! of the truſt 

In you repos'd; ne let your heaven-born miad 

+* Conſume in plcaſure or unactive ruſt, 

** Bur nobly ronſe you to the talk aſſign d, 

The godlike taſk, to teach and mend mankind ! 

Learn, iliat ye may inſtrutt: to virtue lead 

„ Yourletves the way; the herd will crowd be- 
“% hind, 

« And gather precepts from each worthy deed : 

Example is a leſſon that all men can read. 


gut if (to all or moſt I do not ſpeak) 

In vain and ſenſual habits now grown old 

+ The ſtrong Circzan charm you cannot break, 
Nor reaſſume at will your native mould f, 
Vet envy not ghe ſtate you could not hold, 
And take compatiion on the rifing age; 
In them redeem your errors manifold, 

« And by due diſeipline and nurture ſage 

In virtue's lore betimes your docile ſons engage - 
*« You chiefly who like me in ſecret mourn 


% Ambvitionenvy, Factions vip'rous brood, 


4 * 


14 Laſtilead, ſtiong health, vigour. : 


C The prevalence of cuſtom lewd and vain, 
1 Mould, ſhape, form. 2 And 
* | 


Contempt of order, manners profligate, [ ſtate. 


a 
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« And you who tho' by the rude torrent borne | 

« Unwillingly aloug, you yield with pain 

« To his beheſts, and act what you diſdain, 

Met nouriſh in your hearts the gen'rous love 

« Of piety and truth, no more reſtrain 

The manly zeal, but all your finews move 

„Ihe prefent to reclaim, the future race im- 
prove. 


„ Eftfoons by your joint efforts ſhall be quell'd 

« Yon haughty giant, who fo proudly Ways 

A ſceptre by repute alone upheld, a 

© Who where he cannot dictate ſtraight obeys : 

*« Accuſtom'd to conform his flatt ring phraſe 

« To numbers and hight-plac'd authority 

« Your party he will join, your maxims praiſe, 

« And, drawing after all his menial #y 

Soon teach the gen'ral voice your act to ratify. 

Ne for th' atchievement of this great emprize 

« The waut of means or counſel may ye dread ; 

From my twin-daughters' fruitful wombs ſhall 

© A race of letter'd ſages deeply read [ rife 

„In learning's various writ, by whom yled 

«© Thro' each well-cultur'd plot, each beauteous 
„ grove, 

„Where antic wiſdom wliilom wont to tread, 

« With mingled glee and profit may ye rove, 

« And cull each virtuous plant, each tree of 
« knowledge prove. 


* Yourſelves with virtue thus and knowledge 
66 fraught, 

« Of what in ancient days of good or great 

« Hiſtorians, bards, philoſophers, have taught, 

« Join'd with whatever-elſe cf modern date 

« Maturer judgment, ſearch more accurate, 

« Diſcover'd have of Nature, Man and God, 

May by new laws reform the time- worn ſtate 

« Of cell-bred diſcipline, and ſmootbe the road 

* That leads thro' learning's vale to wildom's 
*  * bright abode, a 


« By you invited to her ſecret bow'rs, 

„Then ſhall Pædia re-aſcend her throne, 

With vivid laurels girt and fragrant flow'rs ; 

«* While from their forked mount deſcending down 

* Yon ſupercilious pedant train ſhall own 

Her empire paramount, ere long by her 

* Ctavghr a leſſon in their ſchools unknown, 

« To learning's xicheſt treaſure to prefer 

« The knowledge of the world and man,s great 
« buſineſs there. 4 


On this prime ſcience, as the final end 

Of all her diſcipline and wprt'ring care, 

Her eye Pædia fixing, aye ſhall bend 

Her ev'ry thought and effort to prepare 

Her tender pupils for the various war 

* Which vice and folly ſhall un them wage 

As on the perilous march of hfe they fare, 

* With prudent lore fore-arming ev'ry age 

© 'Gainſt Pleaſure's treach'rous joys and Pain's 
„ embattled rage. 5 


Then ſhall my youthful ſons, to wiſdom led 
* By fair example and ingenuous praiſe, 
© With willing feet the patlis of duty tread, 


„Shall purge their minds from all impure allaxs 


Still as my ſons in fame and virtue riſe, [ kies 
„Grow with their growth, and to th' applauding 


Toev'ry front ſhe turn'd, diſcover'd round 


| Forth from the ground the length' ning ſtructure- 


O!] teach my willing heart the way 


| And, that I m bleſs'd with. health and eaſe 
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„ Thro' the world's intricate or rugged ways, 
* Conducted: by Religion's ſacred rays, 


„ Whoſe foul-invigorating influence 


Of ſordid ſelſiſhneſs, and brutal fenſe; (lence. 
„And ſwell th' ennobled heart with bleſt benevo- * 


Then alſo ſhall this emblematic pile, 
© By magic whilem fram'd to ſympathife _ 
« With ail the fortunes of this changeful iſle, 


Its radiant croſs uplift; the while to grace 

«© The multiplying niches freth ſupplies 

Ok worthies ſhall ſucceed, with equal pace 

„Aye following their fires in virtue's glorious 
- "6. 20066" | | 

Fir'd with th' idea of her future fame, 

She roſe majeſtic from her lowly ſtead, 

While from her vivid eyes a ſparkling flame 

Outbeaming, with unwonted light o'erſprea& 

That monumental pile, and, as her head 


The venerable forms of heroes dead, 
Who for their various merit, erſt renown'd, 


In this bright fane of glory ſhrines of honour found. 


On theſe that royal dame her raviſh'd eyes 
Would often feaft ; and Ever as ſhe ſpied riſe, 
With new-plac'd ſtatues deck'd on ev'ry fide, 
Her parent breaſt would ſwell with gen'rous pridi 
And now with her in that ſequeſter d plain 
The knight a while conftraning to abide, 
She to the Fairy youth with pleaſure fain : 
Thoſe ſculptur'd chiefs did ſhew, and their great 
lives explain. | | 


— 


| $ 59. 4 Birth-Day Thought. 
CAN I, all gracious Providence 
Can I deſerve thy care? | 
Ah! no: I've nor the leaſt pretence 
To bounties which I ſhare, 
Have I not been defended ſtill 
From dangers and from death 
Been fafe preferv'd from ev'ry ill 
E'er ſince thou gave me breath) 


[ live once more, to ſee the day 
That brought me firſt to light; 


To take thy mercies right. 


Tho' dazzling ſplendor, pomp, and ſhow, 

* My fortune has denied; 1: 
Yet more than grandeur can beſtow 
Content hath well ſupplied. 


No ftrife has e er diſturb d my peace, 


No mis' tries have I knowp ; 


1 


7 ö 


With humble thanks I own, e . 
[ envy no one's birth or fame, 4 
Their titles, train, or dre; v 
Nor has my pride'e'er ſtreteh'd its aim | 
B:yond what I poſſels, es. * 1 
| | — 7 "7 , 5 2 1 aſk 1 


* ® 
. 
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i 
©. 


4 * 
„ 2 


I aſk and with, not to appear | 
More beauteous, rich, or gay 
Lord, make me wiſer ev'ry year, 
And better ev'ry day. 
. —— 


$ 60. 4 Moral Refefion. Written on the f, 


Day of the Tear 1782. 
GEVENTEEN Hundred Eighty-one 
Is now for ever paſt ; 
Seventeen Hundred Eighty-two 
Will fly away as faſt. 
But whether life's uncertain ſcene 
Shali hold an equal pace ; 
Or whether death ſhall come berween, 
And end my mortal race : 


Or whether fickneſs, pain, or health, 
My future lot ſhall be; | 
Or whether poverty or wealth, 
Is all unknown to me. 


One thing I know, that needful tis 
To watch with careful eye ; 
Since ev'ry ſeaſon ſpent amiſs 
Is regiſter'd on high. 
Too well I know what precious hours 
My wayward paſhoas waſte ; 
And oh ! I find my mortal pow'rs 
To duſt and darkneſs haſte. 


Earth rolls her rapid ſeaſons round, 
To meet her final fire ; 

But virtue is with glory crown'd, 
Tho ſuns and ftars expire. 

What awful t ts! what truth ſublime ! 

W What uſeful leſſon this 
O! let me well improve my time 

Oh! let me die in peace! 


$ 6x. The Triumph of Ifis, occaſioned by Iſis, an 


| T. WaArToON. 
Quid mini neſcio quam, proffic cum Tybr'de, Romam 
semper in de geris ? Referunt ſi vera £54 


Hane Urbem iofano nullus qui Marte petieit, 
Lartatus violafle redit. Nec Numina ved<1n 
eb tust x 
b CAU DbfAx. 
O * cloſing flowers when genial gales diffuſe 
The fragrant tribute of refreſhing dews ; 
When chants the milk-maid at her baimy pail, 
Andwveary reapers whiſtle o'er the vale; 
Charm'd 7 
Wer 1s willow-fringed banks I firay'd : 
And calmly mvfing through the rwiligit way, 
In penſive mood I fram'd the Doric lay. 


When lo! from op'ning clouds a golden gleam 
Pour d ſudden ſplendors o'er the ſhadowy ttream ; 


And from the wave aroſe its guardian queen, 
Known by her ſweeping ſtole of gloſſy green ; 


While in the coral crown that bound her biow 


Was wove the Delphic laurel's verdant bough. 
As the ſmooth ſurface of the dimply flood 


us flver-ſlipper'd virgin lighely wed; 


fo * 
. - 
* . 
* - 

— 
+ 
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| 


No more thy love- reſounding ſonnets ſuit 


7 


2 
5 


„ Thoſe deſtin 
by the murmurs of the quiv ring ſhade, 
And, as the dews of gracious heaven deſcend 
:} Unaſk'd, unſeen, in ſtill but copious ſhow'rs, 
| Her ſtores on me ſpontaneous 8 pours. 


From her looſe hair the dropping dew ſhe preſs'd, 


And thus mine car in accents mild addrefs'd : - 
No more, my fon, the rural reed employ, 
Nor trill the tinkling ſtrain of empty joy; 


Lo nntes of paſt' ral pipe, or oaten flute. 

For hark! high - thron d on yon majeſtic walls, 
To the dear Muſe afflicted Freedom calls: 
When freedom calls, and Oxford bids thee ſing, 
Why ſtays thy hand to ſtrike the ſounding ſtring? 
White thus, in Freedom's and in Phabus' ſpite, 
The venal ſons of ſlaviſh Cam unite ; 

To ſhake yon towers when malice rears her creſt, 
Shall all my ſons in ſilence idly reſt ? | 
Still fing, O Cam, your fav'rite freedom's cauſe, 
Still boaſt of freedom, while you break her laws; 
Fo Pow'r your fongs of gratulation pay; 

To courts addreſs {oft flattery's ſervile lay. 
What though your gentle Maſon's plaintive verſe 
Has hung with ſweeteſt wreaths Muſeus' herſe; 
What though your vaunted bard's ingenuous woe, 
Soft as my ſtream, in tuneful numbers flow; 
Yet ſtrove his Muſe, by fame or envy led, 

To tear the laurels from a ſiſter's lead. 
Miſguided youth | with rude unclaſſic rage 

To blot the beautics of thy whiter page; 

A rage that ſullies e en thy guiltleſs lays, 

And blaſts the vernal bloom of half thy bays, 
Let © * * boaſt the patrons of her name, 


| Each fplendid fool of fortune and of fame : 


till of preferment let her ſhine the queen, 
Prolific parent of cach bowing dean : 
Be hers each prelate of the pamper'd cheek, 
Each courtly chaplain, ſanctify'd and fleck ; 
Still let the drones of her exhauſtleſs hive 
On rich pluralitics ſupinely thrive : 
Still let her ſenates titled ſlaves revere, 
Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer 
No longer charm'd by virtue's lofty ſong, _ 
Once heard ſage Milton's manly tones among, 
Where Cam, meand'ring thro' the matted reeds, 
With loit'ring wave his groves of laurel feeds. 
Tis ours, my fon; to deal the ſacred bay, 
Where honour calls, and juſtice points the way ; 
To wear the well-earn'd wreath that merit brings, 
And ſnatch a gift beyond the reach of kings. 
Scorning and ſcorn'd by courts, yon Muſe's bow'r 
Still nor enjoys nor ſeeks the ſmile of pow'r. 
Though wakeful vengeance watch my cryſtal 
Thovgh perſecution wave her iron wing, ( ſpring, 
And oer yon ſpiry temples as ſhe flies, 
d ſcats be mine,” exulting cries ; | 
Fortune's fair ſmiles on Iſis ſtill attend: 


Sce, Science walks with recent chaplets crown'd ; 
With Fancy's ftrain my fairy ſhades refound ; 
My Muſe divine ftill keeps her cuſtom'd ſtate, 
The mien erect, and high majeſtic gait : 

Green as of old each oliv'd portal ſmiles, 

And ſtill the graces build my Grecian piles: 
My gothic ſpires in ancient glory rife, 


And dare with wouted pride to ruſh into the {kics- 


| Een 


d; 


C8. 


Was rapture mute, or ceas'd the glad acclaim, 
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E'en late when Radeliffe's delegated train 
Auſpicious ſhone in Iſis' happy plain; [ ſhrine, 
When yon proud * dome, fair learning's ampleſt 
Beneath its attic roofs receiv'd the Nine; 


To Radcliffe due, and Ifis' honour'd name? 
What free-boro crowds adorn'd the feſtive day, 
Nor bluth'd to wear my tributary bay ! 
How each brave breaſt with honeſt ardours heav'd, 
When Sheldon's fane the patriot band receiv'd; 
While, as we loudly hail'd the choſen few, 
Rome's awful ſenate ruſh'd upon the view ! 
O may the day in lateſt annals ſhine, 
That made a Beaufort and. an Harley mine; 
That bade them leave the loftier ſcene awhile, 
The pomp of guiltleſs ſtate, the patriot toil, 
For bleeding Albion's aid the ſage deſign, 
To hold ſhort dalliance with the tuneful Nine ! 
Then muſic left her filver ſphere on high, 
And bore each ſtrain of triumph from the ſky ; 
Swell'd the loud ſong, and to my chiefs around 
Pour'd the full peans of mellifluous ſound, 
My Naiads blvthe the dying accents caught, 
And liſtening danced beneath their pearly grot : 
In gentler eddies play'd my conſcious wave, 
And all my reeds their ſofteſt whiſpers gave; 
Each lay with brighter green adorn'd my bow'rs, 
And breath'd a freſher fragrance on my flew'rs. 
But lo! at once the pealing concerts ceaſe, 
And crowded theatres are huſh'd in peace, 
See, on yon ſage how all attentive ſtand, 
To catch his parting eye, and waving hand. 
Hark ! he begins, with all a Tully's art, 
To pour the dictates of a Cato's heart. 
Skill'd to pronounce what nobleſt thoughts inſpire, 
He blends the ſpcaker's with the patriot's fire; 
Bold to conceive, nor tim'rous to conceal, 
What Britons dare to think he dares to tell, 
"Tis his alike the ear and eyes to charm, 
To win with action, and with ſenſe to warm. 
Untaught in flow'ry periods to diſpenſe 
The lulling ſounds of fweet impertinence : 
In frowns or ſmiles he gains an equal prize, 
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor creeps to riſe ; 
Bids happier days to Albion be reftor'd, 
Bids ancient jullice rear her radiant ſword; 
From me, as from my country, claims applauſe, 
And makes an Oxford's a Britannia's cauſe. 
While arms like theſe my ſtedfaſt ſages wield, 
hile mine is Truth's impenetrable ſhield ; 
Say, ſhall the puny champion fondly dare 
To wage with force like this ſcholaſtic war ? 
Still vainly ſcribble on with pert pretence, 
With all the rage of pedant impotence ? 
Say, ſhall I foſter this domeſtic peſt, 
his parricide, that wounds a mother's breaſt ? 
Thus in ſome gallant ſhip, that long has bore 
Britain's victorious croſs from ſhore to ſhore, 
By chance, beneath her cloſe ſequeſter'd cells 
dome low. born worm, a lurking miſchief dwells; 
Eats his blind way; and ſaps with ſecret guile 


* 


— 


he deep foundations of the floating pile. 


( | The Radcliffe Libraty. 


In vain the foreſt lent its ſtatelieſt pride, 
Rear'd her tall maſt, and fram'd her knotty fide 
The martial thunder's rage in vain ſhe ſtood, 


With ev'ry conflict of the ſtormy flood; 


| More ſure the reptile's little arts devour 


Than wars, or waves, or Eurus' wint'ry pow'r. 
Ye fretted pinnacles, ye fanes ſublime, 

Ye tow'rs that wear the moſſy veſt of time ! 

Ye maſly piles of old munificence, 

At once tire pride of learning and defence; 

Ye cloiſters pale, that length ning to the fight 

To contemplation, ſtep by ſtep, invite; 


Ye high-arch'd walks, where oft the whiſpers 


clear 

Of harps unſeen have ſwept the poet's ear; 
Ye temples dim, where pious duty pays 
Her holy hymns of ever-echoing prailc 
Lo! your lov'd Ifis, from the bord'ring vale, 
With all a mother's fondneſs bids you hail !— 
Hail, Oxford, hail ! of all that 's good and great, 
Of all that's fair, the guardian and the ſear ; 
Nurſe of each brave purſuit, each gen'rous aim, 
By truth exalted to the throne of fame 
Like: Greece in ſcience and in liberty, 
As Athens learn'd, as Lacedemon free! 

Ev'n now, confeſs'd to my adoring eyes, 
In awful ranks thy gifted ſons ariſe. 
Tuning to knightly tale his Britiſh reeds, 
Thy genuine bards immortal Chaucer leads: 
His hoary head o'erlooks the gazing quire, 
And: beams on all around celeſtial fire. 
With graceful ſtep ſee Addiſon advance, 
The ſweeteſt child of Attic elegance: | 
See Chillingworth the depths of doubt explore, 
And Selden ope the rolls of ancient lore : 
To all but his belov'd einbrace deny'd, 
See Locke lead Reaſon, his majeſtic bride : 


See Hammond pierce religion's golden mine, 


And ſpread the treaſur'd ſtores of Truth divine. 
All who to Albion gave the arts of peace, 

And beſt the labours plann'd of letter d eaſe ; 

Who taught with truth, or with perſuaſion mov'd, 


Who footh'd with numbers, or with ſenſe improv'd; 


Who rang'd the pyw'rs of reaſon, or refin'd 

All that adorn'd or humaniz'd the mind; 

Each prieſt of health, that mix'd the balmy bowl, 

To rear frail man, and ſtay the fleeting foul 

All crowd around, and, echoing to the ſky, 

Hail, Oxford, hail ! with filial tranfport cry. 
And tee yon ſapient train! with lib'ral aim, 

Twas theirs new plans of liberty to frame; 

And on the gothic gloom of flaviſh ſway 

To ſhed the dawn of intellectual day. 


With mild debate each muſing feature glows, 


And well-weigh'd counſels mark their meaning 
brows. 


e Lo! theſe the leaders of thy patriot line,” 


A Raleigh, Hamden, and a Somers ſhine. 


| Theſe from thy ſource the bold contagion caught, 


Their future ſons the great example taught: 
While in each youth th' hereditary flame 
Still blazes, unextinguiſh'd, and the ſame | 


Nor 


FOR 
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The © Patriot King before me ſeems to ſtand. 


Himſelf he marks in each ingenuous breaſt, 
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Nor all the taſks of thoughtful peace engage, [At morn I take my cuſtom'd round, 


"Tis thine to form the hero as the ſage. 

I ſee the ſable-fuited prince advance 

With lilies crown'd, the ſpoils of bleeding France, 

Edward. The Muſes in yon cloiſter's ſhade 

Bound on his maiden thigh the martial blade: 

Bade him the fteel for Britiſh freedom draw ; 

And Oxford taught the deeds that Creſſy ſaw. 
And ſee, great father of the ſacred band, 


He, by che bloom of this gay vale beguil'd, 

That cheer'd with lively green the ſhaggy wild, 

Hither of vore, foriorn forgotten maid, 

The Muſe in prattling infancy convey'd; 

From Vandal rage the helpleſs virgin bore, 

And fix'd her cradle on my friendly ſhore : 

Soon grew the maid beneath his foſt' ring hand, 

Soon ſtream'd her bleiſings o'er the enlighten'd 
land. 

Though ſimple was the dome, where firſt to dwell 

She deign'd, and rude her early Saxon cell, 

Lo! now ſhe holds her ſtate in ſculptur'd bow'rs, 

And proudly lifts to heaven her hundred tow'rs. 

"Twas Alfred firſt, with letters and with laws, 

Adorn'd, as he advanced, his country's cauſe : 

He bade relent the Briton's ſtubborn ſoul, . 

And ſooth d to ſoft ſociety's controul 

A rough untutor'd age. With raptur'd eye 

Elate he views his laurel'd progeny : 

Serene he {miles to find, that not in vain 

He form'sd the rudiments of learning's reign : 


With all the founder in the race expreſs'd ; 

Con ſcious he ſees fair Freedom till ſurvive 

In von bright domes, ill- fated fugitive ! 
(Glorious, as when the Goddeſs pour d the beam 
Unſully'd on his ancient diadem) 

Well pleas'd, that at his own Pierian ſprings 
She reſts her weary feet, and plumigs her wings; 
That here at laſt the takes her deſtin'd ſtand, 
Here deigus to linger ere ſhe leave the land. 


$42. Inſcription in a Hermitage, at Anſley-Hall, 
in Varuiciſbire. T. WARTON, 


PENEATH this ſtony roof reclin'd, 
I ſooth to peace my peaſive mind: 
And while, to ſhade my lowly cave, 
Embow'ring elms their umbrage wave z 
Apd while the maple diſh is mine, 

e heechen cup, unſtain'd with wine; 
I ſcorn the gay licentious crowd, 
Nor heed the toys that deck the proud. 


Within my limits lone and till, 

The blackbird pipes in artleſs trill 
Faſt by my couch, congenial gueſt, 
The wren has wore her moſly neſt ;- 
From buly ſcenes and brighter ſkies, 
To lurk with innocence, ſhe flies; 
Here hopes in ſafe repoſe to dwell, 


To mark how buds yon ſhrubby mound ; 


And ev'ry op'ning primroſe count 


Thar trimly paints my blooming mount : 
Or o' er the ſculptures, quaint and rude, 


That grace my gloomy ſolitude, 
[ teach in winding wreaths to ſtray 


| Fantaſtic ivy's gadding ſpray. 
At eve, within yon ſtudious nook, 


| ope my braſs-emboſled book, 
Pourtray'd with many a holy deed 

Of martyrs, crown'd with heavenly meed: 
Then, as my taper waxes dim, | 
Chant, ere I ſleep, my meaſur'd hymn; 
And, at the cloſe, the gleams behold 
Of parting wings bedropt with gold, 
While ſuch pure joys my bliſs create, 
Who but would ſmile at guilty ſtate? 
Who but would wiſh his holy lot 

In calm Oblivion's humble grot ? 


Who but would caft his pomp away, 
To take my ſtaff and amice gray; 
And to the world's tumultuous ſtage 
Prefer the blameleſs hermitage ? 


$ 63. Monody, written near Stratford upon 
| — anTONC 
 VON, thy rural views, thy paſtures wild, 
The wiilows that o'erhang thy twilight edge, 


| Their boughs entangling with th' embarti|cd 


ſedge ; 

Thy brink with wat'ry foliage quaintly fring'd, 
Thy ſurface with reflected verdure ting'd, 
Sooth me with many a penſive pleaſure mild. 
But while I muſe, that here the bard divine 
Whoſe ſacred duſt yon higk-arch'd aifles incloſe, 
Where the tall windows rife in ſtately rows 
Above th' embow'ring ſhade, : 

Here firſt, at Fancy's fairy-circled ſhrine, 

Of daiſies pied his infant oft ring made; 

Here layfal yet, in ſtripling years unripe, 
Fram d of thy reeds a ſhrill and artleſs pipe: 
Sudden thy beauties, Avon, all are fled, 

As at the waving of ſome magic wand; 


An holy trance my charmed ſpirit wings, 


And awful ſhapes of warriors and of kings 
People the buſy mead, 

Like ſpectres ſwarming to the wizard's hall; 
And ſlowly pace, and point with trembling hand 
The wounds ill-cover'd by the purple pall. 
Before me Pity ſeems to ſtand 
A weeping mourner, ſmote with anguiſh ſore, 
To fee Misfortune rend in frantic mood 

His robe with regal woes embroider'd o'er. 
Pale, Terror leads the viſionary band, 

And ſternly ſhakes his ſceptre, dropping blood. 


T. WARTOS- 
89 ſtream the ſorrows that embalm the brave, 


Nor aught ſuſpects the ſy lvan cell. 


® Alfred, 


The tears that Science ſheds on Glory's grave 
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So pure the vows which claſſic duty pays 
To bleſs another Brunſwick's riſing rays ! 
O pitt, if choſen ſtrains have power to ſteal 
Thy watchtul breaſt awhile from Britain's weal ; 
If votive verſe, from ſacred Isis ſent, 
Might hope to charm thy manly mind, intent 
On patriot plans, which ancient freedom drew, 
Awhile with fond attention deign to view 
This ample wreath, which all th' aſſembled Nine 
With {kill united have conſpir'd to twine. | 
Yes, guide and guardian of thy country's cauſe ! 
Thy conſcious heart ſhall hail with juſt applauſe 
The duteous Muſe, whoſe haſte officious brings 
Her blameleſs off ring to the ſhrine of kings: 
Thy tongue, well tutor'd in hiſtoric lore, 
Can ſpeak her office and her uſe of yore: 
For ſuch the tribute of ingenuous praiſe 
Her harp difpens'd in Grecia's golden days; 
Such were the palms, in iſles of old renown, 
She cull'd, to deck the guiltleſs monarch's crown; 
When virtuous Pindar told, with Tuſcan gore 
How ſceptied Hiro ſtain'd Sicilia's ſhore, 
Or to mild Theron's raptur'd eye diſclos'd 
Bright vales, where ſpirits of the brave repos'd : 
Yet fiill beneath the throne, unbrib'd, ſhe fat 
The decent haudmaid, not the ſlave, of ſtate ; 
Pleas'd in the radiance of the regal name 
To blend the luſtre of her country's fame: 
For, taught like Ours, ſhe dar'd with prudent pride 
d Obedience from dependance to divide: 
Though princes claim'd her tributary lays, 
, With truth ſevere ſhe temper'd partial praiſe; 
Conſcious ſhe kept her native dignity, 
Bold as her flights, and as her numbers free. 
And ſure, if e's the muſe indulg'd her ſtrains, 
With juſt regard to grace heroic reigns, 
Where could her glance a theme of triumph own 
So dear to fame as George's trophy*d throne 2 
At whole firm baſe thy ftedfaſt ſoul aſpires 
To wake a mighty nation's ancient fires : 
Aſpires to baffle Faction's ſpecious claim, | 
Rouſe England's rage, and give her thunder aim : 
Once more the main hr conqu'ring banners ſweep, 
Again her Commerce darkens all the deep. 
Thy fix'd reſolve renews each firm decree 
That made, that kept of yore, thy country free. 
Call'd by thy voice, nor deat to war's alarms, 


le, 


| Its willing youth the rural empire arms : 
nand Again the lords of Albion's cultur'd plains 
March the firm leaders of their faithful ſwains; 
As er ſtout archers, from the farm or fold, 
e, Flam'd in the van of many a haron bold. 
Nor thine the pomp of indolent debate, 
The war of words, the ſophiſtries of ſtate: 
Nor frigid caution checks thy free deſign, 
Nor ſtops thy ſtream of eloquence divine: 
For thine the privilege, on few beſtow'd, 
To feel, to think, to ſpeak, for public good. 
n vain Corruption calls her venal tribes ; 
One common cauſe one common end preſcribes : 
or fear nor fraud or ſpares or ſcreens the foe, 
But ſpirit prompts, and valour ſtrikes the blow. 


Vere educated. 


That Albion was ordain'd thy regal ſear: 


O Pitt, while honour points thy lib'ral plan, 
And o'er the Miniſter exalts the Man, 
[ſis congenial greets thy faithful ſway, 
Nor ſcotus to bid a ſtateſman grace her lay. 
For tis not Hers, by falſe connections drawn 
At ſplendid Slavery's ſordid ſhrine to fawn 
Each native effort of the feeling breaſt 
To friends, to foes, in equal fear, ſuppreſt ; 
'Tis not for her to purchaſe or purſue 
The phantom favours of the cringing crew : 
More uſeful toils her ſtudious hours engage, 
And fairer leſſons fill her ſpotleſs page: 
Beneath ambition, but above diſgrace, 


[Wich nobler arts the forms the riſing race: 


With happier taſks, and leſs refin'd pretence, 

In elder times, ſhe woo'd Munificence 

To rear her arched roofs in regal guiſe, 

And lift her temples nearer to the ſkies; _ 

Princes and prelates ftretch'd the ſocial hand 

To form, diffuſe, and fix, her high command : 

From kings ſhe claim'd, yet ſcorn'd to ſeek, the 

rize ; 1 ſuwiſe. 

From kings, like George, benignant, juſt, and 
Lo, this her genuine lore. Nor thou refuſe 

This humble preſent of no partial Muſe 

From that calm B6w'r*, which nurs'd thy 

thoughtfꝭ Youth 

In the pure precepts of Athenian truth: 

Where ſirſt the form of Britiſh Liberty 

Beam'd in full radiance on thy muſing eye; 

That form, whoſe mien ſublime, with equal awe, 

In the ſame ſhade unblemiſh'd Somers ſaw : 

| Where once (for well ſhe lov'd the friendly grove 

Which ev'ry claſſie Grace had learn'd to rove) 

Her whiſpers wak'd ſage Harrington to feiga - 

The blethngs of ker viſionary reign ; | 

Thar reign, which now, no more an empty theme, 

Aqorns Philefophy's ideal dream, © — 

But crowns at laſt, beneath a George's ſmile, 

In full reality this favour'd iſle, 


$ 65. On the Marriage of the King, MDCCL x1, 
to ber Macy. T. Vi AKRTON. 


WHEN firſt the kingdom to thy virtues due 
Roſe from the billowy deep in diſtant view z 
When Albion's iſle, old Ocean's peerleſs pride, 
Tow'r'd in imperial ſtate above the tides _ 
What bright ideas of the new domain 
Form'd the fair proſpect of thy promis'd reign ! 
And well with conſcious joy thy breaſt might 
bear 
Lo! this the land, where Freedom's — 
Has glow'd untam'd thro' many a martial age. 
Here patriot Alfred, ſtain'd With Daniſh blood, 
Rear'd on one baſe the king's, the people's good: 
Here Henry's archers fram'd the ſtubborn bow 
That laid Alanzon's haughty helmet low ; 
Here wak'd the flame, that till ſuperior braves 
The proudeſt threats of Gaul's ambitious ſlaves * 
Here Chivalry, ſtern ſchool of valoyr old, 


Her nobleſt fears of knightly fame enroll'd ; 


* Trinity College, Oxford z in which alſo Lord Somers, and Sir James Harrington, author of the Oceana, 


632 | 5 Heroic 


s RN png 
. I en tas 
—— — Ar 
* 


452 Fi BLEGANT EXTRACTS, Book IT. 


Heroic champions caught the clarion's call, | 
And throng'd the feaſt in Edward's banner'd hall; 
While chiefs, like George, approv'd in worth: 
alone, | | | | 
Unlock'd chaſte Beauty's adamantine zone. - 
Lo! the fam'd. iſle, which haits thy choſen ſway, 
What fertile fields her temp' rate "Aa diſplay ! 
Where Property ſecures the conſcious ſwain, 
And guards, while Plenty gives, the golden grain: 
Hence with ripe ftores her villages abound, | 
Her airy downs with ſcatter d ſheep reſound; 
Freſh are her paſtures with unceaſing rills, 
And future navies crown her darkſome hills. 
To hear her formidable glory far, 
Beheld her opulence of hoarded war ! 
See, from her ports a thouſand banners ſtream ; 
On ex ry coaſt her vengeful lightnings glam! 
Meantime, remote from Ruin's armed hand, 
In peaceful majeſty her cities ſtand ; | 
Whote ſplendid domes and buſy fireets declare 
Their firmeſt fort, a king's parental care. 
And oh! bleſt Queen, if c'er the magic pow'rs 
Of warbled truth have won thy muſing hours; 
Here Poeſy, from awful days of yore, 
Has pour'd her genuine gifts of raptur d lore. 
Mid oaken bow rs, with holy verdure wreath'd, 
In Druid- ſongs her ſolemn ſpirit breath'd : 
While cunning Bards at ancient banquets ſung 
Of paynim focs defied, and trophies hung. 
Here Spenſer tun'd his myſtic minſtrelſy, 
And dreſs'd in fairy robes a Queer like Thee. 
Here, boldly mark d with ev'ry living hue, 
Nature's unbounded portrait Shakeſpeare. drew: 
But chief the dreadful group of human woes 
The daring artiſt's tragic pencil choſe ; 
Explor'd the pangs that rend the royal breaſt, } 
Tiisfe wounds that lurk beneath the tiſſued veſt. | 
Lot this the land, whence Milton's mule of fire | 
High ſoar d to ſteal from heaven a ſeraph's lyre; 
Aud told the golden ties of wedded love 
In facred Eden's amaranthine grove. 
Thine roo, majeſtic Bride, the favour'd clime 
| Where Science fits enſhrin'd in roofs ſublime. 
O mark, how green her wood of ancicnt bays 
O'er Ins“ marge in many a chaplet ſtrays ! 
Thicher, if haply ſome diſtinguiſh'd flow'r 
Of theſe mix d Llooms from that ambroſial bow'r 
light catch thy glance, and, rich in Nature's hue, 
Entwine thy diadem with honour due; 
If ſremly gifts the train of Phœbus pay, 
To deck imperial Hymen's feſtive day; — 
Thither thyſelf ſhall haſte, and e deign 
To tread with nymph-like ſiep the conſcious plain; 
Pleas d in the muſe's nook, with decent pride, 
To throw the ſceptred pall of ſtate aſide. 
Nor from the ſhade ſhall George be long away, 
Which claims Charlotta's love, and courts her ſtay. 
Theſe are Britannia's praiſes. Deign to trace 
With rapt reflection Freedom's fav'rite race ! 
But though the gen'rous iſle, in arts and arms, 
Thus ſtand ſupreme in Nature's choiceſt charms; 
Tho' George aud Conqueſt guard her ſca-girt 


throne, 1 


And, proud to cull the faireſt wreath of Fame, 


Crowns her chief honours with a Charlotte's 


name. 


| $ 66. On the Birth of the Prince of Wales, 

T. WXARToON. 
Written after the Inflallation at Windſor, in the 
fame year. 


INF ERTIAL. Dome of Edward wife and brave! 

Where warlike Honour's brighteſt banners 
wave ; 

At whoſe proud Tilts, unmatch'd for hardy deeds, 

Heroic kings have frown'd on barbed fteeds : 

Though now no more thy creſted chiefs advance 

In arm'd array, nor graſp the glitt'ring lance; 

Though K nighthood boaſts the martial pomp no 


more 


| | 
That grac'd its gorgeous feſtivals of yore; 
Say, conſcious Dome, if c'er thy marſhall'd knights 


So nobly deck'd their old majeſtic rites 
As when, high-thron'd amid thy trophy'd ſhrine, 
George ſhone the leader of the garter'd line ? 


Still may thy bow'rs receive as brave a train : 
For, lo! to Britain and her favour'd Pair 
Heaven's high command has ſent a ſacred Heir! 
Him the bold pattern of his patriot fire 

Shall fill with early fame's immortal fire: 

In life's freſh ſpring ere buds the promis 'd prime, 
His thoughts ſhall mount to virtue 's meed ſublime: 
The patriot fire ſhall catch, with ſure preſage, 
Each lib'ral omen of his op'ning age; 

Then to thy courts ſhall lead, with conſcious joy, 
In ſtripling beauty's bloom, the princely boy; 
There firmly wreathe the Braid of heavenly dye, 
True valour's badge, around his tender thigh. 
Meantime, thy royal piles that riſe elate 
With many an antique $ow'r, in maſſy ſtate, 

In the young champion's mufing mind thall raiſe 
Vaſt images of Ajbion's elder days; 

While, as around his eager glance explores 
Thy chambers,rough with war's conſtructed ſtores, 


Rude helms, and bruiſed ſhiclds, barbaric ſpoils 


Of ancient chivalry's undauntcd toils; 
Amid the duſky trappings hung on high, 
Young Edward's ſable mail ſhall firike his eye, 
Shall fire the youth to crown his riper years 
With rival Creſſys, and a new Poicticrs; 
On the ſame wall, the ſame triumphal baſe, 
His own victorious monuments to place. 

Nor can a fairer kindred titic move 
His emulative age to glory's love 
Than Edward, laureate prince. In letter'd truth, 
Oxford, ſage mother, ſchool'd his ſtudious youth: 
Her Gmpic inſtitutes and rigid lore . 
The royal nurfling_ unreluctant bore; 
Nor ſhunn'd, at penſive eve, with loneſome pace, 
The cloiſter's moon - light chequer d floor to traces 
Nor ſcorn'd to mark the ſun, at matins due, 
Stream through the ſtoried windows holy hue. 

And ch, Young Prince, be thine his moral praie: 


One ha pier Heflipg fill ſhe calls her on; 
9 


Nor ſcck in fields of- blood his wari ĩor bays. 
| Wat 


Yer future triumphs, Windfor, fill remain; 


ſe 
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War 


When ſtands th' embattled hoſt in banner'd pride; 


Full oft too raſhly glows with fond delight 
The youthful breaſt, and aſks the future fight; 
Nor knows that Horror's form, a ſpectre wan, 


Swell the broad arch with haughty Cuba's fall, 


From Arthur's Board, no more, proud caſtle, 


Thoſe elfin charms, that held in magic night 


And place thy crown of poppies on my brcaſt. 
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War has its charms terrific. Far and wide | Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main, 


O'er the vext plain when the ſhrill clangors run, 
And the long phalanx flaſhes in the ſun; 

When now no dangers of the deathful day 

Mar the bright ſcene, nor break the firm array ; 


Stalks, yet unſeen, along the gleamy van. 
May no fuch rage be thine ! no dazzling ray 
Of ſpecious fame thy ſtedfaſt feet betray ! 
Be thine domeſtic glory's radiant calm, 
Be thine the ſceptre wreath'd with many a palm: 
Be thine the throne with peaceful emblems hung, 
The filver lyre to milder conqueſt ſtrung ! 
Inſtead of glorious feats achiev'd in arms, 
Bid riſing arts diſplay their mimic charms : 
Juſt to thy country's fame, in tranquil days, 
Record the paſt, and rouſe to future praiſe : 
Before the public eye, in breathing braſs, 
Bid thy fam'd father's mighty triumphs paſs : 


And clothe with Minden's plain th' hiſtoric hall. 
Then mourn not, Edward's Dome, thine an- 
cient boaſt, 
Thy tournaments and liſted combats loſt ! 


mourn 
Adventurous Valour's gothic trophies torn ! 


Its elder fame, and dimm 'd its genuine light, 
At length diſſolve in Truth's meridian ray, 
And the bright Order burſis to perfect day: 

The myſtic round, begirt with bolder peers, 

On Virtue's baſe its reſeued glory rears ; 

Sees Civil Proweſs mightier acts achieve; 

Secs meek Humanity diftreſs relieve; 

Adopts the Worth that bids the conflict ceaſe, 
And claims its honours from the Chiefs of Peace. 


$ 67. Ode 49 Sleep. T. WAR TON. 
N this my penſive pillow, gentle Sleep! 
J P P 8 P 
Deſcend, in all thy downy plumage dreft : 
Wipe with thy wing theſe eyes that wake to weep, 


O ſteep my ſenſes in oblivien's balm, 

And ſooth my throbbing pulſe with lenient hand; 
This tempeſt of my boiling blood becalm 
Deſpair grows mild at thy ſupreme command. 
Yet ah! in vain, familiar with the gloom, 

And ſadly toiling through the tedious night, 

I ſeck ſweet flumber, while that virgin bloom, 
For ever hov'ring, haunts my wretched ſight. 
Nor would the dawning day my ſorrows charm :; 
Black midnight, and the radiant noon, alike 

To me appear, while with uplifted arm 

Death fiauds prepar'd, but till delays, to ſtrike. 


\ 63, The Hamlet, woritten in Whichwood Fore. 
T. WARTON. 
HE hinds how bleſt, who, ne'er beguil'd 
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For ſplendid care and guilty gain! 

When morning's twilight-tinctur'd beam 
Strikes their low thatch with flanting gleam, 
They rove abroad in ether blue, 

To dip the ſcythe in fragrant dew ; 
The ſheaf to bind, the beech to fell, 
That nodding ſhades a craggy dell. 

Midf gloomy glades, in warbles clear, 
Wild nature's tweeteſt notes they hear: 

On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglected hue : | 
In their lone haunts and woodland rounds, 
They ſpy the ſquirrel's airy bounds 
And ſtartle from her aſnen ſpray, 
Acroſs the glen, the ſcreaming jay: 


Each native charr their ſteps explore 


Of Solitude's ſequeſter'd ſtore. 

For them the moon with eloudleſs ray 
Mounts, to illume their homeward way : 
Their weary fpirits to relieve, _ 

The meadows incenſe breathe at eve. 

No riot mars the ſrmple fare 

That o'er a glimm'ring hearth they ſhare : 
But when the curfeu's meafur'd roar 
Duly, the dark'ning valleys o'er, 


| Has echo'd from the diſtant town, 


They wiſh no beds of cygnet-down, 
No trophied canopies, to cloſe 

Their drooping eves in quick repoſe, 
Their little ſons, who ſpread the bloom 
Of health around the clay-built room, 
Or thro' the primros'd coppice ſtray, 
Or gambol in the new-mown hay ; 
Or quaintly braid the cowflip-twiae, 
Or drive afield the tardy kine; 

Or haſten from the ſultry hill 

To loiter at the ſhady rill; 

Or climb the tall pine's gloomy creſt 
To rob the raven's ancient neſt. 

Their humble porch with honeyed flow'rs. 
The curling woodbine's thade embow'rs : 
From the trim garden's thymy mound _ 
Their bees in buly ſwarms refound. _ 
Nor fell Diſeaſe, before his time, | 
Haſtes to conſume life's golden prime: 
But when their temples long have wore 
The filver crown of treſſes hoar ; 

As ſtudious ſtill calm peace to keep, 


| Beneath a flow'ry turf they ſleep. 


$ 69, Odr. The Hi of April. T. WARTON, 
WW ILH dalliance rude young Zephyr woos - 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excule ' 
The boiſt'rous boy the Fair denies, 
Or with a ſcoruful ſmile complies. 
Mindful of diſaſter paſt, Fg 
And fhrinking at the northern blaſt, 
The fleety ſtorm returning ſtill, 
The moraing hoar-and ev'ning chill ; 
Reluctant comes the timid Spring. 
Scarce a bee, with airy ring, 
Murmurs the bloſſom'd boughs around, 


To quit their hamlet's hawthorn-wild, | 


> 


That clothe the garden's fouthera bound : 
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Scarce a fickly firaggling flow'r_ 

Decks the rough caſtle's rifted tow'r: 
Scarce the hardy primroſe peeps 

From the dark dell's entangled ſteeps : 
O'er the field of waving broom 

Slowly ſhoots the golden bloom : 

And, but by fits, the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the tranſitory gale : 

While from the ſhrubb'ry's naked maze, 
Where the vegetable blaze 

Of Flora's brighteſt broidery ſhone, 
Ex ry chequer d charm is flown 

Save that the lilac hangs to view 

Its buriting gems in cluſters blue. 

Scant along the ridgy land | 
The beans their new-born ranks expand: 
The freſh-turn'd ſoil with tender blades 
Thinly the ſprouting barley ſhades : 
Fringing the foreft's devious edge, 

Half rob'd appears the hawthorn hedge ; 
Or to the diſtant eye diſplays 
Weakly green its Waise ſprays. 

The ſwallow, for a moment ſcen, 
Skims in haſte the village green: 

From the grey moor, on feeble wing, 
The ſcreaming plovers idly ſpring: 
Tha butterfly, gay painted ſoon, 
Explores awhile the tepid noon, 

And fondly truſts its tender dyes 

To fickle ſuns and flatt' ring ſkies. | 

Fraught with a tranſient, frozen ſhow'r, 

If a cloud ſhould haply low'r, 
Sailing o'er the landſcape dark, 
Mate on a ſudden is the lark ; 
But when gleams the ſun again 
O'er the pearl-beſprinkled plain, 

And from behind his wat'ry veil 


Looks through the thin-deſcending hail, 


She mounts, and, leſs'ning to the fight, 
Salutes the blythe return of light, 
And high her tuneful track purſues 
Mid the dim rainbow's ſcatter d hues, 
Where in venerable rows 
Widely waving oaks incloſe 
The moat of yonder antique hall, 
Sworm the rooks with clamorous call; 
And, to the toils of nature true, | 
W reath their capacious neſts anew. 
Muſing through the lawny park, 
The lonely poet loves ro mark 
How various greens in faint degrees 
Tinge the tall groups of various trees: 
While, careleſs of the changing year, , 
The pine cerulean, never ſear, 
Towers diftinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
And proudly vaunts her winter veſt. 
Within ſome whitpering oſier iſle, 
Where Glym's low banks neglected ſmile ; 
And each trim meadow ſtill retaing 
The wint'ry torrent's oozy ſtains : 
Beneath a willew, long ſorſook, 
The fiſher ſecks his cuſiom'd nook ; 
And burſting thro" the crack ling ſedge 
That crowns the current's cavern'd edge, 


He ſtartles from the bordering wood 

The baſhful wild-duck's early brood. 

O'er the broad downs, a novel race, 

Friſk the lambs, with faltering pace, 

And with eager. bleatings fill | 

The foſs that ſkirts the beacon'd hill. 
His free-born vigour yet unbroke 

To lordly man's uſurping yoke, 

The bounding colt forgets to play : 

Baſking beneath the noontide ray, ; 

And firetch'd among the daiſies, pride 

Of a green dingle's ſloping Fe: 

While far beneath, where nature ſpreads 

Her boundleſs length of level meads, 

In looſe luxuriance taught to ſtray 

A thouſand tumbling rills inlay | 


[With filver veins the vale, or paſs 


Redundant thro' the ſparkling graſs, 
Yet, in theſe preſages rude, 

Midſt her penſive ſolitude, 

Fancy, with prophetic glance, 


| | Sees the teeming months advance; 
The field, the foreſt, green and gay, 


The dappled lope, the tedded hay; 
Sees the reddening orchard blow, 
The harveſt wave, the vintage flow ; 
Sees June unfold his gloſſy robe 

Of thouſand hues o'er all the globe; 
Sees Ceres graſp her crown ny 


And plenty load her ample horn. 


$ 70. Ode. The Suicide. T. Wan rox. 


RENEATH the beech, whoſe branches bare 
Smit with the lightning's vivid glare, 
O'crhang the craggy road, 
And whiſtle hollow as they wave; 
Within a ſolitary grave, 
A wretched Suicide holds his accurs'd abode. 
Lower'd the grim morn, in murky dies 
Damp miſts involy'd the ſcowling ſkies, 
And dimm'd the ſtruggling day; 
As by the brook that ling'ring laves | 
Von ruſh-grown moor with ſable waves, 
Full of the dark reſolve he took his ſullen way, 
I mark'd his deſultory pace, 
His geſtures ſtrange, and varying face, 
With many a mutter'd found ; | 
Andah ! too late aghaſt I view'd 
The recking blade, the hand embru'd : 
He fell, and groaning graſp'd in agony the ground. 
Full many a melancholy night 
He watch'd the ſlow return of light 
And ſought the pow'rs of ſleep, 
To ſpread a momentary calm 
O'er his ſad couch, and in the balm 
Of bland oblivion's dews his burning eyes ta ſteep, 
Full oft, unknowing and unknown, 
He wore his endleſs noons alone, 
Amid the autumnal wood: 
Oft was he wont, in haſty fit, 
Abrupt the ſocial board to quit, 


And gaze with eager glance upon che tumbling 
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ran, the wretch to torments new, 
Deſpair, for ever in his view, 
A ſpettre pale, appear d; 
While, as the ſhades of eve aroſe 
And brought the day's unwelcome cloſe, 
Mo: c horrible and huge her giant-ſhape ſhe rear d. 


Is this, miſtaken Scorn will cry, 

« Is this the youth, whoſe genius high 
Could build the genuine rhyme ?. 

© Whoſe boſom mild the fav'ring Muſe 

Had ftor'd with all her ample views, 


Parent of faireſt deeds, and purpoſes ſublime ?* 


Ah! from the Muſe that boſom mild 
By rreach'rous magic was beguil'd, 
To ſtrike the deathful blow: 
She fill'd his ſoft ingenuous mind 
With many a feeling too refin'd, (woe. 
And rous'd to livelier pangs his wakeful ſenſe of 


Though doom'd hard penury to prove, 
And the ſharp ſtings of hopeleſs love ; 
To griefs congenial prone, 
More wounds than nature gave he knew, 
While miſery's form his fancy grew 
In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. 


Then wiſh not o'er his earthly tomb 

The baleful nightſhade's lurid bloom 
To drop its deadly dew: _ 

Nor, oh! forbid the twiſted thorn, _ - 


That rudely binds his turf forlorn, [ anew. 


With ſp.itag's green-ſ{welling buds to vegetate 


What though no marble-piled buſt 
Adorn his deſolated duſt, 

With ſpeaking ſculpture wrought ? 
Pity ſhall woo the weeping Nine 
To build a viſionary ſhrine, 


brought. 


Hung with unfading flow'rs, from fairy regions 


What though refus'd each chanted rite? 
Here viewleſs mourners ſhall delight 

To touch the ſhadowy ſhell : | 
And Petrarch's harp, that wept the doom 
Of Laura, loſt in early bloom, | 


In melancholy tones ſhall ring his penſive knell. 


To ſooth a lone, unhallow'd ſhade, 
This votive dirge ſad duty paid, 
Within an ivy'd noek : 
$udden the halt-ſunk.orb of day | 
More radiant ſhot its parting ray, [took: 
And thus a cherub-voice my charm'd attention 


Forbear, fond bard, thy partial praiſe ; 
Nor thus for guilt in ſpecious lays 
© The wreath of glory twine: 
In vain with hues of gorgeous glow 
© Gay Fancy gives her veſt to flow, [ confine. 
Unleſs Truth's matron-hand the floating folds 
* Juſt Heaven, man's fortitude to prove, 
permits thraugh life at large to rove 
The tribes of hell-born wog: 
© Yet the ſame Pow'r that wiſely ſends 


Life's fierceſt ills, indulgent lends [foe. 


*Religion's golden ſhield to break th embattled 


1 
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Her aid divine had lull'd to reſt a 
Von foul ſelf- murtherer's throbbing breaſt, 
And ſtay d the riſing ſtorm : 
Had bade the ſun of hope appear 
To gild the darken'd hemiſphere, [form. 
And give the wonted bloom to nature's blaſted 
Vain man! 'tis Heaven's prerogative 
* To take, what firſt it deign'd to give, 
Thy tributary breath: : 
In awful expectation plac'd, | 
* Await thy doom, nor impious haſte 
To pluck from God's right hand his inſtru- 
ments of death. | | 


$ 71. Ode. Sent to a Friend on bis leaving a fa-" 
wvourite Village in Hampſhire. T. WARTON. 


H, mourn thy lov'd retreat! No more 

Shall claſſic ſteps thy ſcenes explore! 
When morn's pale rays but faintly peep 
O'er yonder oak-crown'd airy ſteep, 
Who now ſhall climb its brows, to view _ 
Thy length of landſcapes ever new ; 
Where Summer flings, in careleſs pride, 
Her varied veſture far and wide ? | 


| Who mark, beneath, each village-charm, 


Or grange, or elm-encircled farm : 
The flinty dove-cote's crowded roof, 
Watch'd by the kite that fails aloof : 
The tufted pines, whoſe umbrage tall 
Darkens the long-deſerted hall: 
The vet'ran beech, that on the plain 
Collects at eve the playful train: 
The cot that ſmokes with early fre, 
The low-reof d fane's emboſom'd fpire ? 
Who now ſhall indolently ſtray | 
Through the deep foreſt's tangled way; 
Pleas'd at his 2 taſk to find 
The well-known hoary-treſſed hind, 
That toils with feeble hands, to glean 
Of wither d boughs his pitrance mean) 
Who mid thy nooks of hazle fat, 
Loſt in ſome melancholy fit; 
And liſt'ning to the raven's croak, 
The diſtant flail, the falling oak? 
Who, through the ſunſhine and the ſhow'r, 
Deſcry the rainbow-painted'tow'r ? 
Who, wandering at return of May, 
Catch the firſt cuckow's vernal lay? 
Who, muſing waſte the ſummer hour, 
Where high o'er-arching trees embow'r 
The graſſy lane, ſo rarely pac'd, 
With azure flow'rets idly grac'd ? 
Unnotic'd now, at twilight's dawn 
Returning reapers croſs the lawn: 
Nor fond attention loves to note 
The wether's bell from folds remote: 
While own'd by no poetic eye, | 
Thy penſive evening ſhade the ſky ! 

For, lo! the bard who rapture found 
From ev'ry rurel fight or ſound; 
Whoſe genius warm, and judgment chaſte, 
No charm of genuine nature paſs'd ; 
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Who felt the Muſe's pureſt fires, | 
Far from thy favour d haunt retires: 
Who peopled all thy vocal bow'rs 
With ſhadowy thapes and airy pow'rs, 
Behold, a dread repoſe reſumes, 
As erſt, thy ſad ſequeſter d glooms |! 
From the deep dell, where ſhaggy roots 
Fringe the rough brink with wreathed ſhoots, 
Th' unwilling genius flies forlorn, 
His primroſe-chaplet rudely torn. 
With hollow ſhriek the nymphs forſake 
The pathleſs copſe, and hedge- row brake. 
Where the delv'd mountain's headlong fide 
Its chalky entrails opens wide, 
On the green ſummit, ambuſh'd high, 
No longer echo loves to lie. 
No pearl-crown'd maids, with wily look, 
Riſe beck'ning from the reedy brook. 
Around the 8 glimm' ring bank, 
No fairies run in fiery rank; 
Nor bruſh, half-ſeen, iu airy tread, 
The violet's unpriated head, 
But Fancy, from the thickers brown, 
The glades that wear a conſcious frown, 
The toreſt- Oaks, that pale and lone 
Nod to the blaſt with hoarſer tone, 
Rough glens, and ſullen waterfalls, 
Her bright ideal offspring calls. 
So by ſome ſage inchanter's ſpell, 
(As old Arabian fablers tell) 
Amid the ſolitary wild, 
Luxuriant gardens gaily ſmil'd : | 
From ſapphire rocks the fountains ſtream'd, 
With golden fruit the branches beam d; 
Fair forms, in ev'ry wondrous wood, 
Or hghtly tripp'd, or folemn ſtood ; 
Ard oft, retreating from the view, 
Berrav'd. at diftance, beauties new : 
V\ hile gleaming o'er the crifped bow'rs 
Rich ipires arole, and ſparkling tow'rs. 
If bound on ſervice new to go, 
The maſter of the magic ſhow 
His tranfitory charm withdrew, 
Away th' illnfive landſcape flew : 
Dun clouds obſcur'd the groves of gold, 
Blue lightaing ſmote the blooming mold: 
In vinonary giory rear d, 
The gorgeous caſtle diſappear'd : 
And a bare heath's unfruitfal plain 
Ulurp'd the wizard's proud Aus. 


VE | 
$ 72. The Artof preſerving Health. Axus r RONG. 
BOOK I. AIR. 


D AUGHTER of Pzon, queen of ev'ry joy, 
Hygeia ; whoſe indulgent ſmile ſuſtains 
The various race luxuriant nature pours, 

And on th* immortal cfſences beftows 
Immortal youth; auſpicious, O deſcend ! 
Thou, cheerful guardian of the rolling year, 
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Whether thou wanton'ſt on the weſtern gale, 
Or ſhak'ſt the rigid pinions of the north, 
Difſuſeſt life and vigour thro' the tracts 

Of air, thro? earth, and ocean's decp domain. 
When thro! the blue ſerenity of heaven 

Thy pow'r approaches, all the waſteful hoſt 
Of pain and ſickneſs, ſqualid and deform'd, 
Confounded fink into the loathſome gloom, 
Where in deep Erebus invoiv'd the Bends 
Grow more profane. Whatever ſhapes of death, 
Shook from the hideous chambers of the globe, 
Swarm thro' the ſhuddering air: whatever plagucs 
Or meagre famine breeds, or with flow wings 
Riſe from the putrid wat'ry element, 

The damp waſte foreſt, motionleſs and rank, 
That (mothers earth and all the breathlefs winds, 
Or the vile carnage of th' inhuman field; 
Whatever baneful breathes the rotten ſouth ; 
Whatever ills th' extremes or ſudden change 
Of cold and hot, or moiſt and dry produce; 
They fly thy pure effulgence : they, and all 
The ſecret poiſons of avengiug Heaven, 

And all the pale tribes halting in the train 

Of vice and heedleſs pleaſure ; or if aught 
The comer's glare amid the burning ſky, 
Mournful eclipſe, or planets il]-combin'd, 
Portend diſaſtrous to the vital world, 

Thy falutary pow'r averts their rage, 

Averts the general bane: and but for thee 
Nature would ficken, nature ſoon would die. 
Without thy cheerful active energy 


No rapture ſwells the breaſt, no poet ſings, 
No mere the maids of Helicon delight. 


Come then with me, O goddeſs, heavenly-gay ! 


| Begin the ſong ; and let it ſweetly flow, 


And let it wiſely teach thy wholeſome laws: 
How beſt the fickle fabric to ſupport 
Of mortal man; in healthful body how 
* A healthfu] mind the longeſt to maintain.” 
*Tis hard, in fuclr a ſtrife of rules, to chuſe 
The beſt, and thoſe of moſt extenſive uſe ; 
Harder in clear and animated ſong 
Dry philofophic precepts to convey. 
Yet with thy aid the ſecret wilds I trace 
Of Nature, and with daring Reps proceed 
Thro' paths the Muſes never trod before. 

Nor ſhould I wender doubtful of my way, 
Had I rhe lights of that ſagacious mind 
Which taught to check the peſtilential fire, 
And quell the deadly Python of the Nile. 
O thou, belov'd by all the graceful arts, 
Thou, long the fav'rite of the healing pow'rs, 
Indulge, O Mead! a well-deſigu'd eſſay, 
Howe er imperfect; and permit that J 
My little knowledge with my country ſhare, 
Till you the rich Aſclepian ſtores unlock, 
And with new graces dignify the theme. 

Ye who amid this feveriſh world would wear 
A body free of pain, of cares a mind, 


Fly the rank city, ſhun its turbid air; 


®* Hygeia, the godqeſs of health, was, according to the genenlogy of the heathen deities, the daughter of 


Lapius; who, as well as Apollo, was diſtinguiſhed by the name of Pœon. 
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| Cold tremors come, with mighty love of reſt, 


Convulſive yawnings, laflitude, and pains 
| That fting the burtnen d brows, fatigue the loins, 


Breathe not the chaos.of eternal ſmoke 

And volatile corruption, from the dead, 
The dying, ſick ning, and the living world 
Exial'd, to fully heaven's tranſparent dome 
With dim mortality. Ir is not Air 

That from a thouſand lungs-reeks back to thine, 
Sated with exhalations rank and fell, 

The ſpoil of dunghills, and the putrid thaw 
Of nature, when from ſhape and texture ſhe 
Relaples into fighting elements : . 

It is not Air, but floats a nauſeous maſs 

Of ali obſcene, corrupt, offenſive things. 
Much moiſture hurts; but here a ſordid bath, 


With oily rancour fraught, relaxes more 


The ſolid frame than ſimple moiſture can. 
Beſides, immur'd in many a fullen bay 
That never felt the freſhneſs of the breeze, 
This ſlumbering Deep remains, and ranker grows 
With ſickly reſt: and (tho' the langs abhor 

To drink the dun fuliginous abyſs) 

Did not the acid vigour of the mine, 

Roll'd from ſo many thundering — tame 
The putrid ſteams that over-ſwarm the ſky, 
This cauſtic venom would perhaps corrode 
Thoſe tender cells that draw the vital air, 

In vain with all their unctuous rills bedew'd ; 
Or by the drunken venous tubes, that yawn 
In countleſs pores o'er all the pervious ſkin, 
Imbib'd, would poiſon the balſamic blood, 
And rouſe the heart to ev'ry fever's rage. 
While yet you breathe, away ! the rural wilds 
Invite; the mountains call you, and the vales;; 
The woods, the ſtreams, and each ambroſial breeze 
That fans the ever-undulating {ky ; ; 
A kindly ſky ! whoſe foſtering pow'r regales 
Man, beaſt, and all the vegetable reign. 

Find then ſome woodland ſcene where Nature ſmiles 


Benign, where all her honeſt children thrive. 


To us there wants not many a happy feat ; 


Look round the ſmiling land, ſuch numbers riſe 


We hardly fix, bewilder'd in our choice. 

See where, enthron'd in adamantine ſtate, 
Proud of her bards, imperial Windſor fits ; 
There chooſe thy ſeat, in ſome aſpiring grove 
Faſt by the Nowly-winding Thames; or where 
Broader ſhe laves fair Richmond's green retreats 
(Richmond, that ſees an hundred villas rife _ 
Rural or gay). Oh! from the ſummer's rage, 
Oh ! wrap me in the friendly gloom that hides 
Umbrageous Ham ! But, if the buſy Town 
Attract thee ſtill to toil for pow x or gold, 
Sweetly thou may'>t thy vacant hours poſſeſs 


In Hampſtead, courted by the weſtern wind; 


Or Greeawich, waving oer the winding flood; 
Or loſe the world amid the ſylvan wilds 

Of Dulwich, yet by barbarous arts unſpoil'd. 
Green riſe the Kentiſh hills in cheerful air; 
But on the marſhy plains that Efſex ſpreads 
Build not, nor reſt too long thy wandering feet, 
For on a ruſtic throne of dewy turf, 

With baneful fogs her aching temples bound, 
Quartana there preſides :, a meagre fiend, 

Begot by Eurus, when his brutal force 


Compreſs'd the ſlothful Naiad of the fens. 


| (So Kind is native air) ntay in the fens 
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From ſuch a mixture ſprung, this fitful peſt 
With feveriſh blaſts ſubdues the ſick ning land: 


And rack the joints, and ev'ry torpid limb; 
Then parching heat ſucceeds, till copious ſweats 


_ 4O'erflow : a ſhort relief from former ills. 


Bencath repeated ſhocks the wretches pine: 
The vigour ſinks, the habit melts away; 
The cheerful, pure, and animated bloom 
Dies from the face with ſqualid atrophy 
Devour'd, in fallow melancholy clad. 

And oft the ſorcereſs, in her ſated wrath, 
Reſigns them to the furies of her train; 
The bloated Hydrops, and the yellow fiend 
Tinged with her own accumulated gall. 

In queſt of ſites, avoid the mournful plain 
Where oſiers thrive, and trees that love the lake; 
Where many lazy muddy rivers flow: 
Nor, for the wealth that all the Indies roll, 
Fix near the marſhy margin of the main. 
For from the humid foil, and wat'ry reign, 


Eternal vapaurs riſe ; the ſpungy air 


For ever weeps; or, turgid with the weigh 
Of waters, pours a ſounding deluge down. 
Skies ſuch as theſe let ev'ry mortal ſhun 
Who dreads the dropſy, palſy, or the gout, 
Tertian, corroſive ſcurvy, or moiſt catarrh ; 
Or any other injury that grows 

From raw-ſpun fibres idle and unſtrung, 
Skin ill-perſpiring, and the purple flood 

In languid eddies loit'ring into phlegm. 

Yet not alone from humid ſkies we pine; 
For air. may be too dry. The ſubtle heaven, 
That winnows into duſt the blaſted downs, 
Bare, and extended wide without a ſtream, 
Too taſt imbibes th attenuated lymph, EM 
Which, by the ſurface, from the blood exhales. 
The lungs grow rigid, and with toil effay 
Their flexible vibrations ; or inflam'd, EE 
Their tender ever-moving ſtructure thaws. 
Spoil'd of its limpid vehicle, the blood 
A mals of lees remains, a drofly tide | 
That flow as Lethe wanders thro' the veins; . 
Unactive in the ſervices of life, 

Unfit to lead its pitehy current thro* _ 

The ſecret mazy channels of the brain. 

The melancholy Fiend (that worſt deſpair _ 

Of phyſic) hence the ruſt-complexion'd man 
Purſues, whoſe blood is dry, whoſe fibres gain 
Too ſtretch'd a tone: and hence in climes aduſt 


So ſudden tumults ſeize the trembling nerves, 
And burning fevers glow with double rage. 


Fly, if you can, theſe violent extremes 
Of air „ the wholeſome is nor moiſt nor dry. 
Zut as the pow'r of chooſing is denied 
Lo half mankind, a further taſk enſues ; 
How beſt to mitigate theſe fell extremes, . 
low breathe unhurt the withering element, 
Or hazy atmoſphere : tho' cuſtom moulds 
Vo ev'ry clime the ſoft Promethean clay; 
\nd he who firſt the fogs of Eſſex breath'd 


Tue moiſt relaxing vegetable ſtore 
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Of Eſſex from inveterate ills revive | | 
At pure Montpelier or Bermuda caught. 

But, if the raw and 00zy heaven offend, 

Correct the ſoil, and dry the ſources vp 

Of wat'ry exhalation ; wide and _ 

Conduct your trenches thro' the quaking bog; 
Solicitous, with all your winding arts, 
Betray th' unwilling lake into the ſtream; 

And weed the foreſt, and invoke the winds 

To break the toils where ſtrangled vapours lie; 
Or thro? the thickets ſend the crackling flames. 
Meantime, at home with cheerful fires diſpel 
The humid air: and let your table ſmoke 

With ſolid roaft or bak d; or what the herds 
Of tamer breed ſupply; or what the wilds 

Yield to the toilſome pleaſures of the chace. 
Generous your wine, the boaſt of rip'ning years, 
But frugal be your cups; the languid frame, 
Vapid and ſunk from yeſterday's debauch, 
Shrinks from the cold embrace of wat'ry heavens. 
But neither theſe, nor all Apollo's arts, 

Diſarm the dangers of the dropping iky, 

Unleſs with exercife and manly toil 

You brace your nerves,and ſpur the lagging blood. 
The fatt ning clime let all the ſons of cafe 
Avoid; if indolence would wiſh to live, 

Go, yawn and loiter out the long flow year 

In fairer ſkies. If droughty regions parch 

T he ſkin and lungs, and bake thethick*ning blood, 
Deep in the waving foreſt chooſe your ſeat, 
Where fuming trees refreſh the thirſty air 

And wake the fountains from their ſecret beds, 
And into lakes dilate the rapid ſtream. 

Here ſpread your gardens wide; and let the cool, 


Prevail in each repaſt : your food ſupplied 
By bleeding life, be gently waſted down, 
By ſoft decaction and a mellowing heat, 

To quid balm ; or, if the ſolid maſs 

You chooſe, tormented in the boiling wave; 
That through the thirſty channels of the blood 
A ſmooth diluted chyle may ever flow. 

The fragrant dairy its cold receſs 

Its nectar acid or benign will pour 

To drown your thirſt; or let the mantling bowl 
Of keen ſherbet the fickle taſte relieve. 

For with the viſcous blood the ſimple ſtream 
Will hardly mingle ; and fermented cups 

Oft diſſipate more moiſture than they give. 
Yet when pale ſeaſons riſe, or winter rolls 

His horrors o'er the world, thou may'ſt indulge 
In feaſt more genial, and impatient 


The mellow caſk. Then too the ſcourging air 


Provokes to keener toils than ſultry droughts 
Allow, Burt rarely we ſach ſkies blaſpheme. 
Steep's in continual rains, or with raw fogs 
Bedew'd, our ſeaſons droop: incumbent ſtill 

A pond'ꝰ rous heaven o'erwhelms the finking ſoul : 
Labride with ſtorms, in heapy mountains rife 
-.Th' embattled clouds, as if the Stygian ſhades 
Had left the dungeon of eternal night, 
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Scarce in a ſhow'rleſs day the heavens indulge 
Our melting clime ; except the baleful Eaſt 
Withers the tender fpring, and ſourly checks 
The fancy of the year. Our fathers talk 

Of ſummers, balmy airs, and ſkics ſerene. 
Good Heaven ! for what unexpiared crimes 
This diſmal change]! The brooding elements 
Do they, your powerful miniſters of wrath, 
Prepare ſome fierce exterminating plague 2? 

Or 1s it fix'd in the decrees above | | 
That lofty Albicn melt into the main ? 
Indulgent nature! O diſſolve this gloom ! 

Bind 1n eternal adamant the winds 

That drown or wither : give the genial Weſt 
To breathe, and in its turn the ſprightly North: 
And may once more the circling ſeatons rule 
The year; not mix in ev'ry monſtrous day 
Meantime, the moiſt malignity to ſhun 

Of burthen'd ſkies, mark where the dry champaign 
Swells into cheerful hills; where marjoram 

And thyme, the love of bees, perfume the air 
And where the“ cynorrhodon with the roſe 

For fragrance vies ; for in the thirſty foil 

Moft fragrant breathe the aromatic tribes. 
There bid thy roofs high on the baſking ſteep 
Aſcend ; there light thy hoſpitable nres, 

And let them fee the winter mora ariſe ; 

The ſummer evening bluſhing in the weſt: 
While with umbrageovus oaks the ridge behind 
O'erhung, defends you from the bluſt'ring 
north, 

And bleak affliftion of the peeviſh eaſt. 

Oh! when the growling winds contend, and all 
The ſounding foreſt ri nous in the ſtorm ; 

To fink in warm repoſe, and hear the din 
Howl o'er the _— battlements, delights 


| Above the luxury of vulgar ſleep. 


The murmuring rivulet, and the hoarſer ſtrain 

Of waters ruſhing o'er the ſlippery rocks, 

Will nightly lull you to ambrofial reſt, 

To pleaſe the fancy is notrifling good, 

Where health is ſtudied ; for whatever moves 

The mind with calm delight, promores the juſt 

And natural movements of th' harmonious frame. 

Befides, the ſportive brook for ever ſhakes 

The trembling air, that floats from hill to hill, 

From vale to mountain, with inceſſant change 

Of pureſt element, refreſhing ſtill 

Your airy feat, and uninfected gods. 

Chiefly for this I praiſe the man who builds 

High on the breezy ridge, whoſe lofty fides 

"bg ethereal deep with endleſs billows chafes, 

His purer manſon nor contagious years 

Shall reach, nor deadly putrid airs annoy. . 

But may no fogs, from lake or fenny plain, 

Involve my hill ! And whereloe'r you build ; 

Whether on ſun-burnt Epſom, or the plains. 

Waſh'd by the filent Lee; in Chelſea low, 

Or high Blackheath with wint'ry winds affail'd, 

oy be your houſe ; but airy more than warm. 
Elſe ev'ry breath or ruder wind will ſtrike 


Till black with thunder all the South deſcends. | 


The wild roſe, or that whi 


Your tender body thro* with rapid pains; 


ch grows on the common brier. 7 
. | Fierce 
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Fierce coughs will teaſe you, hoarſeneſs bind your 
voice | 
Or moiſt Gravedo toad yaur aching brows, 
Theſe to defy, and all the fates that dwell 
In cloiſter'd air, tainted with ſteaming life, 
Let * ciclings grace your ample rooms; 
[ 


And ſtill at azure noontide may your dome 
At ev'ry window drink the liquid ſky, 
Need we me ſunny ſituation here, 

And theatres open to the ſouth, cummend ? 
Here, where the morning's miſty breath infeſts 
More than the torrid noon ? How ſickly grow, 
How pale, the plants in thoſe ill-fated vales 
That, circled round with the gigantic heap 
Of mountains, never felt, nor ever hope 
To feel, the genial vigour of the ſun ! 
While on the ncighb'ring hill the roſe inflames 
The verdant ſpring ; in virgin beauty blows 
The tender lily, languiſhingly ſweet 
O'er ev'ry hedge the wanton woodbine roves, 
And autumn ripens in the ſummer's ray. 
Nor leſs the warmer living tribes demand 
Tbe foſt'ring ſun ; whoſe energy divine 

Dwells not in mortal fire; whole gen'rous heat 
Glous thro' the maſs of groſſer elements, 
And kindles into life the pond'rous ſpheres. 
Cheer'd by thy kind invigorating warmth, 
We court thy beams, great majeſty of day ! 
If not the ſoul, the regent of this world, 
Firſt-born of heaven, and only leſs than God! 


BOOK 1h 


ENOUGH of Air. A defert ſubje& now, 
Rougher and wilder, riſes to my ſight. 
A barren waſte, where not a garland grows 
To bind the Muſe's brow z nor even a proud 
Stupendous ſolitude frowns o'er the heath, 
To rouſe a noble horror in the foul : 
But rugged paths fatigue, and error leads 
Thro' — labyrinths the devious feet. 
Farewel, ethereal fields | the humbler arts 
Of life; the Table and the homely Gods 
Demand my ſong. Ely ſian gales, adieu! 

The blood, the fountain whence the ſpirits flow, 
The gen rous ſtream that waters ev'ry part, 
And motion, vigour, and warm life conveys 
To every — that moves or lives; 
This vital fluid, through unnumber'd tubes 
Pour'd by the heart, and to the heart again 
Refunded ; ſcourg'd for ever round and round; 
Enrag'd with heat and toil, at laſt forgets 
Its balmy nature; virulent and thin 
It grows; and now, but that a thouſand gates 
Are open to its flight, it would deſtroy 
The parts it cheriſh'd and repair'd before. 
Beſides, the flexible and tender tubes 
Melt in the mildeſt moſt nectareous tide 
Thar ripening nature rolls; as in the ſtream 
Its crumbling banks ; but what the vital force 
Of plaſtic fluids hoyrly hatters down, 
That very force, thoſe plaſtic particles 

ebuild : ſo mutable the ſtate of man. 
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Daily with freſh materials to repair 

This unavoidable expence of life, 

This neceflary waſte of fleſh and blood. 

Hence the concoctive pow'rs, with various art, 
Subdue the cruder aliments to chyle; 

The chyle to blood ; the foamy purple tide 
To liquors, which thro' finer arteries 

To different parts their winding courſe purſue ; 
To try new changes, and new forms put on, 
Or for the public, or ſome private uſe. 

Nothing ſo foreign but th' athletic hind 
Can labour into blood. The hungry meal 
Alone he fears, or aliments too thin; 

By vil lent powers too eaſily ſubdued, 

oO ſoon expell'd, His daily labour thaws 
To friendly chyle the moſt rebellious maſs 
That falt can harden, or the ſmoke of years; 
Nor does his gorge the rancid bacon rue, ; 
Nor that which Ceſtria ſends, tenacious paſſæ 
Of ſolid milk. But ye of ſofter clay, 
Infirm and delicate! and ye who waſte 
With pale and bloated ſloth the tedious day! 
Avoid the ſtubborn aliment, avoid 
The full repaſt; and let ſagacious age 
Grow wiſer, lefſon'd by the dropping teeth. 

Half ſubtiliz'd to chyle, the liquid food 
Readieſt obeys th' aſſimilating pow'rs ; 


And ſoon the tender vegetable maſs 


Relents; and ſoon the young of thoſe that tread 
The ſteadfaſt earth, or cleave the green abyſs, - 
Or pathleſs ſky. And if the ſteer muſt fall, 

In youth and ſanguine vigour let him die; 

Nor ſtay till rigid age or heavy ails 


Abſolve him ill-requited from the yoke, 


Some with high forage and luxuriant eaſe 
Indulge the veteran ox; but wiſer thou, 

From the bald mountain or the barren downs 
Expect the flocks by frugal nature fed; 

A race of purer blood, with exerciſe 

Refin'd, and ſcanty fare : for, old er young, 
The ſtall'd are never healthy, nor the cramm' d 
Not all the culinary arts can tame - | 
To wholeſome food th' abominable growth 
Of reſt and gluttony ; the prudent taſte 

Re jects like bane ſuch loathſome luſciouſneſs. 
The languid ſtomach curſes even the pure 


Delicious fat, and all the race of oil: 


For more the oily aliments relax | 

Its feeble tone; and with the eager lymph 
(Fond to incorporate with all it meets) 

Coyly they mix, and ſhun. with flipp'ry wiles 
The woo'd embrace. Th' icreſoluble oil, 


]so gentle late and blandiſhing, in floods 


Of rancid bile o'erflows: what tumults hence, 
What horrors riſe, were nauſeous to relate. 1 
Chooſe leaner viands, ye whoſe jovial make 

Too faſt the gummy nutriment imbibes : 

Chooſe ſaber. meals, and rouſe to active life 

Your cumbrous clay; nor on th' enfeebling down, 
[rreſolute, protract the morning hours. 

But let the man, whoſe bones are thinly clad, 
With cheerful eaſe and ſucculent repaſt 

Improve his ſlender habit. Each extreme 


pr this the wWatchful appetite was given 


; 5 bleſt mean of ſanity departs, 


I could 
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L could relate what table this demands 

Or that complexion; what the various powers 
Of various foods: but fifty years would roll, 
And fifty more, before the tale were done. 
Beſides, there often lurks ſome nameleſs, ſtrange, 
Peculiar thing; nor on the ſkin difplay'd, 
Felt in the pulſe, nor in the habit ſeen; . 
Which finds a poiſon 1n the food that moſt 
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The temp'rature affects. Fhere are, whole blood 
Impetuous rages thro the turgid veins, 

Who better bear the fiery fruits of Ind 

Than the moiſt Melon, or pale Cucumber. 

Of chilly nature others fly the board 

Supplied with ſlaughter; and the vernal pow'rs 
For cooler, kinder, ſuſtenance implore. 

Some ev n the gen rous nutriment deteſt 
Which, in the ſhell, the fleeping embryo rears. 
Some, more unhappy ſtill, repent the gifts 

Of Pales—fſoft, delicious, and benign; 

The balmy quinteſſence of ev'ry flower, 
And ev'ry grateful herb that decks the ſpring; 
The folit'ring dew of teuder ſprouting life; 
The beſt refection of declining age; 

The kind reſtorative of thoſe who lie 

Half dead, and panting from the doubrful ſtrife 
Of nature ſtruggling in the graſp of death. 

Try all the bounries of this fertile globe, 
There is not ſuch a ſalutary food 

As ſaits with ev'ry ſtomach. But (except 
Amid the mingled mals of fiſh and fowl, 

And boil d and bak d, you hefitate by which 
You ſunk oppreſs d, or whether not by all), 
Tavght by experience, ſoon you may diſcern 
What pleaſes, what offends. Avoid the cates 
That lull the ſicken d appetite too long; 


Is this for pleaſure? Learn a juſter taſte; 
And know, that temperance is true luxury. 
Or is it pride? Purſue ſome nobler aim: 
Diſmiſs your paraſites, who praiſe for hire; 
And earn the fair eſteem of honeſt men, 


'| Whoſe praiſe is fame. Form'd of ſuchtlay as yours, 


The fick, the famiſh'd, ſhiver at your gates. 
Even modeſt want may blefs your hand unſeen, 
Tho' huſh'd in patient wretchedneſs at home, 
Is there no virgin grac'd with ev'ry charm 


| Bur that which binds the mercenary vow ? 
No 22 of genius, whole neglected bloom 


Unfoſter'd fickens in the barren ſhade > 
No worthy man, by fortune's random blows, 
Or by a heart too gen'rous and humane, 
Confirain'd to leave his happy natal ſeat, 
And ſigh for wants more bitter than his own ? 
There are, while human miſcries abound, 
A thouſand ways to waſte ſuperfluous wealth, 
Without one fool or flatterer at your board, 
Without one hour of ſickneſs or diſguſt, 

But other ills th' ambiguous feaſt purſue, 
Beſides provoking the laſcivious taſte. 
Such various fouds, tho' harmleſs each alone, 
Each other violate ; and oft we ſee 
What ftrife is brew'd, and what pernicious bane, 
From combinations of innoxious things. 
Th' unbounded taſte I mean not to confine 


| Yo hermit's diet, needleſsly ſevere. 


But would you long the ſweets of health enjoy, 
Or huſband pleaſure ; at one impious meal 
Exhauſt not half the bountics of the year, 

Of ev'ry realm. It matters not meanwhile 
Ho. much to-morrow differ from to-day; 

So far indulge : tis fit, beſides, that man, 


Or heave with fev'riſh fluſhings all the face, 
Burn in the palms, and parch the rough'ning 
_ rongue; * 
Or much diminiſh or tuo much increaſe 
Th expence, which nature's wiſe ceconomy, 
Without or waſte or avarice, maintains, 
Such cates abjur'd, let prowling hunger looſe, 
And bid the curious palate roam at will; 
They ſcarce can err amid the various ſtores 
That burſt the teeming entrails of the world. 
Led by ſagaeious taſte, the ruthleſs king 
Of beaſts on blood and flaughter only lives; 
The tiger, form'sd alike to cruel meals, 
Would at the manger ftarve: of milder feeds, 
The generous horſe to herbage and to grain 
Conſines his wiſh ; tho' fabling Greece re!ound 
The Thracian fteeds with human carnage wild. 
Prompted by inſtinct's never-erring pow'r, 
Each creature knows its proper aliment ; 
But man, th' inhabitant of ev'ry clime, 
With all the commoners of nature feeds. 
Directed, bounded, by this pow'r within, 
Their cravings are well aim'd : voluptuous Man 
Is by ſuperior facultics miſled, 
Miſtcd from pleaſure c en in queſt of joy. © 
Sated with nature's boons, what thouſands ſeck, 
With diſhes tortur d from their native taſte, 
And mad variety, to ſpur beyond © -- 
Its wifer will the jaded appctite | 


To change obnoxious, be to change inur'd, 
But ſtay the curious appetite, and taſte 
With caution fruits you never tried before. 
For want of ule, the kindeſt aliment 
Sometimes oftends; while cuſtom tames the rage 
Of poiſon to mild amity with life. 

So Heaven has form'd us to the general taſte 
Of alt its gifts, ſo cuſtom has improv'd 
This bent of nature, that few ſimple foods, 
Of all that earth, or air, or ocean yield, 
But by exceſs offend. - Beyond the ſenſe 


| 
: 
x 


Of light refection, at the genial hoard 


indulge not often: nor protract the feaſt 

To dull fatiety ; till ſoft and flow 

A drowſy death creeps on, th' expanſive ſoul 
Oppreſs'd, and ſmother'd the celeſtial fire. 
The ttomach, urg'd beyond its active tone, 


[ Hardly to nutrimental chyle ſubdues 


The ſofteſt food; unſiniſh'd and deprav'd, 

The chyle in all its future wand'rings owns 

Its turbid fountain; not by purer ſtreams 

So to be clear d, but foulneſs will remain. 

To ſparkling wine what ferment can exalt 

Th' unripen'd grape? Or what mechanic {kill 

From the crude ore can ſpin the ductile gold? 
Groſs riot treaſures up a wealthy fund 

Of plagues : but more immedicable ills 


-| Attend the lean extreme. For-phyſic knows 


How to diſburden the too tumid veins, 
* 
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Ev'n how to ripen the half-labour'd blood : 
But to unlock the elemental tubes, 
Collaps'd and ſhrunk with long inanity, 
And with balſamic nutriment repair 

The dried and worn-out habit, were to bid 

Old age grow green, and wear a ſecond ſpring ; 
Or the tall aſh, long raviſh'd from the foil, 
Thro' wither'd veins imbibe the vernal dew. 
When hunger calls, obey ; nor often wait 
Till hunger ſharpen to corroſive pain: 

For the keen appetite will feaſt beyond 

What nature well can bear; and one extreme 
Ne'er without danger meets its own reverſe. 
Too greedily th' exhauſted veins abforb 

The recent chyle, and load enfeebled pow'rs 
Oft to th' extinction of the vital flame. 

To the pale cities, by the firm-ſet ſiege 
And famine humbled, may this verſe be borne. 
And hear, ye hardieſt ſons that Albion breeds ! 
Long toſs'd and famiſh'd on the wint'ry main; 
The war ſhook off, or hoſpitable ſhore 
Attain'd, with temp'rance bear the ſhock of joy; 
Nor crown with feſtive rites th' auſpicious day: 
Such feaſts might prove more fatal than the waves, 
Than war or 2 While thy vital fire 
Burns feebly, heap not the greenyfuel on; 

But prudently foment the wand' ſpark 
With what the ſooneſt feels its kindred touch: 
Be frugal e'en of that; a little give 

At krſt ; that kindled, add a little more; 

Till, by delib'rate nouriſhing, the flame 

Reviv'd with all its wonted vigour glows. 

But tho” the two (the full and the jejune) 
Extremes have each their vice; it much avails 
Ever with gentle tide to ebb and flow | 
From this to that: ſo nature learns to bear 
Whatever chance or headlong appetite 
May bring. Beſides, a meagre day ſubdues 
The cruder clods by floth or luxury 
Collected. and unloads the wheels of life. 
Sometimes a coy averſion to the feaſt 
Comes on, while yet no blacker omen low'rs; 
Then is a time to ſhun the tempting board, 
Mere it your natal or your nuptial day. 

Perhaps a faſt ſo ſeaſonable ſtarves 

The latent ſeeds of woe, which rooted once 
Might coſt you labour. But, the day return'd 
Of feſtal luxury, the wiſe indulge 

Moſt in the tender vegetable breed: 

Then chiefly when the ſummer beams inflame 
The brazen heavens, or angry Sirius ſheds 

A fev'rith taint thro” the ſtill gulph of air, 
The moiſt cool viands then, and flowing eup 
From the freſh dairy-virgin's lib'ral hand, 
Will fave your head from harm, tho' round the 
| world | | 

The dreaded *-Cauſos roll his waſteful fires. 
Pale humid Winter loves the gen'rous board, 

The meal more copious, and a warmer fare 
And longs with old wood and old wine to cheer 
His quaking heart. -The ſeaſons which divide 
Th' empires of heat and cold; by neither claim'd, 
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Influenc'd by both; a middle regimen 

Thro' autumn's languiſhing domain 

Deſcending, nature by degrees invites 

To glowing luxury. But from the depth 

Of winter when th' invigorating year 

Emerges ; when Favonius, fluſh'd with love, 

Toyful and young, in ev'ry breeze deſcends 

More u arm and wanton on his kindling bride 

Then, ſhepherds, then begin to ſpare your flocks; 

And learn, with wiſe humanity, to check 

The luſt of blood. Now pregnant earth commits 

A various offspring to th' indulgent ſky : 

Now bounteous nature feeds with laviſh hand 

The prone creation ; yields what once ſuffic'd 

Their dainty ſov'reign, when the world was 

| oung, | 

Ere otra barb'rous thirſt of blood had ſeiz'd 

The human breaſt, Each rolling month matures 

The food that ſuits it moſt; ſo does each'clime. 
Far in the horrid realms of winter, where 

Th' eſtabliſh'd ocean heaps a monſtrous waſte 

Of ſhining rocks and mounrains to the pole, 

There lives a hardy race, whoſe plaineſt wants 

Relentleſs earth, their cruel ſtep- mother, 

Regards not. On the waſte of iron fields, 

Untam'd, intractable, no harveſts wave; 

Pomona hates them, and the clowniſh 

Who tends the garden. In this frozen world 

Such cooling gifts were vain : a fitter meal 

s earn'd with.caſe ; for here the fruitful ſpawn 

Of Ocean ſwarms, and heaps their genial board 

With gen'rous fare and luxury profuſe. 

Theſe are their bread, the only bread they know; 

Theſe, and their willing ſlave, the deer, that crops 

The ſhrubby herbage on their meagre hills. 

Girt by the burning zone, not thus the South 

Her ſwarthy ſons in either Ind maintains; 

Or thiſty Libya, from whoſe fervid loins 

The lion burſts, and ey'ry frend that roams 

Th' affrighted wilderneſs. The mountain herd, 

Aduſt and dry, no ſweet repaſt affords; - 

Nor does the tepid main ſuch kinds produce, 

So perfect, fo delicious, as the ſhoals Sa 

Of icy Zembla. Raſhly where the blood ſtain 

Brews feveriſh frays; where ſcarce the tubes ſuſ- 

Its tumid fervour and tempeſtuous courſe, 

Kind Nature tempts not to-ſuch gifts as theſe. - 

But here in livid ripeneſs melts the grape; 


| Here, finiſh'd by invigorating ſuns, 


Thro' the green ſhade the golden orange glows 3 
Spontaneous here the turgid melon yields 


| A gen'rous pulp; the coco ſwells on high 


With milky riches; and in horrid mail 
The criſp ananas wraps its poignant ſweets : 
Earth's vaunted progeny ; in ruder air 
Too coy to flourith, ev'n too proud to live, 


Or hardly rais'd by artificial fire 


Lo vapid life. Here, with a mother's ſmile,” 
Glad Amalthea pours a copious horn : 

Here buxom Ceres reigns : th” autumnal ſea 

ln boundleſs billows fluctuates o'er their plains. 
What ſuits the climate beſt, what ſuits tie men, 


Nature 
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Nature profuſes moſt, and moſt the taſte | 
Demands. The fountain, edg'd with racy wine 
Or acid fruit, bedews their thirſty ſouls. 
The breeze eternal breathing round their limbs 
Supports in elſe intolerable air; ; 
Whyue the cool palm, the plantain, and the grove 
That waves on gloomy Lebanon, aſſuage 
The torrid hell that beams upon their heads. 
Now come, ye Naiads, to the fountains lead; 
Now let me wander thro your gelid reign. 
I. burn to view th' enthuſiaſtic wilds | 
By mortal elſe untrod. I hear the din 
Of waters thund'ring o'er the ruin'd cliffs. 
With holy rev'rence I approach the rocks 
W hence glide the ſtreams renown'd in ancientſong. 
Here from the deſert down the rumbling ſteep 
Firſt ſprings the Nile; here burſts the ſounding Po 
In angry waves; Euphrates hence devolves 
A mighty flood to water half the eaſt ; 
And there, in Gothic ſolitude reclin'd, 
The cheerleſs Tanais pours his hoary urn. 
W har folemn twilight, what ſtopendous ſhades, 
Enyrap theſe infant floods! Thro' ev'ry nerve 
A facred horror thrills, a pleaſing fear 
Glides o'er my frame. The foreſt deepens round; 
And, more gigantic ſtill, th' impending trees 
Stretch their extravagant arms athwart the gloom. 
Are:theſe the confines of ſome fairy world, 
A land of Genii? Say, beyond theſe wilds 
What unknown nations, if indeed beyond 
Aught habitable lies? And whither leads, 
To what ſtrange regions, or of bliſs or pain, 
That ſubcerrancous. way? Propitieus maids, 
Conduct me, while with fearful ſteps I tread 
This trembling ground. The taſk remains to ſing 
Your gifts (ſo Pzon, fo the pow'rs of health 
Command), to praiſe your eryſtal element: 
The chief ingredient in Heaven's various works; 
Whoſe flexile genius ſparkles in the gem, 
ow firm in oak, and fugitive in wine; 
he vehicle, the ſource, of nutriment 
And life to all that vegetate or live. 5 
O comfortable ſtreams! With eager lips, 
And trembling hand, the languid thirſty quaff 
New life in you: freſh vigour fills their veins, 
No warmer cups the rural ages Knew; | 
None warmer fought the fires of human kind 
Happy in temperate peace! Their equal days 
Felt not th' alternate firs of fev'riſh mirth 
And fick dejection. Still ſerene and pleas'd, 
They knew.no pains but what the tender ſoul 
Wi pleaſure yields to, and would nc'er forget. 
Bleſt with divine immunity from ails, 
Long centuries they liv'd ; their only fate 
Was ripe old age, and rather ſleep t death. 
Oh ! could thoſe worthics from the world of gods 
Return to viſit their degen'rate ſons, 
How would they ſcorn the joys of modern time, 
With all our art and toil improv'd to pain! 
Too happy they ! But wealth brought 2 
dain 


And luxury on floth begot diſeaſe. [di 
Lem temp rance, friends; and hear without 
| * Hippecrates, | 
— 5 
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The choice of water. Thus the Coan ſage 

Opin'd, and thus the learn'd of ev'ry ſchool: 

What leaſt of foreign principles partakes 

Is beſt; the lightett then; what bears the touch 

Of fire the leaſt, and ſooneſt mounts in air; 

The moſt infipid, the moſt void of ſmell. 

Such the rude mountain from its horrid fides 

Pours down; ſuch waters in the ſandy vale 

For ever boil, alike of winter froſts 

And ſummer's heat ſecure. The cryſtal ſtream, 

Through rocks reſounding, or for many a mile 

O'er the chaf 'd pebbles hurl'd, yields wholeſome, 

pure, 

And e dravghts; except when winter thaws, 

And half the mountains melt into the tide. 

Tho' thirſt were ne'er ſo reſolute, avoid 

The ſordid lake, and all ſueh drowſy floods 

As fill from Lethe Belgia's flow canals 

With reſt corrupt, with vegetation green 

Squalid with generation, and the birth 

Of little monſters), till the pow*r of fire 

Has from profane embrates diſengag'd 

The violated lymph. The virgin ſtream, 

In boiling, waſtes its finer ſoul in air. 

Nothing like fimple element dilutes 

The food, or gives the chyle fo ſoon to flow. 

But where the ſtomach, indolently given, 

Toys with its duty, animate with wine 

Th' inſipid ſtream: tho' golden Ceres yields 

A more voluptuous, a more ſprightly draught z 

Perhaps more active. Wine unmix'd, and all 

The gluey floods that from the vex'd abyſs 

Of fermentation ſpring ; with ſpirit fraught, 

And furious with intoxicating fire; | 

Retard concoction, and preſerve unthau d 

Th embodied maſs. You fee what countleſs years, 

Embalm'd in fiery quinteſſence of wine, 

The puny wonders of the reptile world, 

The tender rudiments of life, the ſlim 

Unravellings of minute anatomy, 

Maintain their texture, and unchang'd remain. 
We curſe not wine; the vile excels we blame, 

More fruitful than th' accumulated board 

Of pain and miſery. For the ſubtle draught 

Faſter and ſurer ſwells the vital tide 

And with more active poiſon, than the flood 

Of groiſer crudity convey, pervades - 

The far remote meanders of our frame. 


Ah fly deceiver! branded o'er and o'er, 


Vet ſtill believ'd ! exulting o'er the wreck 

Of ſober vows ! But the Parnaflian Maids 

Another time +, perhaps, ſhall fng the joys, 

The fatal charms, the many woes, of wine ; 

Perhaps its various tribes and various powers. 
Meantime, I would not always dread the bowl, 

Nor ev'ry treſpaſs ſhun. The fev'riſh ſtrife, 

Rous'd by the rare debauch, ſubdues, expels 

-The loit'ring crudities that burthen life ; 

And, like a torrent full and rapid, clears 

Th' obſtructed tubes. Beſides, this reſtleſs world 

Is full of chances, which by habit's pow'r 


nn. is eaſier than to ſhun, 
+ See Book IV. 
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Ah! when ambition, meagre love of gold, | 
Or ſacred country calls, with mellowing wine 
To moiſten well the thirſty ſuffrages; 

Say how, unſeafon'd to the midnight frays 
Of Comus and his rout, wilt thou contend 
Miith Centaurs long to hardy deeds inur'd ? 
Then learn to revel, but by ſlow degrees; 
By flow degrees the lib'ral arts are won, 
And Hercules grew ſtrong, But when you ſmooth 
The brows of care, indulge your feſtive vein 

In cups by well-inform'd experience found 

The leaſt your bane, and only with your friends. 
There are ſweet follies; frailties to be ſeen 

By friends alone, and men of gen rous minds. 
Oh ſeldom may the fated hours return 

Of drinking deep ! I would not daily taſte, 
Except when life declines, ev'n ſober cups. 
Weak withering age no rigid law forbids, 
With frugal neCtar, ſmooth and flew, with balm 
The ſapleſs habit daily to bedew, 

And give the heſitating wheels of life 

Gliblier to play, But youth has better joys : 
And is it wiſe, when youth with pleaſure flows, 
To ſquander the reliefs of age and pain? 

What dext'rous thouſands juſt within the goal 
Of wild debauch direct their nightly courſe ! 
Perhaps no ſickly qualms bedim their days, 

No morning admonitions ſhock the head. | 
But, ah! what woes remain! Life rolls apace, 
And that incurable diſeaſe, old age, 
In youthful bodies more ſeverely felt, 
. More ſternly active, ſhakes their blaſted prime, 
Except kind Nature by ſome haſty blow * 
Prevent the ling'ring fates. For know, whate'e 
Beyond its natural fervour hurnes on | | 
The ſanguine tide z whether the frequent bowl, 
High-ſeaſon'd fare, or exerciſe to toil | 
Protracted ; ſpurs to its laſt ſtage tir'd life, | 
nd fows the temples wirh untimely ſnow. | 
When life is new, the ductile fibres feel 
The heart's increaſing force; and, day by day, 
The growth advances : till the larger tubes, 
Acquiring (from their“ elemental veins 
Condens'd to ſolid chords) a firmer tone, 
Suſtain, and juſt ſuſtain, th' impetuous blood. 
Here ſtops the growth. With overbearing pulſe 
And preſfure, {till the great deftroy the ſmall ; 
Still with the ruins of the ſmall grow ſtrong. 
Life glows meantime amid the grinding force 
Of viſcous fluids and elaſtic tubes; | 
Its various functions vigorouſly are plied. 
By ſtrong machinery; and in ſolid health 
The Man confirm'd long triumphs o'er diſeaſe, 
But the full ocean ebbs: there is a point, 
By nature fix'd, whence life muſt downwards tend. 
For ſtill the beating tide conſolidates 
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To the weak throbs of th' ill ſupported heart. 
This languiſhing, theſe ſtrengih'aing by degrees 
To hard unyielding unelaſtic bone, 


- | Thro' tedious channels the congealing flood 


Crawls lazily, and hardly wanders on : 

It loiters ſtill: and now it ſtirs no more. 

This is the period few attain, the death | 

Of nature. Thus (fo Heaven ordain'd it) life 

Deſtroys itſelf; and, could rheſe laws have 
chang'd, f 

Neſtor might now the fates of Troy relate, 

And Homer live immortal as Thy 

What does not fads? The tow'r that long had 

ſtood 

The cruſh of thunder and the warring windy 

Shook bv the ſlow but ſure deſtroyer Time, 

Now hangs in doubrful ruins o'er its baſe; 


And fliaty pyramids, and walls of braſs, 


Deſcend: the Babylonian ſpires are ſunk ; 
Achaia, Rome, and Egypt moulder down. 
Time ſhakes the ſtable tyranny of thrones, 

And tottering empires ruſh by their own weight. 
This huge rotundity we tread grows old, 

And all thoſe worlds that toll around the ſun: 
The ſun himſelf ſhall die, and ancient night 


| Again involve the deſolate abyſs, 


Till the great Father thro' the lifeleſs gloom 
Extend his arm to hght another world, 
And bid new planets roll by other laws, 


| For thro the regions of unbounded ſpace, 
| Where unconfin'd Omnipotence has room, 


Being, in various ſyſtems, fluctuates ſtill 
Between creation and abhorr'd decay; 

It ever did, perhaps, and ever will. . 
New worlds are ſtill emerging from the deep 
The old deſcending, in their turns to riſe, 
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EXERCISE, | 
THRO' r toils th* adventurous Muſe has 
aſs'd ; 


P > 
But half the toil, and more than half, remains. 


Rude is her theme, and hardly fit for ſong ; 
Plain, and of little ornament ; and 1 
But little praftis'd in th' Aonian arts. 
Yet not in vain ſuch labours have we tried, 
If avght theſe lays the fickle health confirm. 
To you, ye delicate, I write; for you 
I tame my youth to philoſophic cares, 
And grow ſtill paler by the midnight amp. 


Not to debilitate with timorous rules 


A hardy frame; nor needleſsly to brave 
Inglorious dangers, proud of mortal ſtrength, 


Is all the leſſon that in wholeſome years 


Concerns the ſtrong, His care were ill beſtaw'd, 
Who would with warm effeminacy nurſe 
The thriving oak which on the mountain's brow 


The ftubborn veſſels, more reluctant ſtill 


* In the human body, as well as in thoſe of other animals, the larger blood-veſſels are compoſed of. 


Bears all the blaſts that ſweep the wint'ry heaven. 


fmaller ones ; which, by the violent motion and preſſure of the fluids in the large veſſels, loſe their cavities 
by degrees, and degenerate into impervious chords or fibres. In proportion as theſe ſmall veſſels become 
ſolid, the larger muſt of courſe grow leſs extenſile, more rigid, and make a ftronger reſiſtance to the action 
of the heart and force of the blood. From this gradual condenſation of the ſmaller veſſels, and conſequent 


rigidity of the larger ones, the progreſs of the human body from intancy to old age is accounted tor. 
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Behold the labourer of the glebe, who toils 
In duſt, in rain, in cold, and ſultry ſkies : 

Save but the grain from mildews and the flood, 

Nought anxious he what ſickly ſtars aſcend. 

He knows no laws by Eſculapius given, 

He ſtudies none. Yet him nor midnight fogs 

Infeſt, nor thoſe envenom'd ſhafts that fly 

When rabid Sirius fires th autumnal noon. 

His habit pure with plain and temperate meals, 

Robuſt with labour, and by cuſtom ſteel'd 

To ev'ry caſualty of varied life ; 

Serene he bears the peeviſh Eaftern blaſt, 

And uninfected breathes the mortal South. 
Such the reward of rude and fober life, 

Of labour ſuch. By health the peaſant's toil 

Is well repaid, if exerciſe were pain | 

Indeed, and temp'rance pain. By arts like theſe 

Laconia nurs'd of old her hardy tons ; 

And Rome's unconquer d legions urg'd their way 

Unhurt, thro' ev'ry toil, in ev'ry clime. 

Toil, and be ſtrong. By toil the flaccid nerves 
Grow firm, and gain a more compacted tone; 
The er juices are by toil ſubdued, 
Mellow'd, and ſubtiliz d; the vapid old 
Expell d, and all the rancour of the blood. 
Come, my companions, ye who feel the charms 
Of nature and the 2 come, let us firay 
Where chance or fancy leads our roving walk : 
Come, while the ſoft voluptuous breezes fan 
The fleecy heavens, enwrap the limbs with balm, 
Aud 2 a charming languor o er the ſoul. 

Nor when bright Winter ſows with prickly froſt 
The vigorous ether, in unmanly warmth 
Indulge at home; nor even when Evurus' blaſts 
This way and that convolve the lab'ring woods. 
My liberal walks, fave when the ſkies in rain 
Or fogs relent, no ſeaſon ſhould confine 

Or to the cloifter'd gallery or arcade. | 

Go, climb the mountain; from th' ethereal ſource 
Imbibe the recent gale. The cheerful mora 
Beams o'er the hills; go, mount th' exulting ftecd, 
Already, ſee, the deep-mouth'd beagles catch 
The tainted mazes ; and, on eager iport 
Intent, with emulous impatience. try 

Each doubtful trace. Or, if a nobler prey 
Delight you more, go chaſe the defp'rate deer; 
And thro' its deepeſt folitudes awake 

The vocal foreſt with the jovial horn. 55 

Bur if the breathleſs chace o'er hill and dale 
Exceed your ſtrength, a ſport of leſs fatigue, 
Not leſs delightful, the prolific ſtream 
Afﬀords. The cryſtal rivulet, that o'er. 

A ſtony channel rolls its rapid maze, 

Swarms with the filzer fry. Such, thro the bounds 
Of paſtoral Stafford, runs the brawling Trent; 
Such Eden, ſprung from Cumbrian mountains ; 
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Rolls toward the weſtern main. Hail, ſacred flood! 

May ſtill thy hoſpitable ſwains be bleſt 

In rural innocence ; thy mountains ſtill 

Teem with the fleecy race; thy tuneful woods 

For ever flouriſh; and thy vales look gay 

With painted meadows, and the golden grain ! 

Oft, withſthy blooming ſons, when life was new, 

Sportive and petulant, and charm'd with toys, 

In thy tranſparent eddies have I lav'd; 

Oft trac'd with patient ſteps thy fairy banks, 

With the well-imitated fiv to hook 

The eager trout, and, with the ſlender line, 

And yielding rod, ſolicit to the ſhore 

The ſtruggling panting prey; while vernal clouds 

And tepid gales obſcur'd the ruffied pool, | 

And from the deepscall'd forth the wanton ſwarms. 
Form'd on the Samian ſchool, or thoſe of Ind, 

There are whothink theſe paſtimes ſcarce humane 

Yet in my mind (and not relentleſs 1) 

His life is pure that wears no fouler ſtains, 

But if thro? genuine tenderneſs of heart, 


Or ſecret want of reliſh for the game, 


You ſhun the glories of the chace, nor care 
To haunt the peopled ſtream ; the garden yields 


A ſoft amuſement, an humane delight. 


To raiſe th' inſipid nature of the ground, 

Or tame its ſavage genius to the grace 

Of careleſs ſweet ruſticity, that ſeems 

The amiable reſult of happy chance, 

Is to create; and gives a godlike joy, 

Which every year improves. Nor thou diſdain 
To check the lawleſs riot of the trees, 

To plant the grove, or turn the barren mould. 
O bappy he, whom, when his years decline, 
(His fortune and his fame by worthy means 
Attain'd, and equal to his mod'rate mind; 

His life approv'd by all the wiſe and good, 
Even envicd by the vain) the peaceful groves. 
Of Epicurus, from this ſtormy world, 

Receive to reſt, of all ungrateful cares 
Abſolv'd and facred from the ſelfiſh crowd 
Happieſt of men, if the ſame ſoil invites 

A choſen few, companions of his youth, 

Once fellow-rakes perhaps, now rural friends; 
With whom in eaſy commerce to purſue 
Nature's free charms, and vie for ſylvan fame 


A fair ambition, void of ſtrife or gulle, 


Or jealouſy, or pain to be outdone, 

Who plans th' enchanted garden, who directs 
The viſto beſt, and beſt conducts the ſtream ; 
Whoſe groves the faſteſt thicken and aſcend ; 
Whom firſt the welcome ſpring ſalutes; who ſhews 


The earlieſt bloom, the ſweeteſt, proudeſt charms 


Of Flora ; who. beſt pro Pomona's juice 
To match the ſpriglitly genius of champaign. 
Thrice happy days, in rural bus'neſs paſs'd ! 


ſuch ſtream ] Bleſt winter nights ! when, as the genial fire 


The Eſk, o'erhung with woods; and ſuch the 
On whoſe Arcadian banks I firſt drew- air, 
Liddal; till now, except in Doric lays 

Tun d to ber murmurs by her love-ſick ſwains, 
Unknown in fong : tho“ not a purer ſtream, 
Tho mrads more flow'ry, or more romantic 


eres, 


Cheers the wide hall, his cordial family 
With ſoft domeſtic arts the hours beguile, 
And pleaſing talk, that ſtarts no timorous fame, 


| With witleſs wantonneſs to hunt it down; 


Or thro' the fairy-land of tale or ſong 
Delighted wander, in fiftitioys fates, 
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Engag d, and all that ſtrikes humanity : : 


Till, 


| 
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Till, loſt in fable, they the ſtealing hour 

Of timely reſt forget. Sometimes, at eve, 

His neighbours lift the latch, and bleſs unbid 

His feſtal roof; while, o'er the light repaſt 

And ſprightly cups, they mix in ſocial joy, 

And, thro' the maze of converſation, trace 

Whare'er amuſes or improves the mind. 

Sometimes at eve (for I delight to taſte 

The native zeſt and flavour of the fruit 

Where ſenſe grows wild, and takes of no manure) 

The decent, honeſt, cheerful huſbandman 

Should drown his labours in my friendly bowl, 

And at my table find himſelf at home. 
Wharte'er you ſtudy, in whate'er you ſweat, 

Indulge your taſte. Some love the manly foils ; 

The tennis ſome ; and ſome the graceful dance: 

Others, more hardy, range the purple heath 


Or naked ſtubble, where from field to field 


The ſounding coveys urge their lab'ring flight; 


Eager amid the rifing cloud to pour 


The gun's unerring thunder : and there are 
Whom ſtill the meed * of the green archer charms. 
He chooſes beſt, whoſe labour entertains 
His vacant fancy moſt ; the toi you hate 
Fatigues you ſoon, and ſcarce improves your limbs. 

As beauty ſtill has blemiſh, and the mind 
The moſt accompliſh'd its imperfect fide, 
Few bodies are there of that happy mould 
Bur ſome one part is weaker than the reſt : 
The legs perhaps, or arms, refuſe their load, 
Or the cheſt labours. Theſe affiduouſly, 
But gently, in their — — arts employ'd, 
Acquire a vigour and fpringy activity 
To which they were not born. But weaker parts 
Abhor fatigue and violent difcipline. 

Begin with gentle toils ; and, as your nerves 
Grow firm, to hardier by juſt ſteps aſpire. 
The prudent, ev'n in ev'ry mod'rate walk, 
At firſt but ſaunter, and by flow degrees 
Increaſe their pace. This doctrine of the wiſe 
Well knows the maſter of the flying Reed. 
Firſt from the goal the manag'd courſers play 
On bended reins; as yet the ſkilful youth 
Repreſs their foamy pride: but ev'ry breath 
The race grows warmer, and the tempeſt ſwells; 
Till all the fiery mettle has its way, 
And the thick thunder hurries o'er the plain. 
When all at once from indolence to toil 
You ſpring, the fibres by the haſty ſhock 
Are tir'd and crack'd, before their unctuous coats, 
Compreſs'd, can pour the lubricating balm. 
Beſides, collected in the paſlive veins, 


The purple maſs a ſudden torrent rolls, 


O'crpow'rs the heart, and deluges the lungs 
With dangerous inundation: oft the ſource 
Of fatal woes; a cough that foams with blood, 
Aſthma, and feller peripneumony t, 
Or the flow minings of the hectic fire. 

Th' athletic fool, to whom what Heaven denied 


Of foul is well compenſated ia limbs, 


Oft, from his rage of brainleſs frolic, feels 


| 


| 


His vegetation and brute force decay. 
The men of better clay and finer mould 


| Know nature, feel the human dignity, 


And ſcorn to vie with oxen or with apes. 

Purſu'd prolixly, ev'n the you toi 

Is waſte of health: repoſe by ſmall fatigue 

Is earn'd; and (where your habit is not prone 

To thaw) by the firſt moiſture of the brows: 

The fine and ſubtle ſpirits coſt too much 

To be profus'd, too much the roſcid balm. 

But when the hard varieties of life 

You toil to learn, or try the duſty chace, 

Or the warm deeds of ſome important day: 

Hot from the field, indulge not yet your limbs 

In wiſh'd repoſe ; nor court the fanning gale, 

Nor taſte the ſpring. Oh! by the ſacred tears 

Of widows, orphans, mothers, ſiſters, fires, 

Forbear ! no other peſtilence has driven 

Such myriads o'er th' irremeable deep, 

Why this ſo fatal, the ſagacious Muſe _ 

Thro' nature's cunning labyrinths could trate + 

But there are ſecrets which who knows not now, 

Muſt, ere he reach them, climb the heapy Alps 

Of ſcience, and devote ſeven years to toil. 

Beſides, I would not ſtun your patient ears 

With what it little boots you to attain. 

He knows enough, the mariner, who knows _ 

Where lurk the ſhelves, and where the whirl- 
ools boil, 


| What figns portend the ſtorm: to ſubtler minds 


He leaves to ſcan from what myſterious cauſe 
Charybdis rages in th' Tonian wave; IT. 
Whence thoſe impetuous currents in the main, 
Which neither oaf nor fail can ſtem; and why. 
The rough'ning deep expects the ſtorm, as ſure 
As red Orion mounts the ſhrouded heaven. 

In ancient times, when Rome with Athens vied 
For poliſh'd luxury and uſeful arts; 4 
All hot and recking from th' Olympic ſtrife, 
And warm Paleſtra, in the tepid bath 
Ti athletic youth relax'd their wearied limbs. 
Soft oils bedew'd them, with the grateful pow'rs 


| Of nard and caflia fraught, to ſooth and heal 


The cheriſh'd nerves. Our lefs voluptuous clime 
Not much invites us to ſuch arts as theſe. 

'Tis not for thoſe whom gelid ſkies embrace, 
And chilling fogs ; whoſe perſpiration feels 
Such frequent bars from Eurus and the North z 
"Tis not for thoſe to cultivate rhe ſkin 

Too ſoft, or teach the recremental fume 

Too faſt to crowd thro? ſuch precarious ways 
For thro' the ſmall arterial mouths, that pierce 
Ia endleſs millions the cloſe-woven {kin, 

The baſer fluids in a conſtant ſtream 


| Eſcape, and viewleſs melt into the winds. 


While this eternal, this moſt copious waſte 

Of blood, degen'rate into vapid brine, _ 
Maintains its wonted meaſure, all the pow'rs 
Of health befriend you, all the wheels of life 
With eaſe and * move; but, this re{crain 
Or more or les, ſo more or leſs you feel 


* This word is much uſed by ſome of the old Engliſh poets, and ſignifies reward or prize, 


+ The itflammition of the logs, 
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The functions labour: from this fatal ſource 
What woes deſcend is never to be ſung. 
To take their numbers were to count the ſands 
That ride in whirlwind the parch'd Libyan air; 
Or waves that, when the bluſt ring North em- 
broils _ 
The Baltic, thunder on the German ſhore. 
Subject not then, by ſoft emollicnt arts, 
This grand expence, on which your fates depend, 
To ev'ry caprice of the ſky ; nor thwart 
The genius of your clime : for from the blood 
Leaft fickle riſe the recremental tteams, 
_ leaſt obnoxious to the ſtyptic air, 
nich breathe chro ſtraĩter and more callous pores. 
The temper'd Scythian hence half naked treads 
His boundleſs ſnows, nor ru+s th inclement heaven: 
And hence our painted anceſtors defied | 
The Eaſt ; nor curs'd, like us, their fickle (ky. 
The body, moulded by the clime, endures 
Tih' equator heats or hyperborean frott : 
Except, by habits foreign to its turn, 
Unwiſfe you counte act its forming pow'r, 
Rude at the firſt, the winter ſhocks you leſs 
By long acquaintance : ſtudy then your ſky, 
orm to its manners your obſequious frame, 
And learn to ſuffer what you cannot ſhun. 
Againſt the rigours of a damp cold heaven 
To fortify their bodies, ſome frequent 


The gelid ciſtern ; and, where nought forbids, 


Book II. 


With this external virtue age maintains 

A decent grace; without 1t,' youth and charms 
Are loathſome. This the veval Graces know; 
So doubtleſs do your wives: for married fires, 

As well as lovers, ſtill pretend to taſte ; 

Nor is it leſs (all prudent wives can tell) 

To loſe a huſband's than a lover's heart. 

But now tke hours and ſeaſons when to toil 
From foreign themes recall my wand 'ring ſong. 
Some labour faſting, or but ſlightly fed, | 
To lull the grinding ſtomach's hungry rage. 
Where nature feeds too corpulent a frame, 
'Tis wiſely done: for while the thirſty veins, 
impatient of lean penury, devour 
The treaſur'd oil, then is the happieſt time 
To ſhake the lazy balſam from its cells. 

Now while the ſtomach from the full repaſt 


{ Subſides, but ere returning hunger gnaws, 


Ye leaner habits, give an hour to toil ; 

And ye whom no icxuriancy of growth 
Oppreſſes yet, or threatens to oppreſs. 

But from the recent meal no labours pleaſe, 
Of limbs or mind. For now the-cordial pow rs 
Claim all the wand'ring ſpirits to a work 

Of ſtrong and ſubtle toil and great event, 

A work of time; and you may rue the day 
You hurried, with untimely exerciſe, 

A half-conceCted chyle into the blood. 

The body overcharg'd with unEtuous phlegm 


I praiſe their dauntleſs heart: a frame fo ſteel d | Much toil demands; the lean elaſtic leſs. 


Dreacs not the cough, nor thoſe ungenial blaſts 
That breathe the T ertian or fell Rheumatiſm ; 


The nerves ſo temper d never quit their tone; 


No chronic languors haunt fuel: hardy breaſts. 
Bur all things have their bounds: and he who makes 
By daily ue the kindeſt regimen | 
Eſſential to his health, ſhould never mix 
With human kind, nor art nor trade purſue. 
He nor the ſafe viciflitudes of life 
Without ſome ſhock endures ; ill- fitted he 
To want the known, or bear unuſual, things. 
Beſides, the pow'rful remedies of pain 
(Since pain in ſpite of all our care will come) 
Should never with your proſp'rous days of health 
Grow too familiar : for by frequent uſe 
The ſtrongeſt medicines loſe their healing pow'r, 
And ev'n the ſureſt poiſons theirs to kill. 

Let thoſe who from the frozen Arctos reach 
Parch'd Mauritania, or the ſultry weſt, 
Or the wide flood thro' rich Indoſtan roll'd, 
Plunge thrice a day, aud in the tepid wave 
Untwiſt their ſtubborn pores ; that full and free 
Th evaporation thro? the ſoften d ſkin 
May bear pruportion to the ſwelling blood: 
So ſhall they ſcape the few er's rapid flames, 
So feel untainted the hot breath of hell. 
With us, the man of no complaint demands 
The, warm ablution, juſt enough to clear 
The ſhaices of the ſkin, aue, to keep 
The body ſacred from ĩadecent ſoil, 
Still to be pure, en did it not conduce 
(As much it does) to health, were greatly worth 
Your daily pains. Tis this adorns the rich; 
The want of this is Poverty's worſt woe; 


While winter chills the blood, and binds the veins, 

No labours are too hard: by thoſe you ſcape 

The flow diſeaſes of the torpid year, 

Endleſs to name; to one of which alone, 

To that which tears the nerves, the toil of ſlaves 

Is pleaſure. Oh, from ſuch inhuman pains 

May all be free who merit not the wheel ! 

But from the burning Lion when the ſun 

Pours down his ſultry wrath ; now while the blood 

Too much already maddens in the veins, 

And all the finer fluids thro' the ſk m * 

Explore their flight; me, near the cool caſcade - 

Reclin'd, or ſaunt'ring in the lofty grove, 

No needlefs ſlight occaſion ſhould engage 

To pant and ſweat beneath the fiery noon. 

Now the freſh morn alone and mellow eve 

To ſhady walks and active rural ſports 

Invite. But, while the chilling dews deſcend, 

May nothing tempt you to the cold embrace 

Of humid ſkies ; tho' tis no vulgar joy 

To trace the horrors of the ſolemn wood 

While the ſoft ev'ning ſaddens into night; 

Tho' the ſweet Poet of the vernal groves 

Melts all the night in ſtrains of am rous woe. 
The ſhades deicend, and midnighto'erthe world 

Expands her ſable wings : great Nature droops 

Thro' all her works. Now happy he whoſe toil 


Klas o'er his languid pow'rleſs limbs diffus d 
A pleaſing laſſitude: he not in vain 


Invokes the gentle Deity of dreams. 

His pow rs the moſt voluptuouſly diſſolve 
n ſoft repoſe : on him the balmy dews 
Of fleep with double nutriment deſcend. 


| But would you fweetly waſte the blank of night 


Portend to ſanity, tho' prudent ſeers 


In deep oblivion; or on Fancy's wings 

Viſit the paradiſe of happy dreams, 

And waken cheerful as the lively morn ; 
Oppreſs not nature ſinking down to reſt 

With feaſts too late, too ſolid, or too full 

But be the firſt concoCtion half matur'd. 

Ere you to mighty indolence reſign 

Your paſſive faculties. He from the toils 

And trouble of the day to heavier toil 

Retires, whom trembling from the tow'r that rocks 
Amid the clouds, or Calpe's hideous height, 
The buſy demons hurl, or in the main. 
N'crwhelm, or bury ſtruggling under ground. 
Not all a movarch's luxury the woes | 

Can counterpoiſe of that moſt wretched man, 
Whoſe nights are ſhaken with the frantic hts 

Of wild Oreſtes; whoſe delirious brain, 

Stung by the Furies, works with poiſon'd thought; 
While pale and monſtrous panting ſhocks the ſoul, 
And mangled conſciouſneſs bemoans itſelf 

For ever torn, and chaos floating round. 

What dreams preſage, what dangers theſe or thoſe 


Reveal'd of vld, and men of deathleſs fame, 
We would not to the ſuperſtitious mind 
Suggeſt new throbs, new vanities of fear: 
ITis ours to teach you from the peaceful night 
To baniſh omens and all reſtleſs woes. 

ln ſtudy ſome protract the ſilent hours, 
Which others conſecrate to mirth and wine ; 
And fleep till noon, and hardly live till night. 


gut ſurely this redeems not from the thades 


One hour of life. Nor does it nought avail 
What ſeaſon you to drowſy Morpheus give 

Of th' ever-varying circle of the day; | 
Or whether, thro' the tedious winter gloom, 
You tempt the midnight or the morning damps. 
The body, freſh and vigorous from repoſe, 
Dehes the early fogs ; but, by the toils 

Of wakeful day exhauſted and unſtrung, 
Weakly reſiſts the night's unwholeſome breath: 
The grand diſcharge, th' effufion of the ſkin, 
Slowly impair'd, the languid maladies 


Creep on, and thro' the fick'ning functions ſteal. 


So, when the chilling Eaſt invades the ſpring, 

The delicate Nareiſſus pines away . 

In hectic languor, and a flow diſcaſe | 

Taints all the family of flow'rs, condemn'd 

To cruel heavens. But why, already prone 

To fade, ſhould beauty. cherith its own bane ? 

Oh ſhame! oh pity 1 nipt with pale Quadrille 

And midnight cares, the bloom of Albion dies ! 
By toil ſubdued, the warrior and the hind 

Sleep faſt and deep: their active functions ſoon 

With generous ſtreams the ſubtle tubes fupply ; 

And ſoon the. tonic irritable nerves 

Feel the freſh impulſe, and awake the ſoul. 

The ſons of Indolence with long repoſe 

Grow torpid ; and, with ſloweſt Lethe drunk, 

Feebly and ling'ringly return to life, | 

Blunt ev'ry ſenſe, and pow'rleſs ev'ry limb. 

Ye prone to ſleep (whom ſleeping moſt annoys) 

On the hard matraſs or elaſtic couch | 

Extend your limbs, and wean yourſelves from ſloth; 
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And ipringy nerves, the blandiſhments of down; 
Nor envy while the buried Bacchanal 
Exhales his ſurfeit in prolixer dreams. 

He without riot, in the baltny feaſt 

Of life, the wants of nature has ſupplied, 

Who riſes cool, ſerene, and full of foul. 

But pliant nature more or leſs demands 
As cuſtom forms her j and ail ſudden change 
She hates of habit, ev'n from bad to good. 

If faults in life, or new emergencies, © © 
From habits urge you by long time confirm'd,” - 
Slow may the change arrive, and ſtage by ſtage ; 

Slow as the ſhadow o'er the dial moves, 

Slow as the ſtealing progreſs of the year. 

Obſerve the circling year. How unperceiv'd 

Her ſeaſons change ! Behold, by flow degrees, 
Stern Winter tam'd into a ruder Springz _ 
The ripen'd Spring a milder Summer glows ; 
Departing Summer ſheds Pomona's ſtore; 

And aged Autumn brews the Winter ſtorm. 
Slow as they come, theſe changes come not voi 


Of mortal ſhocks : the cold and torrid reigns, 


The two great periods of th' important year, 
Are in their firſt approaches ſeldom fafe : 
Furſereal Autumn all the fickly dread, * * 
And the black fates deform the lovely Spring. 
He well advis'd, who taught our wiſer fires _ 
Early to borrow Muſcovy's warm ſpoils; 
Ere the firſt froſt has touch'd the tender blade; 
And late reſign them, tho' the wanton Spring 
Should deck her charms with all her ſiſter's rays. 
For while the efluence of the ſkin maintains 
Its native meaſure, the pleuritic Sprin 
Glides harmleſs by; and Autumn, fick to death 
With fallow quartaris, no contagion breathes. 

J in prophetic numbers could unfold 
The omens of the year: what ſeaſons teem 
With what diſeaſes ; what the humid South 
Prepares, and what the Demon of the Eaſt : - 
But you perhaps refuſe the tedious ſong. 
Beſides, whatever plagues, in heat, or cold, 
Or drought, or moiſture dwell, they hurt not you, 
Skill'd to correct the vices of the ſky, 
And taught already how to each extreme '/ 
To bend your life. But ſhould the public bane 
Infect you; or ſome treſpaſs of your own, 


Or flaw of nature, hint mortality: 


Soon as a not unpleaſing horror glides 
Along the ſpine, thro' all your torpid limbs; 
When firſt the head throbs, or the ſtomach feels 
A ſickly load, a weary pain the loins, | 
Be Celſus call'd : the fates come ruſhing on; 
The rapid fates admit of no delay. r 
While wilful you, and fatally ſecure, F 
Expect to-morrow's more auſpicious ſun, 
The growing peſt, whoſe infancy was weak 
And eaſy vanquiſh'd, with triumphant fway 
O'erpow'rs your life. For want of timely care, 
Millions have died of medicable wounds. 

Ah! in what perils is vain life engag'd ! 
What ſlight neglects, what trivial faults, deſtroy 


The hardieſt frame! Of indolence, of toil, 


b 


oy die; of want, of ſuperfluity: 
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Js. buy with death. And, tho' the putrid South 
2 ſhut ; tho no convuliive agon | 
Shake, from the deep foundation of the world, 
'Th' impriſon d plagues, a fecret venom oft 
Corrupts the air, the water, and the land. 
What livid deaths has ſad Byzantium ſeen! 
How oft has Cairo, with a mother's woc, 
Wept o'er her flaughter d ſons and lonely ſtreets ' 
Even Albion, git with leſs malignant ſcics, 
Albion the poiton cf the gods has drank, 
And felt the ſting of monſters all her own. 
Exe yet the fell Plamagenets had ſpent 
Their ancient rage at Boiworth's purple field; 
While, for which tyrant England ſhould receive, 
Her legions in incclinous murders mix'd, 
And daily horrors ; till the fates were drunk 
With Xiudred blood by kindred hands ptofus d: 
 Andther plague of more gigantic arm 
Aroſe, a monſter never known before 
Rear d from Cocꝝ tus its portentous head. 
This rapid fury not, like other peſts, 
Purſued a gradual courſe, but in a day 
Ruſn d as a ſtorm o er half th' aſtoniſi'd iſle, 
And firew'd with ſudden carcaſes the land. 
Firſt thro' the ſnoulders, or whatever part 


ö 


Was ſeiz d the firſt, a fervid vapour ſprung. j 


With raſh combuſtion thence the quiv'ring ſpark | 
Shot to the heart, and kindled all within: 
And ſoon the ſurface caught the ſpreading fires. 
hro all the yielding pores the melted blood 
Guſh'd out in ſmoky ſweats; but nought aſſuag' d 
he torrid heat within, nor aught rchev'd 
The ftomach's anguiſh. With inceſſant toil, 
Pelperate of caſe, impatient of their pain, 
hey rofs'd from fide to fide. In vam the fiream 
Ran full and clear, they burnt and thirked ſtill; 
The reſtleſs arteries with rapid blood 
Bear ftrong and frequent. Thick and pantingly 
The breath was fetch d, and with huge lab'rings 
At laſt a heavy pain oppreſs d the head, | heav'sd : 
A wild delirium came; their weeping friends 
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The all-forrounding heaven, the vital air, Of thoſe who liv'd ſome felt a ſecond blow; 


And whom the ſecond ſpar'd a third deſtroy'd. 

Frantic with fear, they tought by flight to ſhun 
The fierce contagion. 
Th' infected city pour'd her hurrying ſwarms : 


O'er the mournful land 


Rous'd by the flames that fir'd her feats around, 
Ch” infected country rulh'd into the town. 
dome, fad at home, and in the deſert ſome, 
Abjur'd the fatal commerce of mankind; 

in vain: here er they fled the fates purſucd. 
Others, with hopes more ſpecious, crols d the main, 
To ſeck protection in far diſtant ſkies ; 

But none they found. It ſeem'd the general air, 
From pole to pole, from Atlas to the Eaſt, 

Was then at enmity withr Englifli blood. 


For, but the race of England, all were ſafe 


In foreign climes; nor did this fury taſte 

The foreign blood which England then contain'd, 

Where ſhould they hy? The circumambicnt 
heaven 

Involv'd them ſtill; and ev'ry breeze was bane, 

Where find relicf ? The ſalutary art 

Was mute; and, ſtartled at the new diſeaſe, 


In fearful whiſpers hopcleſs omens gave. 


To Heaven with ſuppliant rites they ſent their 
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Heaven heard them not. Of ev'ry hope depriv's; 

Fitigued with vaio refources; and ſubdued 
With woes reſiſtieſs and enfecbling fear; 
Pathve they funk beneath the weighty blow. 
Nothing but lamentable ſounds were heard, 
Nor aught was ſeen hut ghaſtly views of death. 
Infectious horror ran from face to face; 

And pale defpair. "Twas all the bus'nefs then 
To tend the ek, and in their turns to die. 


In heaps they fell: and oft onc bed, they ſay, 
The ſick ning, dying, and the dead eontain'd! 


Ye guardian gods, on whom the fates depend 
Of tott ring Albion ! ye eternal ſires [pow rs 
That lead thro' heaven the wand' ring year! ye 
That o'er th' encircling elements prefide ! 

May nothing worſe than what this age has ſeen 


Were ftrangers now, and this no home of theirs. 
Haraſs d with toil on toil, the finking pow'rs 


Lay proſtrate and o'erthrown ; a pond ious ileep 
Wirapp d all the ſenſes up: they ilept and died. 
In foine, a gentle horror crept at hrſt 


Oer all the limbs; the ſluices of the Kin 
Wichheld their moiſture, till by art provok'd 
The ſweats'ov'erflow'd, but in a clammy tide : 
free and copious, now reſtrain d and flow ; 
f tinctures various, as the temp rature 
Hag mix d the blood, and rank with fetid ſteams: 
As if the pent-up humours by delay 
Were grown more fell, more putrid, and malign. 
Here lay their hopes (tho little hope remain d), 
Whity full effuſion of perpetual ſweats 
To drive the venom out. And here the fates 
Were kind, that long they lionger'd not in pain. 
For who ſurviy'd'the ſun's diurnal race, 
- Roſe from the dreary-gatcs of hell redcem'd : 


donne the fixth hour oppreſs'd, and ſome the third. 


Of many thouſands few vntainted ſcap d; 
Of thoſe infected fewer feap'd alive; 
T % «0 : 


Engag d, I wander thro my ſterious ways. 
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Arrive Enough abroad, enough at home, 
Has Albion bled. Here a diſtemper d heaven 
Has thinn'd her chies; from thole lofty clifts 
That awe proud Gaul, to Thule's wint'ry reign: 
Whiic in the weſt, beyond th' Atlantic foam, 
Her braveſt ſons, keen for the fight, have died 
The death of cowards and of common men: 
Sunk void of wounds, and fall'n without renown. 
Bur from theſe views the weeping Mules turn, 
And other themes invite my wand ring ſong. 


15 BOOK 1V. THE PASSIONS. 

THE choice of aliment, the choice of air, 
The uſe of toil, and all externai-things, 
Already ſung ; it now remains to trace 
What good, what evil, from ourſelves proceeds, 
Ard how the ſubtle principle within 
Inſpircs with health, or mines with ſtrange decay 
The paſiive body, Ye-poetic ſhades, 

That know the ſecrets of the world unſcen, 
Aſliſt my ſong ! for, in a doubtful theme 


There 


i, 


er 


Its narire ſeat, and mixes with the Gods. 
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There is, they ſay (and I believe there is), 
A ſpark within us of th' immortal fre, 
That animates and moulds the groſſer frame; 
And, when the body finks, elcapes to heaven, 


M-anwhile this heavenly particle pervades 
The mortal elements; in ev'ry nerve 
It thrills with pleaſme, or grows mad with pain. 
And, in its fecret conclave, as it feels 
The body's woes and joys, this ruling pow'r 
Wields at its will the dull material world, 
And is the body's health or malady. 

By its own toit the groſs corporcal frame 
Fatizues, estenuates, or deſtroys itſelf. 
Nor leis tlie lalours of the mind corrode 
The ſolid fabric : for by ſubtle parts, 


And viewleſs atoms, ſecret Nature moves 


The mighty wheels of this ſtupendous world. 
By ſubtle fluids pour'd thro” ſubtle tubes 
he nat'ral, vital, functions are perform'd. 
By theſe the ſtubborn aliments are tam'd; 
The toiling heart diſtributes life and ftrength ; 
Theſe the ttill- crumbling frame rebuild, andrheſe. 


Are loft in thinking, and diſſolve in air. 


Bur 'tis not Thought (for ſtill the foul 's em- 
ploy d), | 
'Tis painful thinking, that corrodes our clay. 
All day the vacant eye without fatigue 
Strays o'er the heaven and earth; but long intent 
On microſcopic arts its vigour fails. 
Juſt ſo the mind, with various thought amus'd, 
Nor aches itſelf, nor gives the body pain. 
But anxious Study, Diſcontent, and Care, 
Love without hope, and Hate without revenge, 
And Fear, and Jealouſy, fatigue the ſoul, 
Engroſs the ſubtle miniſters of life, 
And ſpoil the lab'rivg functions of their ſhare. 
Hence the lean gloom that Melancholy wears, 
The Lover's paleneſs, and the fallow hue 
Of Envy, Jealouſy, the meagre ftare 
Of ſore Revenge; the canker'd body hence 
Betrays each frerful motion of the mind. ¶ day 
The ſtrong-built pedant, who both night and 
Feeds on the coarſeſt fare the ſchools beſtow, 
And crudely fattens at groſs Burman's ſtall; 
O'erwhelm'd with phlegm lies in a droply drown'd, 
Or ſinks in lethargy before his time. 
With youthful ſtudies you, and arts tliat pleaſe, 
Employ your mind; amule, but not fatigue; 
Peace to each drowſy metaphyſic ſage ! 
And ever may all heavy ſyſtems reſt! 
Yet ſome there are, ev'n of elaſtic parts, 
Whom ſtrong and obſtinate ambition leads 
Thro' all the rugged roads of barren lore, 
And gives to reliſh what their gen'rous taſte 
Would elſe refuſe. But may nor thirſt of fame, 
Nor love of knowledge, urge you to fatigue 
With conſtant drudgery the lib'ral foul. 
Toy with your books: and, as the various fits 
Of humour ſeize you, from Philoſophy 
To Fable ſhift, from ferious Antonme - 
ToRabelais' ravings, and from proſe to ſong. 
While reading pleaſes, but no longer, read; 
And read aloud reſounding Homer's ſtrain, 
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And wield the thunder of Demoſthenes. 


The cheſt fo exercis'd improves its — 
And quick vibrations thro' the bowels drive 
Phe reftlels blood, which in unactive days 


Would loiter elſe thro' unclaſtic tubes. 


Deem it not trifling while I recommend 
hat poſture ſuits : to Rand and fir by turns, 
As nature prompts, is beſt, But o'er your leaves 
To lcan for ever, cramps the vital parts, F 
And robs the fine machinery of its play. 
"Tis the great art of life tv manage well 
The reftleſs mind. For ever on purſuit 
Of knowledge bent, it ſtarves the gioſſer pow'rs; 
Quite unemploy'd, againſt its own repoſe 
It turns its fatal edge, and ſharper pan | 
Uhan what the body knows embitrer life, 
Chiefly where Solitude, fad nurſe of Care, 
To ſickly muſing gives the penfive mind, 
There Madnets enters; and the dim-eyed Fiend, 
Sour Melancholy, night and day provokes 
Her own eternal wound. The fun grows pale; 
A mournfu} viſionary light o'erfpreads MEE 
The cheerfui face of nature; earth becomes 
A dreary deſert, and heaven frowns above. 
Then various ſhapes of curs'd illuſion riſe ; 
hate er the wretched fears, creating Fear 
Forms out of nothing; and with monſters tcems 
Unknown in hell. The proftrate foul beneath 
A. load of huge imagination heaves ; wt: 
And all the horrors that the murd'rer feels 
With anxious flutt'rings wake the guiltleſs breaſt. 
Such phantoms Pride in ſolitary ſcenes, 
Or Fear, on delicate Self-love creates: 
From other cares abſoly'd, the buſy mind 
Finds in yourſelf a theme to pore upon; 
t tinds you miſerable, or makes you fo. 
For while yourſelf you anxiouſly explore, 
Timorovs Self-love, with ſick ning | ancy's aid, 
Preſents the danger that you dread the moſt, _ 
And ever galls you in your tender part. 


| Hence ſome for love, and ſome for jealouſy, 


For grim religion ſome, and ſome for pride, 
Have loſt their reaſon : ſome, for fear of want, 
Want all their lives; and others, ev'ry day, 
For fear of dying, ſuffer worſe than death. 
Ah! from your bofoms baniſh, if you can, 
Thoſe fatal gueſts ; and firſt the Demon Fear, 
That trembles at impoſſible events, 

Left aged Atlas ſhould reſign his load, 

And heaven's eternal battlements ruſh down. 
Is there an evil worſe than Fear itſelf > 


* 


And what ayails it that indulzent Heaven 
From mortal eyes has wrapt the woes to come, 


f we, ingenious to torment ourſelves, 
Grow — at hideous fictions of our own ? 
Enjoy the preſent ; nor with needleſs cares 
Of what may ſpring from blind Misfortung's 
| womb, _ ON 

Appal the ſureſt hour that life beftows. 
Serene, and maſter of yourſelf, prepare 
For what may come, and leave the reſt to Heaven. 
Oft from the body, by long ails miſtun'd, 


Theſe evils ſprang, the moſt im at health, ' 
ia of the mind, deſtroy ; and when the mind 
A* 4 EE They . 
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They firſt invade, the conſcious body ſoon | 
In ſympathetic languithment declines. 
'Theſe chronic Pailions, while from real woes 
They rife, and yet without the body's fault 
Infeſt the foul, admit one only cute; 
Diverſion, hurry, and a reſtleſs life: 
Vain are the conſolations of the wile ; 
Jn yain your friends would reaſon down your pain. 
O ye, whoſe ſovls relentleſs love has tam'd 
To foft diſtreſs, or friends untimely ſlain ! 
Court not the luxury of tender thought! 
Nor deem it impious to forget thoſe pains 

hat hurt the living, nought avail the dead, 

o, foft enthuſiaſt ! quit the cypreſs groves, 
Nor to the rivulet's lonely moanings tune 
Your ſad complaint. Go, ſeek rhe cheerful haunts 
Of men, and mingle with the buſtling crowd; 


with _ | 
Of nobler minds, and puſh them night and day, 
join the caravan in queſt of ſcenes 
ew to your eyes, and ſhifting ev'ry hour, 


Or, more advent rous, ruſh into the fic Id 
Where war grows hot; and, raging thro' the ſky, 
The jofty trumpet ſwells the mada'ning ſoul ; 
d in the hardy camp and toilſome march 
Fprget all ſofter and leſs manly cares. | 
But moſt top paſſive, when the blood runs low, 
Too weakly indolent to ftrive with pain, 
And bravely by reſiſting conquer Fate, 
'Try Circe's arts, and in the tempting bowl 
Of poiſon'd nectar ſweet oblivion drink. 
Struck by thepow'rful charm, the gloom diſſolves 
n empty air; Elyſium opens round. 
A pleaſing phrenly buoys the lighten'd ſoul, 
And fanguine hopes diſpe! your flecting care; 
And what was difiicult and what was dire, 
jelds to your proweſs and ſuperior ſtars; 
The happieſt you of all that e er were mad, 
Or are, or ſhall be, could this folly laſt. 
But foon your heaven is gone; a heavier gloom 
Shpts o'er your head: and, as the thund ring 


fiream 
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Your ſoul, to plunge you deeper in deſpair. 
Perhaps you rue ev n that divineſt gift, 

The gay, ſerene, good-natur'd Burgundy, 

Or the freſh fragranr vintage of the Rhine 
And wiſh that Heaven from mortals had withheld 
The grape, and all intoxicating bowls. 

Behtdes, it wounds you ſore to regollect 

What follics in your looſe unguarded hour 
Eſcap'd, For one irrevocabie word, 

Perhaps that meant no harm, you loſe a frignd ; 
Or in the rage of wine your haſty hand 
Performs a deed to haunt you to your grave. 
Add, that your means, your health, your parts 
decay; 

Your friends avoid you; brutiſhly transform'd, 
They hardly know you ; or, if one remains 

To wiſh you well, he wiſhes you in heaven. 


A ſacred, cherith'd, ſadly-pleaſing name; 

A name till to be utter d with a hgh. 

Your laſt ungraceful ſcene has quite effac'd 

All ſenſe and mem'ry of your former worth. 

How to live happieſt ; how avoid the pains, 

The diſappointments, and diſguſts of thoſe 

Who ——_— pleaſure all their hours employ ; 

The precepts here of a divine old man | 

I could recite. Tho' old, he ſtill retain'd 

His manly ſenſe and energy of mind. 

Virtudus and wiſe he was, but not ſevere; 

He ſtill remember d that he once was young; 

His eaſy preſence check'd no decent joy. 

Him ev'n the diſſolute acmir'd : for he 

A graceful looſenęſs, when he pleas'd, put on; 

And laughing could inſtruft. Much had he read, 

Much more had ſcen; he ſtudicd from the life, 

And in th' original perus'd mankind. . 
Vers'd in the woes and vanities of life, 

He pitied Man: and much he pitied thoſe 

Whom falſcly-ſmiling Fate has curs'd with mean; 


| To diffipare their days in queſt of joy. 


Our aim is happincis: tis yours, 'tis mine, 
He ſad ; tis the purſuit of all that live: 
Yet few attain it, if 't was c'er attain'd. 
But they the wideſt wander from the mark, 


, 
gwoln oer its banks with ſudden mountain rain, Who thro' the flow'ry paths of ſaunt'ring joy 


Sinks from its tumult to a filent brook ; 
So, when the frantic raptures in your breaſt 
Subſide, you languiſh into mortal man: 
You fleep, and waking find yourſelf undone. 
For, prodigal of life, in one raſh night 
ou laviſh'd more than paight ſupport three days. 
heavy morning comes; ypur cares return 
With tenfold rage. An anxious ſtomach well 
May be endur d; ſo may the throbbing heart: 
22 a dim delirium, ſuch a dream, 
gvolves you; ſuch a daſtardly deſpair 
nmans your foul, as madd ning Pentheys felt 
hen, baited round Cithæron's cruel ſides, 
He ſaw two ſuns, and double Thebes, aſcend. 
You curſe the fluggith Port; you curſe the wretch, 
The felon, with ++ tral mixture firſt 
Who dar'd to violate the virgin wine. 
2 on the fugitive Champaign you pour 


Seek this cov goddeſs ; that from ſtage to ſtays 
Iavites us ſtill, but ſhifts as we purſue. 
For, not to name the pains. that pleaſure brings 


To counterpoile itſelf, relentleſs Fate 


Forbids that we thro' gay voluptuous wilds 

Should ever roam; and were the fates more kind, 

Our narrow luxuries would ſoon be ſtale. 

Were theſe exhauſtleſs, Nature would grow ſick; 

And, cloy'd with pleaſure, ſqueamiſhly complait 

That all was vanity, and life a dream. 

Let nature reſt : be buſy for yourſelf, 

And for your friend ; be buly ev'n in vain, 

Rather than teaſe her ſated appetites. ; 

Who never faſts, no banquets e'er enjoys; 

| Who never toils or watches, never ſleeps. 
Let nature reſt : and when the taſte of joy 

Grows keen, indulge; but ſhun ſatiety. 

'T'is not for mortals always to be bleſt. 


But him the leuſt the dull or painful hours 


LEE 


L thouſand curſes i for to heaven it rapt 


— 


Deſpis d, unwept, you fall; who might have left 
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Of life oppreſs, whom ſober Senſe conducts, 
And Virtue, thro*-this labyrinth we tread. 
Virtue and Senſe I mean not to disjoin; 

Virtue and Senſe are one: and, truſt me, ſtill 

A faithleſs heart betrays the head unſound. 
Virtue (for mere good-nature is a fool) 

Is Senſe and Spirit, with Humanity: 

Tis ſometimes angry, and its frown confounds ; 
Tis ev'n vindictive, but in vengrance juſt. 
Knaves fain would Jaugh at it; fome great ones 
But at his heart the moſt undaunted fon {| dare; 


Oft fortune dreads its name and awful charins. 


To nobleſt uſes this determines wealth ; 
This is the ſolid pomp of proſp'rous days, 
The peace and ſhelter of adverſity. ; 
And, if you pant for glory, build your fame 
On this foundation, which the ſecret ſhock | 
Defies of Envy and all-fapping Time. 
The gaudy gloſs of Fortune only ſtrikes 
The vulgar eye; the ſaffrage of the wiſe, | 
The praiſe that 's worth ambition, is attain'd 
By ſenſe alone, and dignity of mind. 

Virtue, the ſtrength and beauty of the ſoul, 
Is the beſt gift of Heaven; a happineſs 
That ev'n above the ſmiles and frowns of fate 
Exalts great Nature's favourites; a wealth 
That ne'er encumbers, nor to baſer hands 
Can be transferr'd : it is the only good 
Man juſtly boaſts of, or can call his own. 
Riches are oft by guilt and baſeneſs earn'd; 
Or dealt by chance, to ſhield a lucky knave, 
Or throw a cruel ſun-ſhine on a fool: 
But for one end, one much-negle&ed uſe, 
Are riches worth your care (for Nature's wants 
Are few, and without opulence ſupplied) : 
This noble end is, to produce the ſoul ; 
To ſhew the virtues in the faireſt light; 
To make humanity the miniſter | 
Of bounteous Providence ; and teach the breaſt 
That gen'rous luxury the gods enjoy. 

Thus, in his graver vein, the friendly ſage 


Sometimes declaim'd. Of right and wrong he 


taught . NT, 
Truths as refin'd as ever Athens heard ; 
And .({trange to tell!) he practis'd what he 
reach'd. 1 
Skill'd in the paſſions, how to check their ſwa 
He knew, as far as reaſon can controul 
The lawleſs pow'rs. But other cares are mine : 
Form'd in the ſchool of Pæon, I relate 
What paſſions hurt the body, what improve; 
Avoid them, or invite them, as you may. 

Know then, whatever cheerful and ſerene 
Supports the mind, ſupports the body too. 
Hence, the moſt vital movement mortals feel 
Is Hope, the balm and life-blood of the ſoul : 
It pleaſes, and it laſts. Indulgent Heaven 
Sent down the kind delufion, thro the paths 
Of rugged life to lead us patient on, 

And make our happieſt ſtate no tedious thing. 
Our greateſt good, and what we leaſt can ſpare, 
Is Hope; the laſt of all our evils, Fear, 

But there are paſſions grateful ro the breaſt, 


And yet no friends to life: perhaps they pleaſe 


47% 


Or to exceſs, and diſſipate the ſoul; clown, 
Or, while they pleaſe, torment. The ftubborn 
The ſill-tam'd ruftian, and pale uſurer, 

(If love's omnipotence ſuch hearts can mould) 
May ſafely mellow into love; and grow 

Retin'd, humane, and gen'rous, if they can. 
Love in ſuch boſoms never to a fault 

O: pains or pleaſes. But, ye finer ſouls, 

Form'd to ſoft luxury, and prompt to thrill 

With ail rhe tumults, all the joys and pains, 
That beauty gives; with caution and reſerve 
Indulge the ſweet deſtroyer of repoſe, 

Nor court too much the Queen of charming cares. 
For, while the cheriſh'd poiſon in your breaſt 
Ferments and maddens; fick with jealouſy, 

A ſence, diſtruſt, or even with anxious joy, 
The wholetome appetites and pow'rs of life 
Diffolve in languor. The coy ſtomach loaths 
Che genial board; your cheerful days are gone; 
he gen'rous bloom thatfluſh'd your cheeks is fled. 
To ſighs devoted, and to tender pains, 

Penfive you ſit, or ſolitary ſtray, FBS 
And waſte your youth in muſing. Muſing firſt 
Toy'd into care your unſuſpecting heart: 7 
[t found a liking there, a . fire, 

And that fomented into ſerious love; 

Which muſing daily ſtrengthens and improves 


{ Thro' all the heights of fondneſs and romance: 


And you 're undone, the fatal ſhaft has ſped; © 

lf once you doubt whether you love or no: 

The body waſtes away; th' infected mind, 

Diſſolv'd in female tenderneſs, forgets 

Each manly virtue, and grows dead to fame. 

Sweet Heaven from ſuch intoxicating charms 

Defend all worthy breaſts! Not that I deem 

Love always dangerous, always to be ſhunn'd, 

Love well repaid, and not too weakly funk 

In wanton and unmanly tenderneſs, 2 

Adds bloom to health; o'er ev'ry virtue ſheds 

A gay, humane, and amiable grace, 

And brightens all the ornaments of man. 

But fruitleſs, hopeleſs, diſappointed, rack d 

With jealouſy, fatigued with hope and fear, 

oo ſerious, or too languiſhingly fond, 

Unnerves the body, and unmans the ſoul.” 

And ſome have died for love, and ſome run mad; 

And ſome with deſp'rate hand themſelves have 
Some to extinguith, others to prevent, ¶ ſlain. 

A mad devotion to one dang'rous Fair, 

Court all they meet; in hopes to diffipate © 

The cares of love amongſt an hundred brides. 

Th' event is doubtful: for there are who find 

A cure in this; there are who find it not. 

Lis no relief, alas ! it rather galls + 

The wound, to thoſe who are ſincerely; fick. 

For while from feveriſh and tumultuous joys - 

The nerves grow languid, and the ſoul ſubſides, 

The tender fancy ſmarts with ev'ry ſting, + - 

And what was love before is madneis*nows + 

Is health your care, or luxury your aim? 

Be — 1 when Nature bids, obey 

Her wild impatient fallies-bear-no curb ;- 

Bur when the prurient habit of delight; 

r ſpurs you o 
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To deeds above your ſtrength, impute it not 
To Nature; Nature all compulſion hates. 
Ah! let nor luxury nor vain renown 
Urge you to feats you well might ſleep without ; 
To make what ſhould be rapture a farigue, 
A tedious taſk; nor in the wanton arms 
Of twining Lais melt your manhood down. 
For from the colliquation of ſoft joys 
How chang'd you riſe ! the ghoſt of what you was! 
Languid and melancholy, gaunt and wan, 
Your veins exhauſted, and your nerves unſtrung. 
Spoild of its balm and ſprightly zeſt. the blood 
Grows vapid phlegm; along the tender nerves 
(To each ſlight impulſe tremblingly awake) 
A ſubtle fiend that mimics all the plagues, 
Rapid and reſtleſs, ſprings from part to part. 
The blooming honours of your youth are fallen; 
Your vigour pines ; your vital pow'rs decay; 
Diſeaſes haunt you ; and untimely age 
Creeps on, unſocial, impotent, and lewd. 
Infatuate, impious epicure ! to waſte 
The ſtores of pleaſure, cheerfulneſs, and health 
Infatuate all who make delight their trade, 
And coy perdition ev'ry hour purſue. 

Who pines with love, or in laſcivious flames 
Confumes, is with his owa conſent undone ; 
He chooſes to be wretched, to be mad, 
Aud warn'd proceeds and wilful to his fate. 
But there is a paſſion, whoſe tempeſtuous ſway 
Tears up each virtue planted in rhe breaſt, - 
And males to ruin proud Philoſophy. 
For pale and trembling Anger ruſhes in, 


Or ſhatters ev'ry hopeful ſcheme of life, 

And gives to horror all your days to come. 

Fate, arm'd with thunder, fire, and ev'ry plague 

That ruins, tortures, or diſtracts mankind, 

And makes the happy wretched, in an hour 

O' erwhelms you not with woes fo horrible 

As your own wrath, ner gives more ſudden blows, 
While choler works, good friend, you may be 

wrong; 

Diſtruſt yourſelf, and ſleep before you fight. 

Tis not too late to-morrow to be brave; 

If honour bids, to-morrow kill or die. 

But calm advice againſt a raging fit 

Avails too little; and it braves the pow'r 

Of all that ever taught in proſe or ſong, 

To tame the fiend that fleeps a gentle lamb, 

And wakes a hon. Uuprovok'd and calm, 

You reaton well, fee as you ought to ſec, 

And wonder at the madneſs of mankind ; 

Seiz'd with the common rage, you ſoon forget 

| The ſpeculation of your wiler Aves 

Beſet with furies of all deadly ſhapes, 

Fierce and infidious, violent and flow» 

With all that urge or lure us on to fate, 

What refuge ſhall we ſeek, what arms prepare ? 

Where reaton proves too weak, or void of wiles, 

To cope with ſubtle or impetuous pow'rs, 

[ would invoke new pathons to your aid; 

With indignation would extinguiſh fear, 

With fear or generous pity vanquiſh rage, 

And love with pride ; and force to force oppoſe. 
T here is acharm, a pow'r that ſways the breaſt ; 


With fakering ſpeech, and eyes that wildly ſtare ;| Bids every paſſion revel or be flill; 


Fierce as the tiger, madder than the ſeas, 


Inſpires with rage, or all your cares diſſolves ; 


Deſperate, and arm d with more than human | Can ſooth diſtraction, and. almoſt deſpair. 


ſtrength. 
How ſoon the calm, humane, and poliſh'd man 
Forgets compunction, and ſtarts up a fiend ! 
Who pines in love, or waſtes with ſilent cares, 
Envy, or ignominy, or tender grief, 
Slowly ds, and ling ring, to the ſhades. 
But he whom anger ſtings, drops, if he Ces, 
At once, and ruſhes apoplectic down; 
Or a fierce fever hurries him to hell. 
For, as the body thro' unnumber d firings 
Reverberates each vibration of the ſoul ; 
As is the paſſion, ſuch is ſtill the pain 
The body feels; or chronic, or acute. 
And oft a ſudden ſtorm at once o'erpow'rs 
The life, or gives your reaſon to the winds. 
Such fares attend the raſh alarm of fear, 
And ſudden grief, and rage, and fudden joy. 


That power is muſic : far beyond the ſtretch 

Of thoſe vameaning warblers on our ſtage ; 

T hoſe clumſy heroes, thoſe fat-hcaded gods, 
Who move no paſſion juſtly but contempt; 
Who, like our dancers (light indeed and ſtrong !) 
Do wondrous feats, but never heard of grace. 
Phe fault is ours; we bear thoſe monſtrous arts: 
Good Heaven] we praiſe them ; we with loudeſt 
| peals | | 
Applaud the fool that higheſt lifts his heels, 
And with infipid ſhow of rapture die 

Of idiot notes impertinently long. 
But he the Mufe's laurel juſtly 3 

A poet be, and touch'd with Heaven's own fire, 
ho with bold rage, or ſolemn pomp of ſounds, 
inflames, exalts, and raviſhes the ſoul ; 

Now tender, plaintive, ſweet almoſt to pain, 


There are, nicantime, to whom the boiſt'rous fit In love diſſolves you; now in ſprightly ſtrains 


Is health, and only fills the fails of life; 
For where the mind a torpid winter leads, 
VW rapt in a body corpulent and cold, 
And each clepy'd function lazily moves on, 
A generqus Gly ſpurns th incumbent load, 
Unlocks the breaſt, and gives a cordial glow. 
But, if your -wraihfal blood is apt to boil, 
Or are your nerves too irritably firung, = 
Ware all diſpute; be cautious if you joke, 
Keep Lent for every and ſurſw ear the bowl ; 
For one-raih moment ſends you to the ſhades, 


Breathes a gay rapture thro your thrilling breaſt, 
Or melts the heart with airs divinely ſad, 
Or wakes to horror the tremendous firings. 
Such was the bard whoſe heavenly ſtrains of old 
' Appeas'd the fiend of melancholy Saul, 

Such was, if ald and heathen fame ſay true, 
The man who bade the Theban domes aſcend, 
And tam'd the ſavage nations with bis ſong; 
And ſuch the Thracian, whoſe harmonious lyre, 
Tun'd 10 foft woe, made all the mountains weep; 
n ev'n th inexorable pow'rs of Hell, 1 F 
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And half redeem'd his loſt Eurydice. 

Muſic exalts each joy, allays each yrief, 
Expels diſeaſes, ſoftens ev'ry pain, 

Subdues the rage of poiſon, and the plague; 
And hence the wiſe of ancient days ador'd 


One pow'r of phyſic, melody and ſong. 


$ 73. Ode a the Spring. GRAY, 


LS { where the roſy-boſom'd Hours, 
Fair Venus' train, appear; 

Diſcloſe the any Sgt flow'rs, 

And wake the purple year! 

The Artic warbler pours her throat, 

Reſponſive to the cuckoo's note, 

The untaught harmony of ſpring z 

While, whiſp'ring pleaſure as they fly, 

Cool Zephyrs thro' the clear blue ſky” 

Their gather'd fragrance fling. 


Where'er the oak's thick branches ſtretch 
A broader, browner ſhade ; 

Where'er the rude and moſs- grown beech 
O'ercanopies the glade; 
Beſide ſome water's ruſhy brink 

With me the Muſe ſhall fit, and think 
(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſtic ſtate) 

How vain the ardour of the. crowd, 

How low, how little are the proud, 

How indigent the great ! 


Still is the toiling hand of Care; 
The panting herds repoſe : | 
Vet, hark, how thro' the propled air 
The buſy murmur glows! | 
The inſect youth are on the wing, 
Eager to taſte the honey d ſpring, 
And float amid the liquid noon : 
Some lightly o'er the current ſkim, 
Some ſhew their gaily-gilded trim 
Quick-glancing to the ſun. 


To Contemplation's ſober eye 
Such is the race of man; | 
And they that creep, and they that fly, 


. Shall end where they began. 


Alike the buſy and the gay 

But flutter thro” life's little day, 

In fortune's varying colours dreft : 
Bruſn'd by the hand of rough miſchance, 
Or chill'd by age, their airy dance 
They leave, in duſt to reſt. 


Methinks I hear, in accents low, 
The ſportive kind reply: 

Poor moraliſt ! and what art thou) 

A ſolitary fly | | 
Thy joys no glitt'ring female meets, 
No hive haft thou of hoarded ſweets, 


No painted plumage to difplay : 


On haſty wings thy youth is flown ; | 


Thuy ſun is ſet, thy ſpring is gone 


We frolic while f. May. 


I. Some ſpeedy aid to ſen 


| nan the hoary Thames along 


|. 74. Ode on the Death of a Favourite 
drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifbes. GrAY. 


TWas on a lofty vaſe's fide, fs 
Where China's gayeſt art had dyed - 


The azure flow'rs that blow; 


Demureſt of the tabby kind, 
The penſive Selima, reclin'd, 
Gaz'd on the lake below. 


Her conſcious tail her joy declar d; 


The fair round face, the ſnowy beard, 


The velvet of her paws ! 

Her coat that with the tortoiſe vies, 

Her ears of jet, and em'rald eyes, 
She ſaw, and purr'd applauſe. 


Still had ſhe gaz d; but midſt the tide 
Two angel forms were ſeen to glide, 
The Genii of the ſtream: 
Their ſcaly armour's Tyrian hue, 
Thro' richeſt purple, to the view 
Betray'd a golden gleam. | 


The hapleſs nymph with wonder ſaw: 
A whiſker firſt, and then a claw, 
With many an ardent wiſh, 
She ſtretch'd in vain to reach the prize : 
What female heart can gold deſpiſe ? 
What cat 's averſe to fiſh ? 


Arge: maid ! with looks intent 
Again ſhe ſtretch'd, again ſhe bent, 
Nor knew the gulph between: 


5 (Malignant Fate fat by and fmil'd); 


The ſlipp'ry verge her feet beguil'd, 
| She tumbled headlong in. 


Eight times emerging from the flood, 

She mew'd to ev _ god, 

No dolphin came, no Nereid ſtirr'd ; 

Nor cruel Tom nor Sufan heard: 
A fav'rite has no friend ! 


From hence, ye beauties, undeceiv's, 
Know, one falſe ſtep is ne*er retriev'd, 

And be with caution bold. h 
Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes 
And heedleſs hearts, is lawful jor 
Nor all that glitters, gold. 


$ 75. Ode on a diſtant Fraſpect of Eton College. 

; | - GRAx. 
VE diſtant ſpires, ye antique tow rs, 
That crown the wat'ry glade, 
Where grateful Science ſtill adores 
Her m ſhade ; 

And ye, t from the ſtately brow | 
Of Windfor's heights th expanſe below 

Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 

'Whoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flow'rs among 


* 


is filver-winding way } ? 
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Ah happy hills! ah pleaſing ſhade ! 

Ah fields belov'd in vain ! : 
Where once my careleſs childhood ſtray d, 
A firanger yet to pain | 

I feel the gales that from you blow 

A mo:mnentary bliſs beſtow ; 

As, Cs ha their gladſome wing, 

My weary foul they ſeem to ſooth, | 
And, redolent of joy and youth, 

To breathe a ſecond ſpring. 


Say, father Thames, for thou haſt ſcen 
Full many a ſprightly race, 

Diſporting on thy margent green, 

The paths of pleaſure trace; 

Who foremoſt now delight to cleave, 
With pliant arms, thy glaſſy wave? 
The captive linnet which enthrall ? 

W bat idle progeny ſucceed 

To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpeed, 
Or urge the flying ball? | 


While ſome on earneſt buſineſs bent 
Their murmuring labours ply 

*Gainft graver hours that bring conſtraint 
To ſweeten liberty: 

Some bold adventurers diſdain 

The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown region ions dare deſcry: 

Still as they run they look behind, 

They hear a voice in ev'ry wind, 

And ſnatch a fearful joy. 


Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed, 
Lets pleaſing when delt 

The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 

The ſunſhine of the breaſt : 

Theirs buxom health of roſy hue, 
Wild wit, invention ever new, 

And lively cheer, of vigour born ; 
The thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 
The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
That fly th' approach of morn. 


Alas! regardleſs of their doom, 
Tue little victims play a 

No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 

Nor care beyond to-day: | 

Yet fee, how all around em wait 

The miniſters of human fate, 

And black Misfortune's baleful train! 
Ah, ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand, 
To ſeize their prey, the murd'rous band ! 
Ah, tell them they are men ! 


Theſe ſhall the fury paſſions tear, _ 
The vultures of the mind, | 
Diſdainful anger, pallid fear, 

And that 5 behind; 

Or pining love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or 2-17. 3 with rankling — 
That inly gnaws the ſecret heart; 
And envy wan, and faded care, 
Grim-vilag'd comfortleſs deſpair, 
And forrow's piercing dart, 


* 


EXTRACTS, 


4 
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Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe ; 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 


To bitter ſcorn a facrifice, 


And grinning mfamy. 

The ſtings of falſchood thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard unkindneſs' alter'd eye, 

That mocks rhe tear it forc'd to flow ; 
And keen remorſe with blood defil d, 

| And moody madneſs laughing wild 
Amid ſerereft woe. 


Lo! in the vale of years, beneath, 

A gnily troop are ſeen, 

The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen : 

This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 
That ev'ry labouriug ſincw ſtrains, 


{ Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 


Lo! poverty, to till the band, 
That numbs the ſoul with icy hand; 
And ſlow-conſuming age. 


To each his ſuff rings: all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to groan 

The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 

Yet, ah ! why ſhould they know tkeir fate“ 
Since ſorrow never comes too late, 

And happineſs too ſwiftly flics. 

Thought would deftroy their paradiſe. 

No more—where ignorance is bliſs, 


Tis folly to be wile. 


$ 76, Ode io Adverſily. Grav. 


D AVGHTER of Jove, relentleſs pow'r, * 
Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 
Whoſe iron fcourge and tort'ring hour 
The bad affright, afflict the beſt ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain, 
The proud are taught to taſte of pain; 
And purple 3 vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 


When firſt thy Sire to ſend on carth 
Virtue, his darling child, deſign'd, 
To thee he gave the heavenly birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged nurſe! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year ſhe bore ; 
What forrow was, thou bad'ſt her know, 
And from her own ſhe learnt to melt at others woe, 


Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 

Self-pleaſing Folly's idle brood, 
Wild laughter, noiſe, and thoughtleſs joy, 
And leave us leiſure to be good. 

Light they diſperſe ; and with them go 

The ſummer- friend, the flatt'ring, for; 

By vain proſperity receiv'd,  [liev'd. 

To her they vow their truth, and are again be- 

Wiſdom in ſable garb array'd, 

Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, filent maid, | | 
W ich leaden eye that loves the ground, 


Book E. 


Still on thy ſolemn ſteps attend; 

Warm Charity, the general friend, 

With Juſtice, to herlelf ſevere, | 

nd Pity, dropping ſoft the ſadly-pleafing tear. 


Oh, gently on thy ſoppliant's head, 

Dread Goddeſs, lay thy chaſt' ning hand! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful band 

( As by the impious thou art ſeen) 

With thund'ring voice, and threat'ning mien, 
With ſcreaming Horror's fun'ral cry, 


Deſpair, and fell Diſeaſe, and ghaſtly Poverty. 


Thy form benign, O Goddels, wear, 
Thy milder influence impart ; 
Thy piloſophic train be there 
To ſoften, not to wound, my heart. 
The gen'rous ſpark extinct revive ; 
Teach me to love, and to forgive 
Exact my own defects to ſcan; 
M hat others are, to feel; and know myſelf a man. 


A 


8 77. The Progreſs of Pugh. 4 Pindaric Ode. 
| | GRAY. 
1 


A WAKE, Zolian lyre, awake, 8 
And give to rapture all thy trembling ſtrings. 

From Helicon's harmonious ſprings | 

A thouſand rills their mazy progreſs take-: 

The laughing flow'rs that round them blow, 

Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds along, 

Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and ſtrong, 


Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres“ golden reign ; 
Now rolling down the ſteep amain, 
Headlong, impetuous, ſee it pour; [ roar. 


The recks and nodding groves rebellow to the 


; I. Zo. 

O ſovereign of the willing ſoul, . 
Parent of ſweet and folemn-breathing airs, 
Enchanting ſhell ! the ſullen cares 
And frantic paſſions hear thy ſoft controul. 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 
Has curb'd the fury of his car, 
Aud dropp'd his thirſty lance at. 
Perching on the ſceptred hand 
Of Jove, thy magic lulle the feather'd king 
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing: _ 

uench'd in dark clouds of ſlumber lie 

he terror of his beak, and lightning of his 


13 . 

Thee the voice, the dance obey, 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay, 
O'erIdalia's —— green 
The roſy-crowned loves are ſeen 
On Cytherea's day, 
With antic ſports, and 


= 


thy command. 


eye. 


blue-eyed pleaſures, 


Friſking light in frolic meaſures ; 
Now purſuing, now retreating, 
Now in circling troops they meet ; 
& briſk notes in cadence beating, 


lance their many-twinkling feet, 
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Slow melting ſtrains their Queen's approach de- 
clare : , 
Where er ſhe turns, the Graces homage pay. 
With arms ſublime, that float upon the air, 
In gliding ſtate ſhe wins her eaſy way: 
O'er her warm check, and riſing boſom, move 


The bloom of young defire, and purple light of love. 
I 


Man's feeble race what ills await! 
Labour, and penury, the racks of pain, 
Diſeaſe, and ſorrow's weeping train; 
And death, ſad refuge from the ſtorms of fate? 


The fond complaint, my ſong, diſprove, 


And juſtify the laws of Jove. | 
Say, has he given in vain the heavenly Muſe 2 
Night, and all her fickly dews, 

Her ſpectres wan, and birds of boding cry, 
He gives to range the dreary ſky : 
Till down the eaſtern cliffs afar  - | 
Hyperion's march they ſpy, and glitt'ring ſhafts 


of war. 


* R 


. 

In climes beyond the ſolar road, [roam, 
Where ſhaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains 
The Muſe has broke the twilight gloom, 

To chcer the ſhiv'ring native's dull abode. 
And oft, beneath the od'rous ſhade 

Of Chili's boundleſs foreſts laid, 

She deigns to hear the ſavage youth repeat, 

In lo W wildly 8 | 
Their feather-cinCtur'd chiefs, and duſky loves. 
Her track, where'er the goddeſs roves, 8 


Glory purſues, and gen rous ſhame, [ flame. Ly 
Th' unconquerable mind, and freedom's holy 
II. 3. 5 
Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's ſteep; 


ſles, that crown th* Egean deep; 


Fields, that cool Iliſſus laves, 


Or where Mzander's amber waves 

In ling'ring lab'rinths creep, 

How do your tuneful echoes languiſh, 
Mute but to the voice of anguiſh ! 

Where cach old poetic mountain 
Inſpiration breath'd around ; 

Ev ry ſhade and hallow'd fountain 
Murmur'd deep a ſolemn ſound : 

Till the fad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 
Left their Parnaſſus for the Latian plains. 
Alike they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant pow'r, 
And coward vice, that revels in her chains. 
When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſt, [coaft. 


They ſought, O Albion! next thy ſea-encircled 


III. i. 
Far from the ſun and ſummer gale, 
In thy green lap was Nature's darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon ray d, 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face: the dauntleſs child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms, and ſmil' d. 
This pencil take (ſhe ſaid), whoſe colours clear 


* 


* paint the vernal year: 


Thine | 


476 
Thine too theſe golden keys, immortal boy 
This can unlock the gates of joy; 
Of horror, that, and thrilling fears, 
Or ope the ſacred fource of ſympathetic tears. 
| —_— > 


Nor ſecond he, that rode ſublime 
Upon the ſeraph wings of ecſtaſy, 
The ſecrets of th' abyſs to ſpy. 
He paſs'd the flaming bounds of place and time. 
The living throne, the ſapphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble wile hey gaze, 
He ſaw : but, blaſted with exceſs of light, 
Clos'd his eyes in endleſs night. | 
Behold, where Dryden's ieſs preſumptuous car 
Wide o'er the fields of glory bear : 
Two courſers of ethereal race, \ founding pace. 
With necks in thunder cloth'd, and long re- 

HI. 3. 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore! 
Bright-eyed fancy, hov'ring o'er, 
42 her pictur d urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 

ut, ah ! tis heard no more- | 

lyre divine! what daring ſpirit 
Wakes thee now? Tho? he inherit 
Nor the pride nor ample pinion, 
That the Theban eagle boar, 
Sailing with ſupreme dominion 
Thro' the azure deep of air; 
Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms as glitter in the Muſe's Tay» 
Wich orient hues, unborrow'd of the fun: 
Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his difiant way 
Soyo the limits of a vulgar fate, [ Great! 

eath the Good how far but far above the 


— — — 


$ 73. The Bd. A Pindaric Ode. GRA. 
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© Þ VIN ſeize thee, ruthleſs king 

, Confuſion on thy banners wait! 

_ © Tho' fann'd by conqueſt's crimſon wing, 
They mock the air with idle ſtare ! 

Helm, nor kauberk's twiſted. mail, 

Nor even thy. virtues, Tyrant, ſhall avail 

To fave thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria's curſe, from Cambria's tears! 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


uch were the ſounds that o'er the creſted pride 


Of the firſt Edward ſcatter d wild diſmay, 
As down the ſteep of Snowdon's ſhaggy fide 
He wound with toilſome march his long array, 
rs Glo'fter ſtood aghaſt in ſpeechleſs trance : 
o arms ! cricd Mortimer, and couch'd his qui- 
| vering lance, 555 8 
1 I. 2» 
On a rock whoſe havghty brow 
Frowns o er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the ſable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the poet flood 


(Looſe his beard, and hoary hair 7 
$iream's, like 2 meteor, to the troubled air); 


i 


Book II, 


And with a maſter's hand, and prophet's fire, 

Struck the deep forrows of his lyre. 

Hau k, how each giant-oak and deſert- cave 

Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath 

„Oer thee, O king! their hundred arms they, 
© waYe, 

Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe ; 

Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, f lay. 

| © To high-born Hocl's harp, or ſoft Llewelly n's 
| 1. 9. ; 

Cold is Cadwallo's tongve, 

That hvſh'd the ſtormy main: | 

* Brave Urien ſleeps upon his craggy bed: 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain 

« Modred, whoſe magic fong 

Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topp'd 

* On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lie, [ head, 

© Smear'd with gore, and ghaſily pale; 

Far, far aloof h affrightcd rav ens fail : 

The famiſh'd eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 

Dear loſt companions of my tuneful art, 

* Dear, as the light that viſits theſe fad eyes, 


V 


car, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 


Ve died amidft your dying country's cries — 
No more I weep. They do not ſlecp. 

On yonder cliffs, a grifly band, 

I fee them fit: they linger yet, 

Avengeis of their native land: | 

* With me in dreadful harmony they join, line.” 
And weave with bloody hands the tiſſue of thy 


i ole Þ 


«© Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 
The winding- ſheet of Edward's race. 
Give ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. ; 

+ Mark the year, and mark the night, 
*© When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright 


8 The ſhrieks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs that 
F< Shricks of an agonizing king! 


(ring; 

„ She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 

That tear'ſt the bowels of thy mangled mate, 

'« From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 

„The ſcourge of Heaven. What terrors round 
„him wait! | 

© Amazement in his van with flight combin'd, 

95 And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 

: - . 

« Mighty Victor, mighty Lord, 

Lo on his fun ral couch be lies! 

No pitying heart, no eye, afford 

A rear to grace his obſequies. 

„s the ſable warrior fled 3 | 

© Thy fon is gone. He reſts among the dead. 

The ſwarm that in thy noon-tide beam were 

Gone to ſalute the rifing morn. born? 

Fair laughs the morn, and ſoft the zephyt blows, 

While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 

In gallant trim the gilded veſſel goes; 

« Youth on the prow, and pleaſure at the helm; 

© Regardleſs of the ſweeping whirlwind's ſway, 

„That, huſh ' d in grim repoſe, expecl his even · 
6 ing prey. | 's GE 


. 3» 


Re (Wezve we the wook. The thread 1 


Boox II. DIDACTIC, DE 
x H. g. 

„ Fill high the ſparkling 
« The rich repaſt prepare, 

«© Reft of a crown, he yet may 

« Cloſe by the regal chair 

« Fell thirſt and famine ſcowl 

« A baleful ſmile upon their baſfled gueſt. 

« Heard ye the din of battle bray, 

„Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe ? 

Long years of havoc urge their deſtin'd courſe, 

„And thro' the kindred ſquadrons mow their 

44 Wav. 

« Ye tow'rs of Julius, London's laſting ſhame, 

« With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 

« Revere his conſort's faith, his father's fame, 

« And ſpare the meek uſurper's holy head. 

„ Above, below, the roſe of ſnow, 

«« Twin'd with her bluſhing foe, we ſpread ; 

«« The briftled boar in infant gore 

60 Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade. 

« Now, Brothers, bending o'er th' accurſed loom, 

Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his 

doom. 


bowl, 
ſhare the feaſt ; 


HT. 6 
« Edward, lo! to ſudden fate 


Cl 

s ſpun.) 
« Half of thy heart we conſecrate. 
„(The web is wove. The work is done.)“ 
stay, oh ftay ! nor thus forlorn, 
© Leave me unbleſt, unpitied, here to mourn : 
© Tn yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, 
They melt, they vaniſh from my eyes. 
But oh! what folemn ſcenes on Snowdon's 
| height | | : 
© Deſcending flow their glitt'ring ſkirts unroll : 
« Viſions of glory, ſpare my aching Gght ! 
Ve unborn ages, crowd not on my foul ! 
© No more our long-loſt Arthur we bewail. 
« All-hail, ye genuine kings, Britannia's iſſue, 

« hail! 


M. . 


« Girt with many a baron bold 
sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 
And gorgeous dames, and ſtateſmen old 
In bearded majeſty, appear. 
In the midſt a form divine! 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line; 
Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face, 
* Attemper'd {veer to virgin grace. | 
What ftrings ſymphonious tremble in the air! 
© What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her play! 
* Hear from the grave, great Talieilin, hear ; 
They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay. | 
Bright Rapture calls, and, ſoaring as ſhe fangs, 
Waves in the eye of Heaven her many=colour'd 
| _ © wings. 


1 


III. 
The verſe adorn again 
6 Fierce War, and faithful Love, * 
And Truth ſevere, by fairy Fiction dreſs'd. f 
© In buſkin'd meaſures move 


3. 


Wich Horror, tyrant of the 

A voice, as of the cherub-choir, 
* Gales from blooming Eden bear; 

And diſtant warblings leſſen on my ear, 


{Low the dauntleſs earl is laid, 
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breaſt. 


* 


* That loſt in long futurity expire. [cloud, 
Fond impious man ! think ſt thou yon ſanguine 
© Rais'd by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of 
* To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, [tday? 


And warms the nations with redoubled Tay. 


Enough for me: with joy I ſee 

The diffrent doom our fates affign. 

Be thine Deſpair, and ſceptred Care; 

To triumph, and to die, are mine. Theight, 
He ſpoke ; and, headlong from the mountain 
Deep in the roaring tide he plung d toendleſs night. 


Y 


* I ey 


1 
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$ 79. The Fatal Siflers. An Ode. Gaar. 


*., 


Now the ſtorm begins to low'r 
(Haſte, the loom of hell prepare); 

Iron fleet of arrowy ſhow'r 

Hurtles in the darken'd air. 


Glitt'ring lances are the loom 
Where the duſky warp we ſtrain, 
Weaving many a ſoldier's doom, 


| Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane. 


See the- griſly texture grow ! 

(Tis of human entrails made) 
And the weights that play below, 
Each a gaſping warrior's head. 
Shafts for ſhuttles, dipt in gore, 
Shoot the trembling cords aleng : 
Sword, that once a monarch bore, _ 
Keep the tiſſue cloſe and ſtrong. 


Miſta, black terrific maid, 
Sangrida, and Hilda, fee ! 

Join the wayward work to aid: 
Tis the woof of victory. 

Ere the ruddy ſun be ſet, 

Pikes muſt ſhiver, jav'lins fing, 
Blade with clatt'ring buckler meet, 
Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


(V' care the crimſon web of war.) 


Let us go, and let us fly, : 
Where our friends the conflict ſhare, 


| Where they triumph, where they die. 


As the paths of fate we tread, | 
Wading thro' th' enfanguin'd field, 
Gondula, and Geira, fpread 2 
O'er the youthful king your ſhield, 
We the reins to flaughter give, 
Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare: 
Spite of danger he ſhall live. 

( Weave the crimſon web of war.) 
They, whom once the deſert beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 

Soon their ample ſway ſhall ftretch 
O'er the plenty of the plain. 


Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, 


OD with many a-gaping wound: 
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Fate demands a nobler head; : 
Soon a king ſhall bite the ground. 


Long his loſs ſhall Eirin weep, 
Ne'er again his likeneſs ſee ; 
Long her ftrains in ſorrow ſteep, 
Strains of immortality !. 


Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the ſun. 
Sifters, weave the web of death. 
Siſters, ceaſe; the work is done. 


Hail — taſk, and hail the hands ! 

Songs of joy and triumph fing : 

Joy to the victorious bands; 

Triumph to the younger king, 

Mortal, thou that hear ſt the tale, 

Learn the tenour of our ſong. 5 
Scotland, thro each winding vale, 

Far and wide the notes prolong. 


Siſters, hence with ſpurs of ſpeed ! 
Each her thund'ring faulchion wield ; 
Each beſtride her fable ſteed. 

Hurry, hurry, to the field ! 


1 


8 80. The Deſcent of Odin. An Ode. GRA. 


JT JPROSE the king of men with ſpeed, 
And ſaddled ſtraight his coal-black freed : 
Down the yawning ſtecp he rode, 
That leads to Hela's drear abode. 
Him the dog of darkneſs ſpied: 
His ſhaggy throat he open'd wide; _ 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diſtill d. 
Hoarſe he bays with 23 din, 
Eves that , and fangs that grin; 
And long — with Puitlefs yell, 
The father of the powerful ſpell. 
Onward ſtill his way he tak es 
(The groaning earth beneath him ſhakes), 
Till full before his fearleſs cycs 
The portals nine of hell ariſe. 
Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 
By the moſs-grown pile he fat, 
here long of yore to ſleep was laid 
The duſt of the prophetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime, 
Thrice he trac'd the Runic rhyme ; 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verſe that wakes the dead ; 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a fullen found. 


- PROPHETESS. 

What call unknown, what charms, pref! 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? | 
Who thus afflifts my troubled ſprite, 
And drags me from the realms of night? 

on theſe mould'ring bones have beat 
The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 
The drenching dews, and driving ram! 
Let me, let me flcep again. | 
Who is he, with voice unbleſt, 
That calls me from the bed of reſt? 


4 


| ODIV. 
A traveller to thee unknown 


ls he that calls, a warrior's ſon. © 


Thou the deeds of light ſhalt know ; 


Tell me what is done below, 


For whom yon glitt'ring board is ſpread, 
Dreſt for whom yon golden bed > - 
: PROPHETESS, 
Mantling in the goblet fee 
Tuc pure bev'rage of the bee; 


Qer it havgs the ſhicld of gold: 


Tis the drink of Balder bold. 
Balder's head to death is given. 
Pain can reach the Sons of Heaven! 
Unwilling 1 my tips uncloſe : | 


| Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


- _ ODIN, 

Onee again my call obey ; 
Prophetels, ariſe, and fay | 
What dangers Odin's child await, 
Who the author of his fate. 

PROPHETHSS. 

In Hoder's hand the hero's doom ; 
His brother ſends him to the tomb. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 

ODIN. 
> Propheteſs, my ſpell obey; 
Once again arile, and fay 
Who th' avenger of his guilt, 
By whom ſhall 


PROPHETESS, 

In the caverns of the Weſt, 
By Odin's fierce embrace compreſt, 
A wondrous boy ſhall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven hair, 
Nor waſh his viſage in the ftream, 
Nor ſee the ſun's departing beam, 
Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall ſmile 
Flaming on the funcral pile. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 

| ODIN. 

Yer awhile my call obey ; 
Propheteſs, awake, and fa 
What Virgins theſe, in ſpecchleſs wee, 
That bend to earth their ſolemn brow, 
That their flaxen treſſes tear, p 
And ſnowy veils, that float in air. 


Tell me whence their ſorrows roſe ; 


Then I leave thee to repoſe. 
5 | PROPHETESS. 
| Ha! no traveller art thou, 
King of Men, I know thee now ! 
Mightieſt of a mighty line 
| ODIN. 
No boding maid of {kill divine 
Art thou, nor prophetefs of good, 
But mother of the giant: brood! 
8 PROPHETESS. 
Hie thee hence, and boaſt at home 
That never ſhall enquirer come 


Hoder's blood be fpilt 2 
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To break my iron fleep again, 
Till Lok has burſt his tenfold chain: 
Never, till ſubſtantial Night 

Has re-afſum'd her ancient right; 
Till wrapt in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 
Sinks the fabric of the world. 


r 
* 


3 81. The Triumphs of Owen. A Fragment, 
| | GRA. 

OVENs praiſe demands my ſong, 

Owen ſwift, and Owen ſtrong ; 

- Faireſt flow'r of Roderic's ſtem, 

Gwyneth's ſhield, and Britain's gem. 

He nor heaps his brooded ſtores, | 

Nor on all profuſely pours : 

Lord of ev'ry regal art, 

Liberal hand, and open heart. 

Big with hoſts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againſt him came 
This the force of Eirin hiding 
Side by fide as proudly riding, 

On her ſhadow long and gay 
Lochlin plows the wat'ry way; 
There the Norman fails afar 

Catch the winds, and join the war : 
Black and huge along they fweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. ; 

Dauntleſs on His native ſands 
The dragon-ſon of Mona ftands ; 

In glitt'ring arms and glory dreſt, 
High he rears his ruby creſt, 

There the thund' ring ſtrokes begin, 
There the preſs, and there the din; 
Talymalfra's rocky ſhore 
Echoing to the battle's roar. _ 
Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thouſand banners round him burn ; 
Where he points his purple ſpear, 
Haſtv, haſty Rout is there 
Marking with indignant eye 

Fear to ſtop, and ſhame to fly. 
There Confuſion, Terror's child; 
Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild; 
Agony, that pants for breath; 
Deſpair, and honourable Death. 


-# i M W ** ** 


$ 82, Ode on the Inflallation -4 the Duke of 
Grafion, Irregular. RAY. 


« TJENCE, avaunt (tis holy ground) 
« £2 Comus, and his midnight crew, 
« And Ignorance with looks profound, 
© And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 
Mad Sedition's cry profane, 
« Servitude that hugs her chain; 
Nor in theſe conſecrated bow'rs *. 
Let painted Flatt'ry hide her ſerpent- train in 
« flowers. 
Nor Envy baſe, nor creeping Gain, 
„Dare the Muſe's walk to ſtain, 
„While bright-eyed Science watches round: 
Hence away, tis holy ground!“ 
6 


That contemplation loves, 


Save Charity, that 


From yonder realms of empyrean dag 
Burſts on my ear th' indignant lay: 5 
There ſit the ſainted Sage, the Bard 
The few whom Genius gave to ſnine 
Thro' ev'ry unborn age, and undiſcover'd clime. 
Rapt in celeſtial tranſport they; | 

Yet hither oft a glance from high 

They ſend of tender ſympathy, 

To bleſs the place where on their op'ning foul 
Firſt the genuine ardour ſtole. 

Twas Milton ſtruck the deep-ton'd ſhell; 
And, as the choral warblings round him ſwell, 
Meck Newton's ſelf bends from his ſtate ſublime, 
And nods his hoary head, and liſtens to the. 


rhyme. 5 
« Ye brown o'er-arching groves, 
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divine, . 


«* Where willowy Camus lingers with delight ! 
©« Oft at the bluſh of dawn 


I étrod your level lawn, 


ee Oft woo'd the gleam of Cynthia ſilver· bright 


In cloiſters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 
„With Freedom by my ſide, and, ſoft- eyed 
„Melancholy.“ | 


But, hark I the portals ſound, and pacing forth," 
With ſolemn eps and flow, ; N a 
High Porentates, and Dames of royal birth, 
And mitred Fathers, in long order go: 


| Great Edward, with the lilies on his brow 


From haughty Gallia torn ; 

And ſad-Chatillon, on her bridal morn 

That wept her bleeding love; and princely Clare; 
And Anjou's heroine ; and the paler Roſe, 


The rival of her crown and of her woes 


0 


And either Henry there, 
The murder'd Saint, and the majeſtic Lord 
That broke the bonds of Rome 

(Their tears, their little triumphs o'er, 

Their human paſſions now no more, 
glows beyond the tomb). 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain 

Rich ſtreams of regal bounty pour'd, ' 
And bade theſe awful fanes and turrets riſe, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning come; 
And thus they ſpeak in ſoft accord 

The liquid language of the ſkies: 


VWhat is grandeur? what is power? 
Heavier toil, ſuperior pain. ; 
What the bright reward we gain? 

++ The grateful memory of the Good. 

«« Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhow'r, 
The bee's collected treaſures ſweet, 
sweet muſic's melting fall, but ſweeter yet 
The ſtill ſmall voice of Gratitude,” 
Foremoſt, and leaning from her golden cloud, 
The venerable Marg ret ſee ! 

Welcome, my noble Son (ſhe cries aloud), 
To this thy kindred train, and me: 

„ Pleas d in thy lineaments we trace 
„A Tudor's fire, a Beaufort's grace, 
„ Thy lib'ral heart, 


thy judging eye | 
„% The flow'r unheeded ſhall de , 4 


« And 


= And bid it round heaven's altrs ſhed ; 
* fragrance of its bluſhing head 

Sn from enn dhe lente gem 

« To glitter on the diadem. 


« Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band: 2 

Not obvious, not obtruſive, ſhe 

No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flngs 3 

« Nor dares with courtly tongue refin'd 
« Profane thy inborn royalty of mind : 

« She reveres herſelf and thee. 

« With modeſt pride to grace thy youthful brow 

« The laureate wreath, that Cecil wore, the brings, 

* And to thy juſt, thy entle hand 

* Submits the faſces of her ſway, 

« While ſpirits bleſt above, and men bilow, 

„ Join with glad voice the loud ſymphonious 7 9 
« 'Thro' the wild waves, as they roar, 

« With . e and _— mien 

* Thy ſtead of honour keep, 

« Nor fear CO had the there: 

« The Star of Brunſwick ſmiles ſerene, 

« And gilds the horrors of the deep.” 


$ 83. 4 Prayer for Indifference. GREVILLE. 


OFT 1 ve implor'd the gods in vain, 

And pray d till I've been weary ; 

For once I 
of Oberon thy Fairy. 


Sweet airy being, wanton ſprite, 
That lurk'ft in woods unſeen, 

And oft by Cynthia's ſilver light | 
Tripp gaily o'er the green; : 

If &er thy pitying heart was mov d, 
As ancient ſtories tell, 

And for th Athenian maid who lor d 
Thou ſaught'f a wondrous ſpell ; 

Oh deign once more t exert thy pow'r ! 
Haply ſome herb or tree, 

Sor reign as juice of weſtern flow'r, 
Conceals a balm for me. 

I aſk no kind return of love, 

No tempting cbarm to pleaſe z 

Far from the heart thoſe gifts remove 
That ſighs for peace and eaſe : 


23 heart can know, 

hich, like the needle true, 

Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 
But, turning, trembles too. 


Far as diſtreſs che ſoul 80 n 
Tis pain in each 

'Tis bliſs but to 3 certain bound ; 
Beyond, is agony. 

Take then this treacherous ſenſe of mine, 

Which dooms me ſtill ro ſmart ; 

Which pleaſure can to un refine, 
To pains new pangs impart. 

e e, 

er d nerves new 3 

— veg, 
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At her approach, ſee Hope, ſee Fear, 
See Expectation fly; 


And Diſappointment in the rear, 


Thar blaſts the promis d joy. 


The tear which pity — to flow 
The eye ſhall then diſown; 

The heart that melts for others woe 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 


The wounds which now each moment bleed, 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe ; 

And tranquil days ſhall ftill ſucceed 

To nights of calm repoſe, 


O fairy elf! but grant me this, 
This one kind comfort fend ; 
And fo may never-fading bliſs 
Thy flow'ry paths attend 


So may the glow-worm's glimm'ring light 
Thy tiny footſteps lead | 
To ſome new region of delight, 

| Unknown to mortal tread : 


And be thy acorn goblet fill'd 


With heaven's ambroſial dew ; 
From ſweeteſt, freſheſt, flow'rs diſtill'd, 
That ſhed freſh ſweets for you ! 
And what of life remains for me 

Il paſs in ſober eaſe ; a 

Half- pleas' d, contented will I be, 
Content but half to N 


§ 54. The Fairy's Fart to Mrs. Greville“ 
Prayer fot Indifference. 


| By the Counteſs of . 


WITHOUT preamble, to my friend 
Theſe haſty lines I 'm bid to ſend, 

Or give, if I am able: . 

| I dare not heſitate to ſay, 

Tho' I have trembled-all the day— 

It looks ſo like a fable. 


Laſt night's adventure is my theme; 
And ſhould it ſtrike you as a dream, 


I Yer ſoon its bigh import 


Muſt make you own the matter ſuch, 
So delicate, it were too much 


To be compos'd in ſport. 


The moon did ſhine ſerenely bricht, | 

And ev'ry ftar did deck the night, 
While Zephyr fann'd the trees; 

No more aſſail d my mind's repoſe, 

Save that yon ſtream, which murmuring flows, 
Did echo to the breeze. | 


Enwrapt in folemn thoughts I ſate, 


Revolving der the turns of fate, 

| Yet void of hope or fear; 
When, lo ! behold an airy throng, 

| With lighteſt ſteps, and jocund ſong, 
Surp1i1s'd my eye and ear. 


A form ſuperior to the reſt 
His little voice to me addreſs'd, 
And gently thus — 


% T ye 


q 


Boox Hl. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


« I 've heard ſtrange things from one of you, 
« Pray tell me if you think tis true; 

„ Explain it if you can. 
« 
63 


* 


Such incenſe has perfum'd my throne 1 
Such eloquence my heart has won ! 

« I think I gueſs the hand : 

I know her wit and beauty too, 

« But why ſhe ſends a pray r ſo new 

« [ cannot underſtand. 


To light ſome flames, and ſome revive, 

To keep ſome others juſt alive, 

Full oft I am implor'd; 

But, with peculiar pow'r to pleaſe, 

To ſupplicate for nought but calc ! 

„ Tis odd, upon my word! | 

«« Tell her, with fruitleſs care Ive fought; 

% And tho' my realms, with wonders fraught, 
In remedies abound, 

« No grain of cold Indifference 

« Was ever yet allied to ſenſe 
“In all my fairy round, _ 

« The regions of the ſky I'd trace, 

« I'd ranſack every earthly place, 
Each leaf, each herb, each flow'r, 

«© To mitigate the pangs of fear, 

« Diſpel the clouds of black deſpair, 

Or lull the reſtleſs hour. | 


c 


4 
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» 


* 
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» 


I would be generous as I 'm juſt ; 
But I obey, as others muſt, 

“ Thoſe laws which fate has made. 
« My tiny kingdom how defend, 

« And What might be the horrid end, 
„ Should man my ſtate invade ? 


'T would put your mind into a rage, 

And ſuch unequal war to wage 

« Suits not my regal duty ! 

« I dare not change a firſt decree: 

„She's doom'd to pleaſe, nor can be free; 
Such is the lot of Beauty!” if 

This faid, he darted o'er the plain, 

And after follow*d all his train ; - - 

No glimpſe of him I find: 

But ſure I am, the little ſprite - 

Theſe words, before he took his fl 

Imprinted on my mind. 


1 
« 


Ty 


$ 83. The Beggar's Petition. ANoN. 
Pry the ſorrows of a poor old man, 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to 
| your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan ; - 
Oh give relief, and Heaven will bleſs your ſtore ! 


| Theſe tatter'd clothes my 8 beſpeak, 

Theſe hoary locks proclaim my N years; 
And many a furrow in my grief - worn cheek - 
Has been the channel to a flood of tears. 


Yon houſe erected on the riſing ground, | 
With tempting aſpect drew me from my road; 
For Plenty there a reſidence has found, 


And Grandeur a magnificent abodes 


} 
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Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ! 

Here, as I crav'd a morſel of their bread, 

A pamper'd menial drove me from the door 

To ſeek a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. 


Oh take me to your hoſpitable dome $A 
Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold ! 
Short is my paſſage to the friendly toad. 
For I am poor, and miſerably old, - 


Should I reveal the ſources of my grief, 

f ſoft humanity a' er touch d your breaſt, 
Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity wou d not be repreſs d. 


Heaven ſends mis fortunes; why ſhould we re- 
„ pine? OE bo; | 
Tis Heaven has brought me to the ſtate you ſeo; 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
The Child of Sorrow and of Miſery. 


1 
- 


X little farm was my-paternal lot; : 
Then like the lark I ſprightly hail 'd the morn 
But, ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot z 
My cattle died, and blighted was my corn. 


* 


My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 


Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 
Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage,” 
And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 
My tender wife, ſweet ſoother of my care? 
Struck with ſad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 
Fell, ling'ring fell; a victim to deſpair, 
And left the world to wretehedneſs and me. 
— the ſorrows of a poor old man, door, 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan 3 
Oh give relief, and Heaven will bleſs your ſtore l 
; N ; 


_— 
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3 86. Pollin. An Eltgiac Ode; written in the - 

Wood near R Caftle, 1762. MICKLE. , 

Haec Jovem ſentire, Neoſque ende, Ry 1 . we) 

Spem bonam certamque domum reporto. ; Hok. 8 

THE. peaceful evening” breathes her -balmy 
ſtore, c 8 34 


The playful ſchool- boys wanton o'er the green: 
Where ſpreading poplars ſhade the cottage - door, 
The villagers in ruſtic joy convene, _ - 
Amid the fecret windings of the wood. 
With ſolemn Meditation let me ſtray z 
This is the hour hen to the wiſe and good 
The heavenly maid repays the toils of day. 
The river murmurs, and the breathing gale 
Whiſpers the gently-waving boughs among: 
The ſtar of evening glimmers o'er the dale, 
And leads the filent hoſt of heaven along. 
How bright, emerging o'er. yon broom=clad 
height, | SI 0. 
The filver empreſs of the night appears! 
Yon limpid pool reflects a ſtream of light, 
And faintly in its breaft the woodland bears. 


The waters tumbling o'er their rocky bed, 


2 


3 


Solemn and conſtant, fromfi you dell reſoun 


| 
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Tho fainter raptures my cold breaft inſpire, 
Vet let me oft frequent this folemn ſcene; 
Oft to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, 
What time the moonſhine dimly aliamsbetween. 


There, where the croſs in heary ruin nods, 
And weeping yews 0 erthade the letter'd ftones; 

While midnight ſilence wraps theſe drear abodes, 
And ſooths me wandering o'er my kindred 

| bones; | 

Let kindled Fancy view the glorious morn, 
When fromthe 3 graves the juſt ſhall riſe, 

All Nature ſmiling ; and, by angels borne, 
Meſſiah's croſs far blazing o'er the ſkies ! 


. 


$ $7. The Tears of Scotland. SMOLLET. 


M URN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banfth'd peace, thy laurels torn ! 

Thy ſons, for.valcur long renown'd, 

Lic flaughter'd on their native ground 

Thy . roofs no more 

Invite the ranger to the door; 

In ſmoky ruins ſunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty. 


The wretched owner ſees, afar, 

His all become the prey of war: 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife; 
Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life. 
Thy ſwains are famith'd on the rocks, 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks : 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhrick in vain; 
Thy infaats periſh on the plain. 


- 


What boots it, then, in ev'ry clime, 


Tluo' the wide-ſpreading waſte of time, 


Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 


Still ſhone with undiminiſh'd blaze? 
Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 

Thy neck is bended to the yoke ; 
What foreign arms could never quell, 
By civil rage and rancour fell. 


The rural pipe, and merry lay, 

No more ſhall cheer the happy day : 

No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 

Beguile the dreary winter night : 

No ſtrains but thoſe of ſorrow flow, 

And nought be heard but ſounds of woe; 
While the pale phantoms of the (lain 


Glide nightly o'er the filent plain. 


Oh baneful cauſe, oh fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn ! 5 
The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood; 
The parent ſhed his children's blood. 
Vet, when the rage of battle ceas d. 
The victor's ſoul was not appeas d: 
The naked and forlorn mutt feel 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring ſteel! 
The pious mother doom'd to death, 
Forſaken, wanders o'er the heath 
The bleak wind whiſtles round her head, 
Her helpleſs orphans cry for bread ; 
Bereft of ſhelter, food, and friend, 


| She views the ſhades of night deſcend ; 


SCRIPTIVE, &c. 


And, ftretch'd beneath th' inclement ſkies, 
'Xeceps o'er her tender babes, and dies. 


Whilſt the warm blood bedews my veins, 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns z 
Reſentment of my country's fate 

Vithin my filial breaſt, hall beat; 

And, ſpite of her iniulting foe, 
My ſympat izing verie ſhall flow: 
6s 3 rs Caledonia, movrn 
„Thy banith'd peace, thy laurels turn!“ 
| 3 

$ 88. Ode to Mirth. Suol LF r. 
PARENT of joy! heart - eaſing Mirth! | 
Whether of Venus or Aurora born, 
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| Yet Goddeſs ſure of heavenly birth, 
Viſit benign a ſon of Grief forlorn : | 
Thy glitt ring colours gay 
Around him, Miith, ditplay z 
And ver his raptur'd ſenſe 
Diffule thy living influence: N 
So ſhali each hill, in- purer green array'd, 
And flower - adornꝰd in neu- born beauty glow; 
The vrove ſhall ſmocti the horrors of the 
; ſhade, ; 
And ſtreams in murmurs ſhall forget to flow. 
Shine, Goddeſs. ſhine with unremitred ray, [day. 
And gild (a ſecond tun) with brighter our 


Labour with thee forgets his pain, 
And aged Poverty can (mile with thee 
If thou be nigh, Grief's hate is vain, 
And weak th' vplifted arm of tyranny. 
The morning opes on high 
His univerſal eye; 
And on the world doth pour 
His glories in a golden ſhow'r. 

Lo! Darkneſs trembling fore the hoſtile ray, 
| Shrinks to the cavern deep and wood forlorn: 
The 2 obicene, that own her gloomy 

way, 


Troop in her rear, and fly th' a h of morn. 


| | Pale ſhiv'ring ghoſts, that dread th' all-cheering 


| light, | [night. 
Quick as the lightning's flaſh glide to ſepulchral 


But whence the gladd'ning beam 
That pours his purple ſtr.am 
| Oer the long proſpect ide? 
'Tis Mirth. I fee her ſiet 
In majeſty of light, f 
With Laughter at her ſide. 8 
Bright-eyed Fancy hovering near 
Wide waves her glancing wing in air; 
And young Wit flings his pointed dart, 
That guiltleſs ſtrikes the willing heart. 
Fear not now Affliction's power, 
Fear not now wild Paſſion's rege 
Nor fear ye aught, in evil hour, 
Save the tardy hand of Age. 
Now Mirth hath heard the {uppliantPoet's pray i t 
No cloud that rides the blaſt thall vez the troubled 
air. 


* 


] 
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That ever trod th' Arcadian plain. | 


. And induſtry, embrown'd with toil ; 
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I 39. Ode to Leven Water, SMOLLET. 


O* Leven's banks, while free to rove, | 
And tune the rural pipe to love, 
I envied not the happieft ſwain 


Pure ſtream ! in who tranſpareht wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave ; 
No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource, 
No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, 
That ſweetly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread ; 
While, lightly pois'd, the ſcaly brood 
In myriads cleave thy cryſtal lood: 
The ſpringing rrout, in ſpeckled pride; ; 
The falmon, monarch of the tide; 
The ruthleſs pike, intent on war; I» 
The filver cel and mortled par. 
Devrolving from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze thy waters make, 
By bow'rs of birch, and groves of pine, 
And hedges flower'd with eglautine. 

Still on thy banks, fo gaily green, 
May num'rous herds and Rocks be feen; 
And laſſes, chanting o'er the pail ; 
And ſhepherds, piping in the dale; 
And pndbine Teach that knows no guile ; 


And hearts refolv'd, and hands prepar'd, 
The bleſſings they enjoy to guard. | 


r 


$ 90. Sorge i Alla, Lorde of the Caftel of Bry- 
oe ynne daies of yore. From CHATTER- 
TON, under the name of ROWLEY. | 


On thou, orr what remaynes of thee, | 
Alla, the darlynge of futurity, 
Lett thys mie fonge bolde as thie courage be, 
As everlaſtynge to poſteritye. 
Whanne Dacya's ſonnes, whoſe hayres of bloude- 
redde hue [ing due, 
Lyche kynge-cuppes braſtynge wythe the morn- 
Atraung d ynne dreare arraie, 
- Upponne the lethale dai, 
de farre and wyde onne Watchets ſhore ; 
Than dydd thou furiouſe ſtande, 
And bie thie valyante hande 
Beeſprengedd all the mees wythe gore. 
Drawne bie thyne anlace felle, 
Downe to the depthe of helle 
Thouſandes of Dacyanns went; 
Bryſtowannes, menne of myghte, 
Ydar'd the bloudie fyghte, 
And actedd deeds full quent. 
Oh thou, whereer (thie bones att reſte) 
Thye Spryte to haunte delyghteth beſte, 
rrupponne the bloude-embrewedd pleyne, 
Or whare thou kennſt from farre | 
The dyſmall crye of warre, 


Or ſeeſt ſomme mountayne made of corſe of ſleyne; 
mY 


Orr ſeeſt the hatchedd ſtede. 


And neighe to be amenged the po 
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edd ſpeeres ; 
Orr ynne blacke armoure ſtaulke arounde 
Embattel'd Bryſtowe, once thie grounde, 

And glowe ardurous onn the Caſtle ſteeres; 


Or fierye round the mynſterr glare; 
Let Bryſtowe ſtylle be made thie care; 


Guarde ytt fromme foemenne & conſumynge fyre ; ; 


Lyche Avones ſtreme enſyrke ytte rounde, 
Ne lette a flame enharme the grounde, 
Tylle ynne one flame all the whole worlde expyre. 


8 
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591. Briflowe Tragedie; or, The Dethe of Syr 
Charles Bawdin. 


CHATTERTON, ander the name of ROWLEY. 


PHE featherd ſongſter chaunticleer 
Had wounde hys bugle hornc, 

And told the carlie villager | 

The commynge of the morne ; 


| Kynge Edwarde ſawe the rudie ſtreakes 


Of lyghte eclypſe the greie; 
And herde the raven's crokynge throte 
Proclayme the fated daic. | 


% Thou irt ryght,” quod hee, © for, by the Godde, 


« That ſyttes enthron'd on hyghe, 
* Charles Bawdin, and his fellowes twaine, 
« To-daic ſhall ſurelie die.“ 


Then wythe a jugge of nappy ale 

His Knyghtes dydd onne hymm waite ; 
« Goe tell the traytour thatt to-daie 

„ Hee leaves thys mortall ſtate. 


Syr Canterlone thenne bendedd lowe, 


| Wythe hart brymm-fulle of woe; 


Hee journey'd to the caſtle- gate, 
And to Syr Charles dydd goe. 


But whenne hee came, his children twaine, 


And cke hys lovynge wyfe, 
Wythe brinie tears dydd wett the floore, 
For goode Syr Charleses ly fe. 


* O goode Syr Charles!“ ſayd Canterlone, 

« Badde tydyngs I doe brynge.” 

Speke boldlie, manne,” ſayd brave Syr Charles, 
+ Whatte ſays thie traytour kynge?” ? 


{<< I greeve to telle: Before yonne ſonne 


4 


Does fromme the welk inne flye, 


* Hee hath uponne hys honour ſworne 
© Thatt thou ſhalt ſurelie die,” 


Wee all muſt die,” quod brave Syr Charles; 
« Of thatte I'm not affearde : "a 
What bootes to lyve a little ſpace ? 

« Thanke Jeſu, I'm prepar'd. 

Butt telle thye kynge, for myne hee 's not, 
„Ide ſooner die to-daie 


«© Thanne lyve hys ſlave, as manie are, 
« Tho' 1 ſhould lyve for aie. | 


Thenne Canterlone hee dydd goe out, 
To telle the maior ſtraite 
To vett all thynges ynne reddyneſs 


* 
A 


Ypraunceynge o'er the mede, | 


| For govde Syr Charleses fate. 


e, 


les, 
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Thenne Maiſterr Canynge ſaugthe the Kynge, 
Aud felle down onne hys knee; — 

'm come, quod hee, unto your grace 

To move your clemencye. | 


Thenne quod the kynge, #* Your tale ſpeke out, 
* You have been much oure friende 

«© Whateyer-youre requeſt may bee 
«We wylle to ytte attende.” 

« My nobile liege! all my requeſt 

Is for a nobile knyghte, 8 

« Who, tho' may hap he has donne wronge, 

He thoghte ytte ſtylle was ryghte: 


© Hee has a ſpouſe and children twaine, 
Alle rewyn'd are for aie; 

Aff thatt you art reſolv d to lett 
„Charles Bawdin die to daie.“ 


« Spcke nott of ſuch a traytour vile,” 
The kynge ynne fury ſayde; 

* Before the ev'ning ſtarre doth ſheene, 
„ Bawdin ſhall looſe hys hedde: 


« Juſtice does loud for hym calle, 
And hee ſhall have hys meede : | 

* Speke, Maifter Canynge! whatte thynge elſe 
* Att preſent doe you neede 2” 

„My nobile liege! goode Canynge ſayde, 
Leave juftice to our Godde, 

And laye the yronne rule aſyde; 
„Be thyne the olyve rodde. 


« Was Godde to ſerche our hertes and reines, 
© The beſt were ſynners grete; 

« Chriſt's vycarr only knowes ne ſynne, 
“ Ynne alle thys mortall ſtate. 


« Lett mercie rule thyne infante reigne, 
«*Twylle faſte thye crowne fulle fure; 
From race to race thy familie 
Alle ſov'reigns ſhall endure : - 


“But yff wythe bloode ann laughter thou 
„Beginne thy infante reigne, 
© Thy crowne uponne thy childrennes brows 
« Wylle never lonng remayne 
« Canynge, awaie ] thys traytour vile 
* Has ſcorn'd my power and mee; 
Howe cauſt thou thenne for ſuch a maune 
Intreate my clemencye?? 
« My nobile liege] the truly brave 
« Wylle val'rous actions prize, 
eſpect a brave and nobile mynde, 
6c Altho' ynne enemies.“ f 
Canynge, awaie! By Godde ynne heav'n 
* That dydd mee beinge gyve, 
J wylle nott taſte a bitt of breade 
« Whilſt thys Syr Charles dothe lyve. 
“By Marie, and all Seinctes ynne heav'n, 
„ Thys ſunne ſhall be hys laſte. 
Thenne Canynge dropt a brinie teare, 
And from the preſence paſte. - 


bl 


6c 


With herte brymm-fulle of gnawynge grief, 


He to Syr Charles dydd goe, 
Andi ſatt hymm done uponne a ſtoole, 
And teares beganne to flowe. 
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„We all muſt die, quod brave Syr Charles; 
„W hatte bootes ytte howe or wWhenne? 
« Dethe ys the ſure, the certaine fate 
„Of all wee mortal! menne. 2 
« Saye why, my friend, thie honeſt ſoul 
© Runns overr att thyne eye; 
« Is ytte for my moſt welcome 
«« Thatt thou doſt child-lyke crye?” 


| Quod. godlie Canynge, I do weepe, - 


IT hatt thou foe ſoone muſt dye, 
„And leave thy ſonnes and helpleſs wy fe; 
6 *'Tys thys thatt wettes myne eye. 
Thenne drie the teares thatt out thyne eye 
„From godlie fountaines ſprynge ; 

Dethe I deſpiſe, and alle the po-⁷]¾ 
« Of Edwarde, traytour kynge. 


«© Whan throgh the tyrant's welcom means 
I ſhall reſigne my lyfe, 

The Godde 1 ſerve wylle ſoon provyde 
„For bothe mye ſonnes and wyfe. 


Before I ſawe the lyghtfome ſunne, 

« Thys was appointed mee; 

«© Shall mortall manne repyne or grudge 
Whatt Godde ordeynes to bee? 


„Howe oft ynne battaile have I ſtoode, 

| * Whan thouſands dy'd ateunde; 

'©Whan ſmokynge ſtreems of crimſon bloode 
<«< Imbrew'd the fatten'd grounde! 

„How dydd I knowe that ev'ry darte, 
„That cutte the airie waie, 

Myghte nott finde paſſage toe my harte, 
« And cloſe myne eyes for aie? TY 


And ſhall I now, for feere of dethe, 
© Looke wanne and bee dyſmayde ? | 
Net fromm my herte flie childythe feere, 
„ Be alle the manne diſplay'd. ; 
Ab, goddelyke Henrie! Godde foreſende, 
« And guarde thee and thye ſonne, | 
« YfF'ris hys wylle ; but yff 'tis nort, 
„Why thenne hys wylle be donne. | 
„My honeſte friende, my faulte has beene 
To ſerve Godde and mye prynce; 
And thatt I no tyme-ſerver am, 
My dethe wylle ſoone convynce. 


Inne Londonne citye was I borne, 

Ot parents of grete note; 

« My fadre dydd a nobile arms 

+ Emblazon onne hys cote: 

I make ne doubte butt hee ys gone 

Where ſoone I hope to goe; 

Where wee for ever ſhall bee bleſt, 
© From oute the reech of woe: 

« Hee taught mee juſtice and the laws 
«© Wyth pitie to unite 


* 
A 


* 
* 


* 
A 


* 
** 


“ And eke hee taughte mee howe to knowe 


«« The wronge cauſe fromm the ryghte : 
Hee taughte mee wythe a prudent har.de ' 
To feede the hungrie poore, 
Nc lette mye ſervants drive awaie 
„The hungrie fromme my doore : 


© 
CY 
* 


_ 
LS 


« And 


| 
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And none can ſaye. butt all mye lyfe 
I have hys wo dyes kept; 

« And ſumm d the actyonns of the daie 
Eche nyghte befor I ſlept. 

I have a ſponſe, ge aſke of her 
uff I defyl'd her hedde? 

] have a kynge. and none can laie 
„% Blacke treaſon oanne my hedde. 


« Ynne Lent. and onne the bolie eve, 
Fromm fleſhe I dydg refrayne ; 
« Whie ſhould [ theane appcare diſmay d 
« To leave thys waride of payne? 


„Ne leſs Henrie ! I rejoyce, 
« | ſhaiie ne ec thye dethe ; 

« Moſte will.nglic in thye juſt cauſe 
Doe I rcfign my brethe. 

Oh fickle people! rewyn'd londe ! 
« Thov welt kenne peace ne moe; 

« Whyle Richard's ſonnes exalt themfglves, 
« Thye brookes wythe bloude wylle flowe. 

e Saie, were ye tyr'd of godlie peace, 

* And godiie Henrie's reigne, 

« Thatt you dydd choppe your cafic daics 
For thoſe of bloude and peyne ? 

« Whatte tho I onne a ſledde bee drawne, 
4% And mangled by a hynde, 

« do defye the tray tour s pow'r, 
« Hce cin ne ham my mynde; 


M hatte tuo. uphoiſted onne a pole, 


„% Mye lymbes ſhall rotte ynne avre, 

« And ne ryche monument of braſſe 
„Charles Bawdin's name ſhall bear; 

« Yet ynne the holie booke above, 
« Whyche tyme can't cate awai, 

There wythe the ſervants of tac Lor de 
« Mye name Mall lyve for aie. | 

„ Thenne welcome dethe! for lyfe etcrne 
6 | leve thys mortall yfe; 

% Farewell, vayne worlde, and alle that's deare, 
« Mye ſonnes and loyy age wyfe ! 

& Nom dethe a> welcome to mee comes, 

| 4. As cer the month of Maig ; 


4 Nor wevide | even wi ſhe to lyve, 


u yth my dere wyfe to ſtaĩe. 
Qu-d Canynge, © Tys a goodlie thynge 
: «@ To 2 to dic ; 
Ad from t'.ys worlde of peyne and greſe 
To Godde ynae heaven to flie. 
And nowe the bell bezanne to tolle, 
Aud cirryonnes to founde ; 
$yr Charles hee herde the horſes feete 
A- pa ircying onpe the groundc z 
And jufte before the officers, - 


His lovynge wyfe came ynne, 


 Weepyr ge uufeigned teeres of woe, 


Wyrhe Hude and dyſm le dynne. 


Sweet Florence l nowe | praic forbere, 
6 Y nne quiet eit mee d ; 

% Praic Golde, tha: ev'ry Cu riſtian ſoule 

Mae looke onne dethe as J. 


ö 
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„% Sweet Florence! why theſe brinie teeres? 
« Theye waſhe my ſoule awaie, 

Add almoſt make mee wyſhe for lyfe, 
« W+th thee, ſweete dame, to ſtaie. 


Tys but a journie I ſhalle goe | 
©« Untoe the lande of blyſſe; 


Nowe, as 2 proofe of huſbande's love, 
% Receive thys holie kyfſe.” 


| Theone Florence, fault'ring ynne her ſaie, 


Tremblynge theſe wordyes ſpoke, 
Ah, cruele Edwarde ! bloudie kynge ! 
„My herte ys welle nyghe broke: 


„Ah, ſweete Syr Charles | why wylt thou goe, 
6% Wythoute thye lovynge wife! ; 
The cruelle axe thatt cuttes thye necke, 

©« Ytr eke ſhall ende mye lyfe.“ 


And nowe the officers came ynne | 

To brynge Syr Charles awaie, 

Who turnedd toe his lovynge wyfe, 
And thus toe her dydd ſaie: 


„ I goe to lyfe, and nott to dethe ; 
« Trufte thou ynne Godde above, 

„ And teache thye ſonnes to-feare the Lorde, 
« And ynne theyre hertes hym love: 


«© Teache them to runne the nobile race 
_ «« Thatt I theyre fader runne : 
„Florence ſhould dethe thee take - adieu! 
% Yee officers, lcad onne. 
Thenne Florence rav'd as anie madde, 
And dydd her treſſes tere; 
Oh! ftaie, my huſhande! lorde! and lyfe!“ 
Syr Charles thenne dropt a teare. 
»Tyll teredd oute wyth ravynge loud, 
Shee fellen onue the flore ; 


Syr Chiles cxerted alle hys myghte, 


And march'd fromm oute the dore. 


Uponne a ſledde hee mounted thenne, 
\\ythe look es fulle brave and ſwete; 

Look es, thatt en ſhoone ne moe concern 
J hanne anic ynne the ſtrete. 

Before hym went the council-menne, 
Ynne ſcarletre robes and golde, 

And raifils ſpanglynge ynne the funne, 
Muche glorious to beholde : 


The Freers of Seincte Auguſtyne next 
Appeared to the ſyghte, | 


Alle cladd ynne homelie ruſſett weedes, 


Of godlie monk yſh plyghte: 


Ynne diffraunt partes a godlie pſaume 

Moſte ſweetlie theye dydd chaunt; 
Behynde theyre backes ſyx mynſtrelles came, 
| Who tund the ſtruuge bataunt. | 


Thenug fyve-and-twenty archers came; 
Echone the bowe dydd bende, 

From reſcug of kynge Henrics friends 

+ Syr Charles forr to defend. 


Bold 2s a lyon came Syr Charles, 

Drawne onne a clothe- layde fledde, 

Bye two blackę ſtedes ynne trappynges white, 
| Wyth plumcs uponne theyre hedde: 


Behynde 


ynde 


Boox II. DID ACTIC, 


Behvnde hym five-and-twentye mee 
Of archers ſtronge and ſtoute, 

Wyrh bended bowe echone ynne hande, 
— ynne goodlie route: 


Scincte Jameses Freers marched next, 
Echone hys parte dvdd chaunt ; 


Behynde theyre backes ſyx mynſtrelles came, 


Who tun'd the ſtrunge bataunt ; 


Thenne came the maior and eldermenne, 


Ynne clothe of ſcarlett deckt; 
And theyre attendyng menne echone, 
Lyke Eaſterne princes tricks : 


And after them a multitude 

Of citizens dydd thronge ; 
The wyndowes were all full of heddes, 

As hee dydd pafle alonge. 


And whenne hee came to the hyghe croſſe, 
Syr Charles dydd turne and ſaie, 

Thou. thatt ſaveſt manne fromme ſyane, 
« Waſhe mye foule clean thys daie.” 

Att the grete mynker windowe fat 
The kyveor vnne mycle ſtate, 

To fee Charles Bawdin goe alonge 

To hys molt welcom fate. 


Soon as the fledde drewe nyghe enowe, 
Thatt Edwarde hee mvghte heare, 

The brave Syr Charies liee dydd ftande uppe, 
And thus hys wordes declare: 


1 Thou feet mee, Edwarde ! traytour vile ! 


«« Expos'd to infamie; 
« But be aſſur'd, diſſovall manne ! 
I'm greaterr nowe thanne thee. 


«© Bye foule proccedyngs, murdre, bloude, 
Thou weareſt nowe a crowne ;z 

And haſt appoyated mee to.dye, 

„By power nott thyne one. 


% Thou thynkeſt 1 ſhall dye to- daĩe; 
„ have beene dede till nowe, 

„% And ſoone ſhall lyve to weare a crowne 
« Far aic uponne iny browe : 


4 


- 


« Whylft thou, perhapps for ſome few yeares, | 
« Shalt rule thys fickle lande, 

To lett them knowe howe wyde the rule 

« Twixt kynge and tyrant hande: 


« Thye pow'r unjuſt, thou traytour flave ! 
6 Shall falle onne thy one hedde,” 

Fromm out of hearyng of rhe kynge 
Departed thenne the fledde. 


K ynge Edwarde's ſoule ruſh'd to hys face; 
Hee turn'd his head awaie, 

And to hys broder Glouceſter 
Hee thus dydd ſpeke and faie: 


«© To him that ſoe- much · dreaded dethe 
Ne ghaſtlie terrors brynge, 

«© Betiolde the manne ! hee ſpake the truthe, 
« Hee 's greater than a Kynge 1” 


4 
| 


, 'Lycke a reynynge x ryver bee. 


d Running. ; 
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So lett hym die!“ Duke Richard ſayde; 


„And maye echone our focs 
'* Bende downe theyre neckes to bloudie exe, 
And feede the carryon crowes.” | 


| And now the horſes gentlie drewe 


Syr Charles uppe the hyghe hylle! 


The exe dydd glyſterr yane the ſunne, 


Hys pretious bloude to ſpylle. 


Syr Charles dydd uppe the ſcaffold goe, 
As uppe a gilded carre 


Of victorye, bye val'reus chiefs 


Gayu'd in the bloudie warre : 


And to the people hee dydd ſaie, 

„Beholde you ſee mee dye 

For ſervynge loyally mye kynge 
« Mye 7 moſt rightfullie. a 


As longe as Edwarde rules thys lande, 


© Ne quiet you wylle knowe; 
«© Your cont and huſbandes ſhall be flayne, 
© And brookes wythe bloude ſhalle flowe. 


++ You leave youre goode and lawfulle Eynge, 
«© Whenne ynne adverſitye; 

« Lyke mee, untoe the true cauſe ſtycke, 
And for the true cauſe dye. 


Thennc hee, wyth preeſtes, uponne his kneey, 


A pray r to Godde dydd make, 
Beſecchynge hym unto hymſelfe 
Hys partynge ſoule to take. 
Then kneelynge downe, he layd hys heede 
Moſt ſcemlie onne the blocke 
Whyche fromme hys bodie fayre at once 
The able heddes-manne ftroke ! 
And oute the bloude beganne to flowe, 
And rounde the ſcaffolde twyne; 
And teares, enow to waſhe 't awaie, 
Dy dd flowe fromme each mann's eyne. 
The bloudie exe hys bodie fayre 
Ynnto foure parties cutte; 
And ev'rye parte, and eke hys hedde, 
Uponne a pole was putte. AS 
One parte dydd rotte onne Kynwulph-hylle, 
One onne the mynſter-tower, 


And one from off the caſtle-gate 


The crowen dydd devoure ; 
The other onne Seyncte Powle's goode gate 
A dreery ſpectacle; "TnL 
Hys hedde was plac'd onne the hyghe eroſſe, 
Yune hyghe-ſtreete moſt nobile. 
Thus was the end of Bawdin's fate: 
Godde proſper long our kynge, 
And grant hce may, wyth Bawdin's ſoule, 
| Ynne heaven Godd's mercie ſynge! 


gycal Enterlude, CHATTERTON, &c. 
O Synge untoe my roundelaie, 


O! droppe the brynie teare wythe mee, 
{Daunce ne moe — 2 dads, = 


$C 92. The Mynftrelles Songe in Alla, a Tra” 
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| Mie love ys dedde, x 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Black hys cryne 2 as the wyntere nyght 
Whyte hys rode 3 as the — ., 
Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, 
Cale he lyes ynne the grave belowe. 
| Mie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Swote hys tongue as the throftles note, 
Quycke ynne daunce as thought cann bee, 
Defte hys taboure, codgelle ſtote, 
O! hee lys bie the wy Howe tree. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Harke ! the ravenne flappes hys w 
In the briered dell — J art 
Harke the dethe-owle loude dothe ſynge, 
To the nyghte-mares as theie goe. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. 


See the whyte moone ſheenes onne hie; 
W hyterre ys mie true loves ſhroude ; | 
Whyterre yanne the mornynge ſkie, 
- Whyterre yanne the evenynge cloude, 
Mie love ys dedde, 
_ Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Heere, upon mie true loves grave, 
Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 
Nee one hallie ſeyncte to ſave 
Al the celneſs of a mayde. 
| Mie love ys dedde, 
 Gonre to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Wythe mie hondes I'll dent the brieres 
Rounde hys hallie corſe to gre, 
Ouphante fairie, lyghte pou fyres, 

Heere mie boddie ſtille ſchalle bee. 
Wie love ys dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

| Al under the wyllowe tree. 
Comme, wythe 'acorne-coppe and thorne, 
Drayne mie hartys blodde awaie; 

Lyfe and all yttes goode I ſcorne, 

Daunce bie nete, or feaſte by daie. 
Mie love ys dedde, 

Sonne to deathe-bedde, (000 

| Al unger the wyllowe tree. 

Water wytches, crownede wythe reytes 4, 

Bere mee to yer leathalle tyde. 

T die; I comme; mie true love waytes. 


EXTRACTS, 


Book Il. 


| $ 93. Chorus in Godateyn, a Tragedie, 
Fog CHATTER1 on, &c. 
WY HAN Freedom, dreſte yn blodde-ſteyned 


vente, 5 | 
To everie knyghte her warre-ſonge ſunge, 
Uponne her hedde wylde wedes were ſpredde; 
A gorie anlace by her honge. 

She daunced onne the heathe ; 

She hearde the voice of deathe ; 
Pale-eyned Affryghte, hys harte of ſylver hue, 
In vayne aſſay led 5 her boſome to acale 63 
She hearde onflemed 7 the ſhriekynge voice of woe, 
And ſadneſſe ynne the owlette {bake the dale. 

| She ſhooke the burled 8 ſpeere, * 
On hie ſhe jeſte 9 her ſheelde, 
Her foemen 10 all appere, 

And flizze 11 along the feelde. 


| Power, wythe his heafod 12 ſtraught 13 yntothe 


ſkyes, | 


| Hys 3 ſonne · beame, and his ſheelde a ſtarre, 


Alycheiꝗ twaie r sbrendeyng 16 gronfyres 17 rolls 
'-_  hys eyes, | N whe 
Chaftes 18 with hys yronne feete, and ſoundes to 
She ſyties upon a rocke, - 7 
She bendes before hys ſpeere, 
She ryſes from the thocke, 
Wieldyng her own yn ayre. 
Harde as the thonder dothe ſhe drive ytte on, 


_ - | Wyrte ſcillye 19 wympled 20 gies 21 ytte to hys 


crowne, s gon, 

He falles, and fallynge rolleth thouſandes down. 

War, goare-faced war, bie envie burld 22, 
ariſt 23, 


Hys feerie heaulme 24 noddynge to the ayre, 


Tenne bloddie arrowes ynne his ſtreynynge ſyſte 
55 MS ai 24 9 Me. aſp 


—— 


$ 94. Grongar Hill. 


DYER. 


QIEENT Nymph! with curious eye, 


Who, the, purple evening, lie 
On the mountain's lonely van, 
Beyond the noiſe of buſy man, 
Painting fair the form of things, 
While the yellow linnet ſings; 
Or the tuneful nightingale 
Charms the foreſt with her tale ; 
Come, with all thy various hues, 
Come, and aid thy ſiſter Muſe. 
Now, while Phcebus riding high, 
Gives luſtre to the land and ſky, 
Grongar Hill invites my ſong, 
Draw the landſcape bright and ftrong ; 
Grongar ! in whoſe moſly cells, 
Sweetly muſing Quiet dwells ; 
Grongar ! in whoſe ſilent ſhade, 


Thos the damſelle ſpake, and dyed. For the modeſt Muſes made, 
EEE ; . bh bi a 3 . f ; 
2 Hair,” 3 C 2 4 Water-flags. 5 Endeavouted. 6 Freeze. 7 Undiſmayed, 
3 Armed, pointed, . 9 Hoifted on high, raiſed. 10 Foes, enemies. 11 Fly. 12 Head. 
13 'Stretched. 14 Like. 15 Two, 16 Flaming, 17 Meteors. 18 Beats, ſtamps. 
19 Cloſely. 20 Mantled, covered. 22 Armed. 


P 


» 


21 Guides. 


23 Aroſe, 24 Helmet. 
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Hys longe ſharpe ſpeere, hys ſpreddyng ſheelde 
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So oft J have, the evening ſtill, 
As the fountain of a rill, | 

Sat upon a flow'ry bed, 

With my hand beneath my head, 
While ſtray d my eyes o'er Towy's flood, 
Over mead and over wood, 

From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 
Till Contemplation had her fill. 

About his chequer'd ſides I wind, 
And leave his brooks and meads behind; 
And groves and grottos, where I lay, 
And viſtos ſhooting beams of day. 

Wide and wider ſpreads the vale, 

As circles on a ſmooth canal : 
Mou ntains round, unhappy fate ! 

Sooner or later, of all height, | 

Withdraw their ſummits from the ſkies, 

And leſſen as the others riſe. 

Still the proſpect wider ſpreads, 

Adds a thoutand woods and meads; 

Still it widens; widens ſtill, | 


And finks the newly-riſcn hill. 


Now I gain the mountain's brow 
What a landſcape lies below! 
No clouds, no vapours, intervene ; 
But the gay, the open ſcene 
Does the face of Nature ſhew 
In all the hues of heaven's bow ; 


And, ſwelling to embrace the light, 


Spreads around beneath the fight, 
Old caftles on the cliffs ariſe, 
Proudly tow'ring in the ſkies ; 
Ruſhing from the woods, the ſpires 
Seem from hence aſcending fixes: 
Half his beams Apollo ſheds 

On the yellow mountain-heads, 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 


And glitters on the broken rocks. 


Below me trees unnumber'd 1ife, 
Beautiful in various dyes : 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The yellow beech, the fable yew: 


The ſlender fir that taper grows, 


The ſturdy oak with broad-ſpread boughs ; 
And, beyond the purple grove, . 
Haunt of Phillis, queen of love! 

Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, 

Lies a long and level lawn, . 

On which a dark hill, ſteep and high, 
Holds and charms the wand'ring eye. 
Deep are his feet in Towy's flood; 

His fides are cloth'd with waving wood; 
And ancient towers crown his brow, + 
That caſt an awful look below 

Whoſe ragged walls the ivy 2 
And with her arms from falling keeps: 
So both a ſafety from the wind 

On mutual dependance find. 

"Tis now the raven's bleak abode, 
*Tis now th' apartmgnt of the toad ; 
And there the fox ſecurely feeds, 

And there the pois'nous adder breeds, 
Conceal'd in ruins, moſs, and weeds ; 
While, ever and anon, there falls 


Hoge hcaps of hoary moulder'd walls, 
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Vet time has ſeen, that lifts the low, 

And level lays the loſty brow, | 

Has ſeen this broken pile complete, 

Big with the vanity of ſtate : | 
But tranſient is the fmile of Fate 

A little rule, a little ſway, 

A ſun- beam in a winter's day, 

Is all the proud and mighty have 


| | Between the cradle and the grave. 


And ſee the rivers, how they run 
Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and foun!. 
Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes flow, 

Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 


A various journey to the deep, 


Like human life, to endlefs ſleep ! 
Thus 1s Nature's veſture wrought, 
To inſtruct our wand'ring thought; 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 
To diſperſe our cares away. 

Ever charming, ever new, | 
When will the landſcape tire the view ! 
The fountain's fall, the river's flow, 
The woody yallies, warm and low 
The windy fummit, wild and high, 
Roughly ruſking on the ſky ! 

The pleaſant ſeat, the ruin'd tow'r, 
The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r; 
The town and village, dome and farm, 
Each give each a double charm, 

As pearls upon an Ethiop's arm. 


See on the mountain's ſouthern ſide, . } 


* 


| Where the proſpect opens wide, 


Where the evening gilds the tide, 
How. cloſe and ſmall the hedges lie! 
What ſtreaks of meadows croſs the eye! 
A ſtep, methinks, may pals the ſtream, 
So little diſtant dangers feem: - . 
So we miſtake the future's face, ; 
Eyed through Hope's deluding glaſs, 
As yon ſummits ft and fair, | 
Clad in colours of the air, 
W hich, to thoſe who journey near, 
Barren, brown, and rough appear; 
Still we tread the ſame coarle way; 
The preſent 's ſtill a cloudy day. 

O may I with myſelf agree, 
And never covet what I fee! 
Content me with a humble ſhade, 
My paſſions tam'd, my wiſhes laid; 
Vor while our wiſhes wildly roll, 
We baniſh quiet from the Gut: 
Tis thus the buſy beat the air, 
And miſers gather wealth and care. 

Now, een now, my joys run high, 
As on the mountain turf I lie; 
While the wanton Zephyr fings, 
And in the vale perfumes his wings; 
While the waters murmur deep z 
While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep z 


| While the birds unbounded fly, 


And with muſic fill the ſky, _ 
Now, e'en now, my Joys run high. 
Be full, ye courts! be great who will; 


Search for peace with all your {kill ; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


'Whyterre yanne the mornynge ſkie, 
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Mie love ys dedde, 7 | 8 93. Chorus in Godazwyn, a Tragedic, 
"> awe fs hys 1 ; CHATTER1 oN, &c, 
under the wyllowe tree. | Iref X 
Black hys cryne 2 as the wyntere nyght, W A 3 ha ee eee 


Whyte hys rode 3 as the ſommer ſnowe, 
Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, 
Cale he lyes ynne the grave belowe. 
| Mie love ys dedde, | 
Gonne to hys deathe- bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


To everie knyghte her warre- ſonge ſunge, 
Uponne her hedde — — wedes were ſpredde; 
A gorie anlace by her honge. 
She daunced onne the heathe; 
She hearde the voice of deathe; 
| Pale-eyned Affryghte, hys harte of ſylver hue, 
Swote hys tongue as the throftles note, In vayne aſſay led 5 her boiome to acale 6 


Quycke ynne daunce as thought cann bee, 85 She hearde onflemed 7 the ſhriek ynge voice of woe, 


Defte hys taboure, codgelle ſtote, And ſadneſſe ynne the owlette ſhake the dale. 
O! hee lys bie the wyllowe tree. She ſhooke the burled 8 ſpeere, 

Mie love ys dedde, Bs On hie ſhe jeſte 9 her ſheelde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, © 7 Her foemen 10 all appere, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. | And flizze 11 along the feelde. 
Harke! the raveyne flappes hvs wynge, | Power, wythe his heafod 12 ſtraught 13 ynto the 
In the briered dell belowe ; © * _ kkyes, | f a 
Harke ! the dethe-owle loude dothe ſynge, Hys - ſonne· beame, and his ſheelde a ſtarre, 
To the nyghte-mares as theic goe. | Alycherg twaie i zbrendeyng 16 gronfyres 17 rolls 


| hys eyes War. 
Mie love ys dedde, Chaftes 1 $ with bys yronne feete, and ſoundes to 


Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, She ſyties upon a rocke 
Al under the wyllowe tree. She bendes before hys ſpeere, 
e the whyte moone-ſheenes onne hie; She ryſes from the thocke, 


hyterre ys mie true loves ſhroude; Wieldyng her own yn ayre. 


Harde as the thonder dothe ſhe drive ytte on, 


- Whyterre yanne the evenynge cloude. Wyrte ſcillye 19 wympled 20 gies 21 ytte to hys 
Mie love ys dedde, crowne, [ys gon, 
Gonne 2 85 deathe-bedde, Hys longe ſharpe ſpeere, hys ſpreddyng ſheelde 
Al under the wyllowe tree. He falles, and fallynge rolleth thouſandes down. 
Heere, upon mie true loves grave, War, goare-faced war, bie envie burld 22, 
Schalle the baren fleurs be layde,  _ ariſt 23, 
Nee one hallie ſeyncte to ſave _ Hys feerie heaulme 24 noddynge to the ayre, 
Al the celneſs of a mayde. PINS Tenne bloddie arrowes ynne his ſtreynynge fyſte—— 
Mie love ys dedde, Ws | % + 6a wu 
Gonte to me deathe-bedde, 


«PP 


Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Wythe mie hondes I'll dent the brieres d 94: wh id * n * 
Rounde hys hallie corſe to gre, ; QILENT Nymph! with curious eye, 
Ouphante fairie, !yghte your fyres, 2 Who, the purple evening, lie 
Heere mie boddie ſtille Ehalte bee. In the mountain's lonely van, 

Wie love' vs dedde, Bey ond the noiſe of buſy man, 

Eee i bye deache-bedde, Painting fair the form of things, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. — un —— — — 3 
Comme, wythe 'acorne-coppe and thorne, Charms — foreſt with 1 — tale; 
Drayne mie hariys blodde awaie; ; Come, with all thy variovs "a 
Lyfe and all yttes goode I ſcorne, Come, and aid thy fiſter Muſe. : 
Daunce bie nete, or feaſte by daie. Now, while Phcebus riding high, 

Mie love ys dedde, X 4 | Gives luſtre to the land and ſky, 
. Gorme to hys deathe-bedde, Grongar Hill invites my ſong, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. Draw the landſcape bright and ſtrong; 


Water wytches, crownede wythe reytes 4, Grongar ! in whoſe moſly cells, 
Bere mec to yer leathalle tyde. Sweetly muſing Quiet dwells ; 
T dic; I comme; mie true love waytes, Grongar ! in whoſe filent ſhade, 
Thos the damſelle ſpake, and dyed. For the modeſt Muſes made, 
2 Hair. Complexion. 4 Water-flags. 5 Endeavonred, 6 Freeze. Undiſmayed. 
8 Armed, Paal 9 Hoifted on high, raiſed. 10 Foes, enemies. 11 Fly. ? 12 Head. 
13 Stretched. 14 Like. 15 Two. 16 Flaming. 17 Meteors. 18 Beats, ſtamps. 


19 Cloſely. 20 Maatled, covered. 21 Guides, 22 Armed. 23 Aroſe, 24 Helmet. 
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Book II. DIDACTIC, 


So oft J have, the evening ſtill, 

As the fountain of a rill, 

Sat upon a flow'ry bed, 

With my hand beneath my head, 

While ſtray d my eyes o'er Towy's flood, 

Over mead and over wood, ; 

From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 

Till Contemplation had her fill. | 
About his chequer'd ſides I wind, 

And leave his brooks and meads behind; 

And groves and grottos, where J lay, 

And viſtos ſhooting beams of day. 


Wide and wider ſpreads the vale, 


As circles on a ſmooth canal : 85 
The Mountains round, unhappy fate! 
Sooner or later, of all height, 
Withdraw their ſummits from the ſkies, 
And leſſen as the others riſe, 

Still the proſpect wider ſpreads, 

Adds a thoutand woods and mcads 
Still it widens; widens ſtill, 


And finks the newly-riſn hill. 


Now I gain the mountain's brow 


What a landſcape lies below ! 


No clouds, no vapours, intervene ; 

But the gay, the open ſcene 

Does the face of Nature ſhew 

In all the hues of heaven's bow ; 

And, ſwelling to embrace the light, 

Spreads around beneath the fight, 
Old caſtles on the cliffs ariſe, 

Proudly tow'ring in the ſkies ; 

Ruſhing from the woods, the ſpires 

Seem from hence aſcending fixes: 

Half his beams Apollo ſheds 

On the yellow mountain-heads, 


Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 


And glitters on the broken rocks. 

Below me trees unnumber'd 1ife, 
Beautiful in various dyes : 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The yellow beech, the fable yew : 
The ſlender fir that taper grows, | 
The fturdy oak with broad-ſpread boughs 3 
And, beyond the purple grove, 5] 
Haunt of Phillis, queen of love! 
Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, 
Lies a long and level lawn, 
On which a dark hill, ſteep and high, 
Holds and charms the wand'ring eye. 
Deep are his feet in Towy's flood ; 
His ſides are cloth d with waving wood; 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 
That caft an awful look below; 
Whoſe ragged walls the ivy-cre-ps, 


And with her arms from falling keeps: 


So both a ſafery from the wind 
On mutual dependance find. 

"Tis now the raven's bleak abode, 
*Tis now th' apartmgnt of the toad 
And there the fox ſecurely feeds, 
And there the pois'nous adder breeds, 
Conceal'd in ruins, moſs, and weeds z 
While, ever and anon, there falls 


Huge hcaps of hoary moulder'd walls, 


| 


eons 
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Vet time has ſeen, that lifts the low, 
And level lays the lofty brow, 
Has ſeen this broken pile complete, 
Big with the vanity of fate : 
But tranſient is the file of Fate | 
A little rule, a little ſway, 
A ſun- beam in a winter's day, 
Is all the proud and mighty Gras 
Between the cradle and the grave. 
And ſee the rivers, how they run 


| Thro' woods and meads, in thade and fon! 


Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes flow, 
Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, 
Like human life, to endleſs ſleep ! 
Thus is Nature's veſture wrought, 
To inſtruct our wand'ring thought; 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 
To diſperſe our cares away. _ 
Ever charming, ever new, 
When will the landſcape tire the view! 
The fountain's fall, the river's flow, 
The woody vallies, warm and low 
The windy ſummit, wild and high, 
Roughly ruſhing on the {ky ! - | 
The pleaſant ſeat, the ruin'd tow'r, 
The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r; 
The town and-village, dome and farm, 
Each give each a double charm, 
As pearls upon an Ethiop's arm, 5 
See-on the mountain's ſouthern ſide, | 
Where the proſpect opens wide, 
Where the evening gilds the tide, a 
How. cloſe and ſmall the hedges lie! 
What ſtreaks of meadows croſs the eye 
A ſtep, methinks, may pals the ſtream, 
So little diſtant dangers feem : 
So we miſtake the future's face, 
Eyed through Hope's deluding glaſs, 
As yon ſummits 2 and fair, 
Clad in colours of the air, 
W hich, to thoſe who journey near, 
Barren, brown, and rough appear; 
Still we tread the ſame coarſe way; 
The preſent 's ſtill a cloudy day. 
O may I with myſelf agree, 
And never covet what I ſee! 
Content me with a humble ſhade, 
My patlions tam'd my wiſhes laid; 
For While our withes wildly roll, 


{| We baniſh quiet from the ſoul : 


'Tis thus the buſy beat the air, 


| And miſers gather wealth and care. 4 


Now, een now, my joys run high, 
As on the mountain turf I lie; 


| While the wanton Zephyr fings, 


And in the vale perfumes his wings; : 

While the waters murmur deep z : 

While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep z 

While the birds unbounded fly, 

And with muſic fill the ſky, 

Now, e'en now, my joys run high. | 
Be full, ye courts! be great who will 


| Search for peace with all your ſkill; 
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Open wide the lofty door, | 


Seck her on the marble flcor : 


In vain ye ſearch, the is not chere; 

In vain ye ſcarch the domes of Care! 

Graſs and flowers Quiet treads, 

On the meats and mountain-heads, 

Along with Pleaſure cloſe allied, 5 

Ever by each other's fide ; | 

And often, by the murm'ring rill, 

Hears the thruſb, while all is ſtill, j 


' Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 


$ 55. A Monody on the Death of bis Lady. 
| By GronGe Lord LYTTELTON. * 


© Ipſe cara ſoltans aegrum teftudine amorem, | 
Te, dulcis conjux, te folo is littore ſecurn, 
* Te veniente dic, te decedente can bat,? l ; 
At length eſcap d from ev'ry human eye, 
From ev'ry duty, ev'ry care, | 


That in my mournful thoughts might claim a ſhare, 


Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry; 

Beneath the gloom of this embow'ring ſhade, 

This lone retreat, for render ſorrow made, 

I now may give my burden d heart relief, 
And pour forth all my fiores of grief; 

Of 1 every other woe, 

Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happick love 


Can on th' ennobled mind beſtow, | 


xceeds the vulgar Joys that move 
oke groſs defires, inclegant and low, 


; Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, 


Le bigh o'erſhadowing hills, 
© lawns gay-ſmiling with erernal green, 
Oft have you my Lucy ſeen! 
But never ſhall you now behold her more: 
Nor will ſhe now, with fond deliglit, 
And taſte refin'd, your rural charms explore. 
Clos d are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, 
Thoſe beautcvus eyes, where beaming ns'd to ſhine 
Reaſon's pure light, and Virtue's ſpark divine. 
'Oft would the Dryads of theſe woods rejoice 
| To hear her heavenly voice; 
For her deſpiſing, when the deign'd to ling, 
The ſweeteſt ſongſters of the ſpring; 
The woodlark and the linnet pleas, no more: 
The nightingale was mute, 
And ev xy ſhepherd's flute 
Was caſt in ſilent ſcora away, 
"While all attended to her ſwecter lay. 
Ye larks and linnets. now reſume your ſong: 
And thou, melodious Philomel, 
| Again thy plaintive Rory tell; 
For death has ficpp'd that tuucful tongue. 


V note muſic could aloneyour warbling notes excel 


In vam 1 look around | 
O'er all the well-known ground, 
My Lucy's wonted footfteps to deſcry ; | 
here oft we us d to walk; 
f Where oft in tender talk | 
We faw the ſummer fun go down the ſky 


% 


. The Mingio runs by Mantua, the birch · place of Virgil, : 
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Nor by you fountain's fide, 
Nor where its waters glide 
Along the valley, can fhe now be found? 
lu all the wide-ftretch'd proſpect's ample bound, 
No more my movrnful eye 
Can aught of her eſpy, 6 
But the fad ſacred earth where her dear relics lie, 


O ſhades of Hagley, where is now your boaſt? 
Your bright inhabirant is loſt. 

You ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reſorts 

\Where female vanity might wiſh to ſhine, 

The pomp of cirigs, and the pride of courts. 

Her modeſt . — munn'd the public cye : 
To your ſequeſter'd dales S 
And flower-embroider'd vales, 

From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly. 

Wirth Narure there reur'd, and Nature's God, 

The filent paths of wifdon trod, 

And baniſh'd every paſſion from her breaſt; 
But thoſe, the gentleſt and the beſt, 

Whole hely flames with energy divine 

The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 

The conjugal and rhe maternal love. 


Sweet babes! who like the little playful fawns 
Werewont to trip along theſe verdant lawns, 
By your delighted mother's fide, 
Who now your infant eps ſhall guide 
Ah! where is now the hand, whoſe tender care 
To every virtue would have form d your youth, 
And firew'd with flow'rs the thorny ways of 
truth? 
O loſs beyond repair ! 
O wretched father | left alone, 
To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own ! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs'd with 
And, drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, [ woe, 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 
Now ſhe, alas! is gone, 
From folly and from vice their helpleſs age to ſave ? 


Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore: 
From theſe fond arms, that vainly firove 
With hapleſs, ineffectual love, 
To guard her boſom from the mortal blow 
Could not your favouring pow'r, Abnian 
| maids, 
Could not, alas! your pow'r prolongher date: 
For whom fo _ in theſe foirine ſhades, 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 
You open d all your facred ftore; 
Whate'er your ancient ſages taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 
And bade her raptur'd breaſt with all your ſpirit 
Nor then did Pindus or Caftalia's plain, 
Or Aganippe's fount, your ſteps detain, 
Nor in tlic Theſpian valleys did you play ; 
Nor then on Mincio's bank * _. 
Beſet with ofiers dank, 


Nor 
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Nor where Clitumnus rolls his gentle 
ſtream, 
Nor where, through hanging woods, 
Steep Anio + pours his floods, 
Nor yet where Meles g or Iliſſus & tray, 

Ill does it now beſcem, 
Thar, of your guardian care bereft, 

To dire diſeaſe and death your darling ſhould be 

| left. 


Now what avails it, that in early bloom, 
When light fantaſtic toys 
Are all her ſex's joys, 
With you ſhe ſearch'd the wit of Greece 
and Rome; | 
And all that in her latter days, 
To emulate her ancient praite, 
Italia's happy genius couid produce 
Or what the Gallic fire 
Bright ſparkling could infpire, 
By all the Graces temper'd and refin'd; 
Or what, in Britain's iſle, 
Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 
The pow'rs of Reaſon and of Fancy join'd 
To fall perfection have conſpir'd to raiſe ? 
Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all thoſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 
To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now con- 
fign'd! | | 
At leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 
| Tis yours from death to ſave, - 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 
With golden characters her worth engrave. 
Come then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 
And ftrew with choiceſt flow'rs her hallow'd 
tomb; 
But foremoſt thou, in ſable veſtment clad, 
Wich accents fweet and fad, 
Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Laura's 


To every want, and every woe, 
To guilt itſelf when in diſtreſs, 
The balm of piry would impart, 

And all relief that bounty could beſtow?! ! 
E'en for the kid or lamb, that pour d its life 
Beneath the bloody knife, | 

| Her gentle tears would fall; 
Tears, from 6s Virtue's ſource, benevolent to all. 


Not only good and kind, 
But ſtrong and elevated was her mind: 
A ſpirit that with noble pride 
Could look ſuperior down 
On Fortune's ſmile or frown ; 
That could, without regret or pain, 
To Virtue's loweſt duty ſacrifice 
Or Intereſt or Ambition's higheſt prize ; 
That, injur'd or offended, never tried 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain, 
But by magnanimous diſdain. LCN 
A wit that, temperately bright, 
Wich inoffenſive light | 
All pleaſing ſhone; nor ever paſs d 
The decent bounds that Wiſdom's ſober hand, 
Aud ſweet Benevolence's mild command, 
And baſhful Modeſty, before it caſt. 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd, | ! 
That nor too little nor too much believ'd ; 
That ſcoru'd unjuſt Suſpicion's coward fear, 
And, without weakneſs, knew to be fincere. 
Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days, 
Amiqdſt th' acclaim of univerſal praiſe,  _ ; 
In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom, 
Deathcame remorſeleſs on, andſunk her tothe tomb. 
So, where the ſilent ſtreams of Liris glide, 
In the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle pale, 
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head ; 


e Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn; [urn From ev', branch the balm flow'rets riſe, 
a | O come, and to this fairer Laura pay _. On ev'ry h the golden ruits are ſeen ; 
; A more impaſſion d tear, a more pathetic lay With odours ſweet it fills the 41 ſkies, 
Tell how each beauty of her mind and face 1 mphs tend it, and th Idalian 
as bri d by ſome ſweet peculiar grace! 3 : $7 26.4 
I | 2 Re mas 6 ev'ry A + of But, in the gg of all its blooming pride, 
n Thro' her expreſſive eyes her foul diſtinctly A 14 wa Lu Den 2 2 | 
ſpoke! | old with perpetual ſnows z {and dies. 
7 Tell how her manners, by the world refin'd, The tender blighted plant ſhrinks up its leaves, 
Left all the raint of modiſh vice behind, Ariſe, O Petrarch ! from th' Elyſian bow'rs, 
A And madeeachcharmof poliſh'd courrs agree With never-fading myrtles twin'd | 
With candid Truth's fimplicity, And fragrant with ambroſial flow IS, 
And uncorrupted Innocence! Where to thy Laura thou again art join d; 
Tell how to more than manly ſenſe Arife, and hither bring the ſilver lyre, - 
it She join'd rhe ſoft'ning influence Tun'd by thy ſkilful hand, 
Of more than female tenderneſs: | To the ſoft notes of elegant deſire, 
ow, in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy,, pr With which o'er many a land * 
V hich oft the care of others“ good deſtroy, Woas ſpread the fame of I Or Rs lore; 
' Her kindly melting heart, | To me refign the vocal ſhell, 3 
* The Clitumnus is a tiver of Umbria, the reſidence of Propertius. 
+ The Anio runs through Tibur or Tivoli, where Horace had a villa. | 
The Meles is a river of Ionia, from wheace Homer, ſuppoſed to be born on its banks, is called 
Mellifigenes. | | 
4 4 The Iliſſus is a river at Athens. 
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And teach my ſorrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale ſo well, 
As may e en things inanimate,  [move. 
Raugh mountain oaks, and deſert rocks, to pity 
What were, alas! thy woes, compar'd tomine ? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band 
Of Hymen never gave her hand; 
The joys of wedded love were never thine. 
In thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ſhare, 
Nor with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that feſter d there: 
Nor did her fond affeftion on the bed 
Of ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 


And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame 
Wich pledges dear, and with a father's tender name. 


O beſt of wives! O dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms; 
How can my foul endure the loſs of thee ? 
How in the world, to me a deſert grown, 
Abandon'd and alone, | 
Without my ſweet companion can I live? 
: * Without thy lovely ſmile, - 
The dear reward of ey'ry virtuous toil, 
What pleafures now can pall'd Ambition give? 
Een the delightful ſenſe of well-earn'd praiſe, 
Unſhar'd by thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts 
could raiſe. | | 
For my diſtracted mind 
What ſuccour can I find? 
On whom for ere _ I call 2 
+4- +BY me, ev'ry friend ; 
1 Your kind iftance lend, | 
To bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe. 
Alas each friend of mine, ah 
S dear departed love, fo much was thine 
Are fas. 


a. 
#1 


— 
* 


any comfort to beſtow. 
a + My books, the beſt relief 
In every other grief, | 
now with your idea ſadden'd all: 


| Each favourite author we together read 
My tortur'd memory wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy 


We were the happieſt pair of human kind: 
The rolling year its various courſe perform'd, 
And back return d again; 
Another, and another, ſmiling came, 
And faw our happineſs unchang'd remain. 
Still in her golden chain 
 Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind: 
Our ſtudies, pleaſures, taſte, the ſame. 
DOD fatal, fatal ſtroke! 
That all this pleaſing fabric Love had rais'd 
Of rare felicity, 


On which even wanton Vice with envy gaz'd, ! 


And every ſchemeof bliſs opr hearts had form'd, 
Wich ſoothing hope for many a future day, 
In one fad — barks ' 
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Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, | 


| 
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| Yet, O my foul! thy riſing murmurs ſtay; 
Nor dare th” all-wiſe Biſpoſer to arraign, * 
Or agaiaſt his ſupreme decree 
With impious grief complain. 
That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade, 
Was his moſt righteous will—and be that will 
obey d. 
Would thy fond love his grace to her controvl; 
And, in theſe low abodes of fin and pain, 
Her pure exalted ſoul, , 
Unjuſtly, for thy partial good, detain ? | 
No—rather ſtrive thy grovelling mind to raiſe 
Up to that unclouded blaze, 1 
That heavenly radiance of eternal light, 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity ſces, 
How frail, how infecure, how flight, 
Is every mortal bliſs ; 
| Even Love itſelf, if riſing by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfect ſtate, 
7 ſhoſe flecting joys ſo ſoon muſt end, 
It does not to its ſovereign good aſcend. 
Riſe then, my ſoul, with hope elate, 
And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
Whoſe peaceful path, and ever-open gate, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs: 
There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore; 
There yield up all his pow'r ne'er to divide you 
more. 


——_— 
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17 was a winter's evening, and faſt came down 
the ſnow, | blow, 
And keenly oer the wide heath the bitter blaſt did 


When a damſel all forlorn, quite bewilder'd in her 
| way 8 
Preſs'd her baby to her boſom, and ſadlythus didſay: 


* Oh! cruel was my father, that ſhut his door 
on me, [ſee ; 


And cruel was my mother, that ſuch a ſight could 


And cruel is the wint'ry wind, that chills my heart 
with cold; for gold ! 
But crueller than all, the lad that left my love 


Huſh, huſh, my lovely baby, and warm thee in 

my 8 ; I.treſt! 

Ah, little thinks thy father how ſadly we re diſ- 

For, cruel as he is, did he know but how we fare, 

He'd ſhield us in his arms from this bitter piercing 
air. | 

Cold, cold, my deareſt jewel ! thy little life is gone: 

Oh let my tears revive thee, ſo warm that trickle 

down: [they fall: 


My tears that guſh ſo warm, oh they freeze before 


Ah wretched, wretched mother ! thou rt now 


bereft of all.” 
Then down ſhe ſunk deſpairing upon the drifted 
ſnow ; | - [her woe : 


And, wrung with killing anguiſh, lamented loud 

She 3 her baby's pale lips, and laid it by her 
ide; 

Then caſt her eyes to heaven, then bow ed her 

| head, and died. 
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$ 97. The School Miftrefs. In Imitation of Spenſer. ) 
| 7 _ SHENS TONE. 


| Auditae voces, vagitus et ingens, 
Infantumque animae flentes in limine primo. VIRG « 
A me ! full ſorely is my heart forlorn, 
To think how modeſt worth negleCted lies, 
While partial Fame doth with her blaſts adorn 
Bauch deeds alone as pride and pomp diſguiſe; 
Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, Goddeſs ! let me try 
To found the praiſe of merit ere it dies; 
Such as I oft have chanced to eſpy, 
Loft in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 


In ev'ry village, mark'd with little ſpire, { fame, 
Embower'd in trees, and hardly known to 
There dwells, in lowly ſhade and mean attire, 


A matron old, whom we School-mitſtreſs | 


name; . 
Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame: 
They, grieven fore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentleſs dame, 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 
For unkempt hair, or taſk unconn'd, are forelyſhent. 


And all in fight doth riſe a birchen tree, br 


Which Learning near her little dome did tow, 
Whilome a twig of ſmall regard to ſee, 
Tho now ſo wide its waving branches flow, 
And work the ſimple vaſſals mickle woc; 


For not a wind might curl the leaves that 


blew, low; 

But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat 

And, as they look'd, they found their horror 
grew, | : 

And ſhap d it into rods, and tingled at the view. 


So have I ſeen {who has not, may conceive) 
A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt: 
They ſtart, tidy Bake. they wheel, they look 
aghaſt ; | 
Sad ſervitude ! Such comfortleſs annoy 
May no bold Briton's riper age e er taſte! 
e ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 
Ne viſion empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy ! 
Near to this dome is found a patch ſo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; 
And at the door impris'ning bourd is ſeen, 


Leſt weaklywightsof ſmaller ſize ſhould ſtray, | 


Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day ! 


he noiſes intermix d, which thence reſound, | - 


Do Learning's little tenemeat betray; 


Where fits the dame, diſguis'd in look pro- 


found, © | [ around. 
And eyes her Fairy throng, and turns her wheel 
Her cap, far whiter than the driven ſnow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield ; | 
Her apron dyed in grain, as blue, I trowe, 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 
And in her hand, for ſceptre, ſhe does wield 
T way birchen ſprays, with anxious fear en- 
twin'd, 


| * The fouth-weſk i, ſouthy, &c. 
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With dark diſtruſt, and fad repentance fill d, 
And ſtedfaft hate, and ſharp affliction join'd, 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chaftifement unkind. 


Few but have kenn'd, in ſemblance meet pour- 


tray d, 
The childiſh faces of old Zfol's train, 
Libs, Notus, Aufter® : theſe in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare or earth, orſky,or main, 
Were the ſtern god to give his ſlaves the rein ? 


And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 


| And were not ſhe her ſtatutes to maintain, 
The cot no more, I ween,weredeem'd the cell 


Where comely peace of mind and decent order 
Il. | 


dwe 


A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders throws ; 
A ruſſet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 
*'T was ſimple ruſſet, but it was her own, 


Twas her own country bred the flock fo fair; - 


"Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare; 


And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils, rang'd around, | 


Thro” pious awe did term it paſſing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubr, fe been the greateſt wight 
on ground, 4 8 
Albeit, ne flatt'ry did corrupt her truth; 
Ne pompovs title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good- woman, goſſip, n'aunt, forſooth, 
Or dame, the fole additions ſhe did hear; 
Vet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe ſhe held rig 
dear: = 
Ne would c{teem him act as moughtbehove, 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere; 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 


But there was cke a mind which did that title love. 


One ancient hen the took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the buſy dame, 
Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 
Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came; 
Such favour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And if negleCt had Javidh'd on the ground 


Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame ; = 


For well 1 knew, and quaintly could ex- 
What ſin Ne wert to waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe 


„„ 5 
Herbs too ſhe knew, and well of each could 
ſpeak, nb 
That in her garden ſipp'd the frlv'ry dew, 
Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gaudy freak, 
But herbs for uſe and phy ſie not a fem, 


rey renown, Within thoſe borders grew; 1 


Of 
The tufted baſil, pun-provokiong thyme, 
Freſh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue, 
The Jowly gill, that never dares to.chmb, 


R 
Vet euphraſy may not be left unſung, 


And more I fain would ſing, diſdaining here to - 


That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around; 


And pungent radiſh, biting infant's tongue; 
And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's 


wound ; 


And 


r 


* 
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And marj ram ſweet, in ſhepherd's poſie found; 
And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidf the labours of her loom, 


And crown her kerchiefs clean with mickle rare 
perfume. 


And hcretrim roſe marine, that whilom crown'd_ 


The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer, 
Ere, driven from its envied fite, it found 
A facred thelter for its branches here, 
Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts ap- 
pear. 
O waſſel days! O cuſtoms meet and well! 
Ere this was baniſh'd from its lofty ſphere ; 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 
Nor ever _ ſhe more with thane and lordling 
| duell. 
Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve, 
Hymned ſuch pſalms as Sternhold forth did 
mete. ; 
If winter twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave : 
But in her garden found a ſummer ſeat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 


How Ifrael's fons, beneath a foreign king, | 


While taunting foe-men did a ſong entreat, 
All for the nonce untuning every ftring, 
Uphung their uſeleſs lyres—ſmall.heart had they 

5 to ſing. 
For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And paſs d much time in truly virtuous deed; 
And in thoſe elfins' ears would oft deplore 
„ r when Truth by Popiſh rage did 
bleed, | 
And tortious death was true Devotion's mced ; 
And fimple Faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her crecd; 
And lawvy ſaints in ſmould ring flames did 
{| jo vwhumt [rerurn. 
Ah! deareſt Lord! forefend thilk days ſhould e er 
In elbow- chair, like that of Scottiſh tem, 
By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring Eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his di-dem, 
Our ſovꝰreign prince and liefeſt liege is plac'd. 
The matron ſate: and fome with rank the 


| grac'd, 
The ſource of children's and of courtier's 
pride! | 
Redreſs d affronts (for vile affronts there paſs d), 
And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them beride. 


@ well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry, 


o thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe; | 


Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 


And ſome entice with pittance ſmall o 2 


And other ſome with baleful ſprig ſhe frays: 

E en abſent, ſhe the reins of pow r doth hold, 

While — — quaint arts the giddy crowd ſhe 
ways; | 

- Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 

Twill png in her ear, and all the ſcene un- 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book II. 


Lo! now with fare ſhe utters the command ! 
Eftſoons the urchins to their taſks repair; 
Their books, of ſtature ſmall, they take in hand, 
W hich with pellucid horn ſecured are, 
To fave from finger wet the letters fair. 
The work ſo gay that on their back is ſeen 
St. George's high achievements does declare, 
On which thilk-wight that has ygazing been, 
Kens the forth-coming rod; unpleaſing fight, [ 
ween | 
Ah! luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil ftar! it irks me whilſt 1 write ! 
As erſt the bard * by Mulla's filver ſtream, 
Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite ; 
For, brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 
To looſe the brogues, the ſtripling's late de- 
"0 OI 
And down they drop; appears his dainty kin, 
Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. 
O ruthful ſcene ! when from a nook obſcure 
His little fiſter doth his peril fee; 
All playful as ſhe fate, ſhe grows demure, 
She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee ; 
She meditates a pray'r to ſet him free: 
Nor gentle pardon covid this dame deny 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her fad grief that ſwells in either eye, 
And wrings her fo, that all for pity ſhe could die. 


No longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command 
And hardly ſhe forbears, thro' awful fear, 
To ruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 
To ſtay harſh juſtice in its mid career. 
On thee ſhe calls, on thee, her parent dear! 
( Ah! too remote to ward the a meful blow!) 
She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 
And foon a flood of tears begins to flow, 
And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woc. 


But, ah! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 
Or what device his loud laments explain? 
The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 
The pallid hue that dyes 2 looks amain ? 
The plenteous ſhow r that does his cheek diftain? 
When he in abje& wiſe implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 
Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 
And, thro' the thatch, his cries each falling ſtroke 
proclaim. | 
The other tribe, aghaſt, with ſore diſma 
Attend, and conn their taſks with mickle care; 
By turns, aſtonicd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, | 
And from their fellow's hateful waunds 
beware, 
Knowing, I wiſt, how each the ſame may ſhare ; 
Till fear has taught them a performance 


meet 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair, 
Whence oft with ſugar'd cates ſhe doth 'em 
grect | 4 
And gingerbread y- rare; now, certcs, doubly 
ſweet! | 


- * Spenſer, 


See, 
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See, tot} err ſeats they hye with merry glee, 
And in beſeemly order ſitten there, 
All but the wight of bum y-galled; he 
Abhorreth bench, and ſtool, and form, and 
chair Chair); 
(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his 
And cke with ſnubs profound, and heaving 
breaſt, 
Convulſions intermitting! does declare 
His grievous wrong, his dame's unjuſt beheſt, 
And ſcorns heroffer'd love, and ſhuns to be careſs'd. 


His face beſprent with liquid eryſial ſhines 
His blooming face, that ſeems a purple flow'r, 
Which low to carth its doping head declines, 
All ſmear'd and ſullied by a vernal ſhow'r. | 
Oh the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r ! 
All, all but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 
All, all but ſhe, regret this mournful hour: 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r 
ſhall claim, 
If fo I decm aright, tranſcending worth and fame. 


Behind ſome door in melancholy thought, 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff ! pines ; 
Ne for his fellows joyaunce careth ought, 
But to the wind all merriment reſigns, 
And deems it ſhame if he to peace inclines ; 
And many a fullen look aſkaunce is ſent, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he deſignus; 
And ſtill the more to ny him ſhe > #4 
The more on he, perverſe, her *haviour paſt 
reſent, | 


Ah me! how much I fear left pride it be! 
Bur if that pride it be which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames ! with nice diſcernment ſee, 
Ye quench not too the ſparks of nobler fires : 
Ah! better far than all the Muſes” lyres 
(All coward arts) is valour's gen'rous heat; 
The firm fix'd breaſt which fit and right re- 
quires, | 
Like Vernon's patriot ſoul, more juſtly 


þ 


great 


Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow'ry falfe | 


deceit. 
Yet, nurs'd with kill, what dazzling fruit 
appear ! 
E'en now ſagacious foreſight points to ſhow 
A little bench of heedleſs bilhops here, 
And there a chancellor in embryo, 
Or bard ſublime, if bard may e er be fo; 
Ass Milton, Shakeſpeare, names that ne'er 
ſhall die! | 
Tho' now he crawl along the ground ſo low 
Nor weeting how the Muſe ſhould ſoar on 
high, (fly. 
Wiſheth, poor ſtarv'ling elf! his paper kite may 
And this perhaps, who, cens'ring the deſign, - 
Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth 
build, 
Shall Dennis be, if rigid Fates incline; . 
And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield, 
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And many a poet quit th'Avnian field: 
And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 
As he who now, with ſdainful fury thrill'd, 
Surveys mine work, and levels many a ſneer, 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, * What 
ſtuff is here! | | 


But now Dan Phcebus gains the middle ſky, 
And Liberty unbars her priſon- door; 
And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the graſſy cirque han cover'd o'er 
With boiſt' rous revel-rout and wild uproar. 
A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run; 
Heaven ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I im- 
plore! i | 
For well may Freedom, erſt fo dearly won, 
Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the ſun. 
Enjoy, poor imps! enjoy your ſportive trade, 
And chaſe gay flies, and cullthe faireſt low'rs; 
For when my bones in graſs- green ſods are laid; 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In knightly — * or in ladies” bow rs. 
O vain, to ſeek delight in — things! 
But moſt in courts, where proud Ambition 
tow'rs ; 
Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can 
ſpring | 
Beneath the 3 dome of keſar or of king. 
Sec in each ſprite ſome various bent appear i 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay; 
Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer, 
Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way: 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſtanding lake their l bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth, at duck and drake to 
lay ; 
Thitk to the huxter's ſav*ry cottage tend, 
Inpaſtry kings and queens th'alloted mite toſpend. 


Here, as cach ſeaſon yields a different tore, 
Each ſcaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage=net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full fore th'nnmonied wight, are ſeen; 
And gooleb'rie, clad in liv'ry red or green: 
And here of lovely dye the Cath'rine pear 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice I ween ; 
O may no wighr e'er. penoyleſs come there, 


| Left, ſmit with ardent love, he pine with hopeleſs 


care 


See cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread ſo white in tempting poſies tied, 
Scatt'ring like blooming maid their glances 
round, | | 
With pamper'd look draw little eyes aſide, 
And mutt be bought, tho' penury beride ; 
The plum all azure, and rhe nut all brown; 
And here each ſeaſon do thoſe cakes abide, 
Whoſe honour'd names th' inventive city 
own, 1 EIT 
Rend'ring thro' Britain's iſle Salopia's praiſes 


C Shrewſbury cakes. 


Known. 
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Admir'd Salopia ! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form inSevern's ambient wave, 
Fam d for her loyal cares in perils tried; 
er daughters lovely, and herſtriplings brave: 
Ah! midſt the reſt, may flowers adorn his grave 
Whole art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay 
A motive fair to Learning's imps he gave, 
Who cheerleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray, 
Till Reafor's morn ariſe, and light them on their 
Ways | a 


— „ 


5 98. Oriental Eclogues. By Mr. CoLLIIðs. 


ECLOGTUE 1. 
Selim; or, the Shepberd"s Moral. 
scene, a Valley near Bagdat.---Time, the Morning. 


W Perſian maids, attend your Poet's lays, 
And hear how ſhepherds paſs their golden 
days. ä 
Not all are bleſt, whom Fortune's hand ſuſtains 
With Po in courts, nor all that hauat the 
© plains: 

Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
«>Tts virtue makes the bliſs, where'erwe dwell.” 
Thus Selim ſung, by ſacred Truth inſpir'd; 

Nox praiſe but ſuch as Truth beſtow d, deſir'd: 
Wile in himſelf, his meaning ſongs convey d 
Inferming morals to the ſhepherd maid; 
Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
What groves nor ſtreams beſtow a virtuous mind. 
When fweet and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, 

"The radiant morn refum'd her orient pride; 
When wanton gales along the vallies play, 
Breathe on each flow r, and bear their ſweets away; 
By Tyeris' wandering waves he fat, and ſung 
"This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young: 
Le Perfian 7 he ſaid, to 22 delong 
6 (Well x leaſe) the morals of my ſong : 
- 1 1 truft, than you are <A> 
©Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around! 
The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gemler ray, delicious to your eyes; | 
For you thoſe fow'rs her fragrant hands beftow, 
Aud yours the love that kings delight to know. 
< Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind ble ſſings Heaven can grant the fair: 
Wo truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, 

+ Boaſt but the worth Balſora s. pearls diſplay 
«£ Drawh from the deep, we own the ſurface bright; 
© Bat, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light. 


« Such are the maids, and fuch the charms they | 
{ boaſt, | 


* By ſenſe vnaided, or to virtue loſt. 
Self. flattꝰ ring ſex? your hearts believe in vain 
That Love ſhall blind, when once he fires, the 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, [ ſwain; 
As ſpots on ermin beautify the Kin: 

4 Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
Esch ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 
Each tender paſſion man delights to find 
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Bled were the days when Wiſdom held: her 


And Love the laſt. By theſe rn 


© relgngy : 
© And ſhepherds ſought her on the filent plain ; 
* With Truth ſhe wedded in the ſecret grove, 
Immortal Truth! and daughters bleſs d their 
love. : 

0 haſte, fair maids ! ye Virtues, come away 
* Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way ! 
Ihe balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
By Ind exceli'd, or Araby, no more. 

* Loſt to our fields, for ſo the fates ordain, 
The dear deſerters ſhall return again. | 
Coine thou, whoſe thoughts as limpid fprings 

© are clear ; 


To lead the train, ſweet Modeſty, appear: | 


Here make thy court amidft our rural ſcene, 


And ſhepherd girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 
© With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, 

« Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid; 

© But man the moſt—not more the mountain doe 
© Holds the ſwift falcon for her deadly foe. 
Cold is her breaſt, like flowers that drink the dew; 
© A filken veil conceals her from the view. 

No wild defires amidſt thy train be known, 

© But Faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone: 

© Deſponding 
And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs ; 


© Theſe are the virtues that muſt lead to 
Thvs ſung the ſwain; and ancient legends ſa 

The maids of Bagdat verified the A P 

Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along ; 


The ſhepherds lov'd, and Selim bleſs d his ſong. 
| „„ „ 
Haſſan; or, the Camel-Driver. 


scenes the Deſert, -—Time, Mid-Day. 


IN ſilent horror, o'er the boundleſs waſte, 
The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs d: 
One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 

And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ſtore; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 


* 
-. 


To guard his ſhaded face from 38 fänd. 


The fultry fun had gain'd the middle ſky, . 

And not a tree, and not an herb, was nigh : 

The beaſts with pain their duſty way purſue, 

Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 

With deſperate ſorrow wild, th' affrighted man 

Thrice figh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaft, and thus 
began: FI 5 

* Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 

When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my 

« way! Fe 

Ah!, little thought I of the blaſting wind, 

The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find! 

« Bethink thee, Hafan, where ſhall thirſt aſſuage, 

When fails this cruſe, his unreleating rage? 


Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign; 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine ? 


The lov d perfection of a female mind! 


The Gulf of that name, famous for che pearl-fiſhery, 


| « Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare ! 


* Here, 
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Meekneſs, with her downcaſt eyes, 


* 
S & K aA X K M «a => a a = => „„ 


«a a a K _ a «„ ©» 


SS a *% aa + «a +a 


K 


. 


2 


us 


* : ; * "I Ei 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 


Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate: the day, 
. © In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 


? Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales, 


© beſtow :; F 


Here rocks alone and taſteleſs ſands are found, 

And faint and fickly winds for ever howlaround. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
« When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 

© way! | 

© © Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade 

« Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade ! 

The lily Peace outſhines the ſilver- ſtore, 

And life is dearer than the golden ore: 

© Yet money tempts us o'er the deſert brown, 

© To ev'ry diſtant mart and wealthy town. 

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſca; 

And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 

Ah! why this ruin fo attractive made? 

Or why, fond man, fo eaſily betray' d? 

Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 

The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleaſure's ſony ? 


Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's ſide, 


© The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride; 


Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold 


© Than dreary deſerts, if they lead to gold ? 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
EE Ek 

O ceaſe, my fears !—all frantic as I go, 
« When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of 
* woe. | 
What if the lion in his rage I meet ! 
Oft in the duſt T view his printed feet: 


And, fearful | oft, when day's declining light 


« Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
By hunger rous d, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
« Gaunt wolves and ſullen tigers in his train; 

© Before them Death, with ſhrieks, direQs their 


© way ! 


« Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 


© Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my 
© way! 
At that dead hour the filent aſp ſhall creep, 
If aught of reſt I find, upon my tleep : 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
© And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wife, contented poor; 
From luſt of wealth, and dread of death, ſecure! 
They tempt no deſerts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my 
+ way 
O hapleſs youth ! for ſhe thy love hath won, 
* The tender Zara, will be moſt undone ! 
Big ſwell' d my heart, and own'd the pow'rful 


* maid, 


* When faſt ſhe dropp'd her tears, and thus ſhe 


* {laid 
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&« Farewel the youth, whom ſighs could not detain, 


*|** Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain; 
Vet. as thou go'ſt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe 


*© Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected fighs ! 
* Safe o'er the wild, no perils mayſt thou ſce; 


No griefs endure ; nor weep, falſe youth, like 


% me! 

O let me ſafely to the fair return, | 
Say, with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not mourn ! 
O let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 

© Recall'd by Witdom's voice, and Zara's tears * 
He ſaid; and call'd on Heaven to bleſs the day 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his ways 


ECLOGUE III. 


Ara; or, the Georgian Sultand:; 
Scene, a Foreſt. Time; the Evening. 


IN Georgia's land, where Tefflis' tow'rs are ſeen 
In diſtant tiew along the level green 
While evening dews enrich the glitt' ring glade, 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade; 
What time 'tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ſtray, 
Or ſcent the breathing:maize at ſetting day 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyra fung the pleaſing cares of love. 
Of Abra firſt began the tender ſtrain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain; 
At morn ſhe came, thoſe willing flocks to lead, 
Where lilies rear them in the wat'ry mead: 
From carly dawn the live-long hours ſhe told, 
Till late ar ſilent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers ſhe made. 
Gay motley'd pinks and ſweet jonquils ſhe choſe®, 
The violet blue that on the moſs-hank grow 
All ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there: 
The finiſh'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 
Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ſtray, 
By love conducted from the chace away: 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, .. 
And fought the vales and echoing groves among. 
At length he found; and woo'd the rural maid; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 
- © Be evry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abralov'd !? 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; 
Yet ſeill her crook and bleating flock remain: y 
Oft as ſhe went ſhe backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair happy maid | to other ſcenes remove; 
To richer ſcenes of golden pow'r and love ! 
Go leave the ſimple pipe, and ſhepherd's ſtrain g 
With love delight thee, and with Abd s reign. 
© Beev'ry rt yer ey Abbas mov'd, FER 
And ev'ry Georgian waid like Abra low d!“ 
Yet, midſt the blaze of courts, ſhe fix d her love 
On the cool fountain, or the ſhady grove z 


Still, with the ſhepherd's innocence, her mi 
'T o the {weet wle and flow'ry mead inclin'd: 


That theſe flowers are found in very great abundance in ſome of the provincs of Perſia, ſee the Modern 


Aiſtor, of the ingenious Mr, Salmon. 
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And oft as Spring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
Breath d his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant hours; 
Wich ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band 

Each bore a crook all- rural in in her hand: 

Some fimple lay of flocks and herds they ſung; 

Witlr joy the mountain and the foreſt rung. 
BgBe ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov d, 

* And ev ry Georgian maid like Abra low d! 
And oft the royal lover left the care 

And thorus of ſtate, attendant ou the fair; 

Oft to the ſhades anck low- roof d cots retir'd, 

Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir d 

A ruffet mantle, hike a {wain, he wore ; 

And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more. 
« Be ev ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!? | 
Bleſt was the life that royal Abbas led: 

Sweet War his love, and innocent his d. 

What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 

The ſimple ſnepherd girl can love as well. 

Let thofe who rule cn Perſia's jewell'd throne 

Be fam d for love, and gentleſt love alone j 

Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 

The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 

O happy days the maids around her fay ; 

* © hatte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away 
ge ev ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd. 

* Andev ry Georgian maid Ike Abra lov'd !' 
ECLOGUE rv. 
Agi and Secander; or, the Fugitives. 
ene, a Moustzin, in Circaſa Time, Mitnight, 
IN fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each ſwain was bleſt, for ev ry maid was kind; 
At that Kill hour when awful midnight rcigns, 


And none bur wrerches haunt the twilight plains; | 
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Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair; 
And leave to rufhan bands their fleecy care. 


| SECANDER., 
Unhappy land f whoſe bleſſings tempt the ſword ; 


In vain, unheard, thou call ft thy Perſian lord! 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtlefs indblence reſign'd. 

Soft dreams of love and pleaſure tooth his mind: 
Midſt fair ſultanas loft in idle joy, 

No wars alarm him, and no fcars annoy. 

AGIB. 


Yet theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry hear, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the fight is Zabra's flow'ry plain, 
And once by maids aud ſhepherds lov'd in vain 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to reve 
By Sargis“ banks, or Irwan's ſhady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flow'ry vale; 
Fair ſcenes ! but, ah ! ns more with peace poſſeſt, 
With eaſe aluiing and with plenty bleſt. 
No more the Ihepherds'whit'ning tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteaus year; 
No more the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown'd 
But Rum ſpreads her baleful fires around. 

SEC ANDER. 

In vam Circaſſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves : 
In vain ſhe buaſts hey faireſt of the fair, 
Their eyes blue languiſh, and their golden hair, 
Thoſe eyes in tears their fruntleſs grief muſt ſend; 
Thole heirs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhalk rend. 

AG1B. 


Ye Georgian ſwains, that piteous learn from far 


M hat time the moon had hung her lamp on high, Circafſia's ruin, and the waſte of war; 


And pals'd in radiance thro' the cloudleſs {ky ; 
Sad oer the & two brother thepherds ficd, 
Where wild'ring fear and defp'rate forrow led: 


Faſt as they preſs d their flight, behind them lay 


Wide ravag d plams, and valleys ſtole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fde they ran 

Fill, faint and weak, Secander thus began: 

N SECANDER. 
Oh ſtay thee, Agib; for my feet deny, 

No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 

Friend of my heart, oh turn thee, and ſurvey, 
Trace ovr fad flight chip all its length of way 
And firſt review chat long- extended plain, 


And yon wide groves, already paſs'd with pain 
on ragged cliff, whoſe dang rovs path we tried! 


And, laſt, this lofty mountain's weary fide ! 
AG | 


IB. 
Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 


The toils of flight, or ſome ſeve er woc! 

Still as 1 haſte, the Tartar ſhouts behind, 

And fhricks and ſorrows load the ſadd'ning wind 

In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 

He blafts our harveſts, and deforms our Ind. 
on citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 


Drops its fair honours to the conquering flame; 
a N wa | 


| Some weightier arms than crooks and ſtaffs pre- 
are, 

To ſhield your harveſt, and defend your fair: 
The Turk and Tartar like defigns purſue, 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and ſteadfaſt to undc- 

Wild as his land, in native deſerts bred, 

By luſt incited, or by malie led, 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 


Vet none ſo cruet as the Tartar foe, 
To death mur'd, and nurs'd in ſcenes of woe. 
He faid ; when Joud along the vale was heard 
A ſhriller farick, and nearer fires appear'd: 
Th affriglited ſhepherds, thro' the dews of night, 
ide o'er the moon- light hills renew'd their flight. 


| — 8 


sin, heaventy Muſe! 
| „% Things unattempted yet in profe. or rhyme ;“ 
A Shilling, Breechcs, and Chimeras' dire - 


APPY the man, who, void of cares and ſtriſe, 
In ſilken or in leathern purſe retains 
A ſplendid ſhilling. He nor hcars with pain 
New oyſters cried, nor ſighs for cheerful ale: 


Oft marks with blood and waſting flames the was j 


$ 99. The Splendid Sbilling. J. PHILLIPS, | 


4 But with his friends, when nightly miſts wiſe, | 
; ; 9 
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To Juniper's Magpye, or Town Hall *, repairs; 


Where, mindful ot the nymph whoſe wanton eye 


Transfix'd his ſoul, and kindled amorous flames 
Chloe or Phillis, he each circling glats 
Wiſheth her health, and joy, and equal love, 


Meanwhile he ſmokes, and laughs at merry tale, 


Or pun ambiguous, or conu::drum quaint. 
Bur I, whom griping, penury ſurrounds. 
And hunger, ture attendant upon want, 


With ſcaury offals, and ſmall acid tiff, 


(Wretched repaſt !) my meagre corle ſuſtain : 
Then folitary walk, or doze at home 

In garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill'd fingers; or, from tube as black 
As winter chimney, or well-poliſh'd jet, 
Exhale mundungus, ili-perfuming ſcent ; 
Not blacker tube, nor of a ſhorter fize, 
Smokes Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallader and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic talc) when he 

O'er many a craggy hill and varren cliff, 
Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceſteian cheeſe, 


High overſhadowing rides, with a deſign 


To verd his wares, or at th' Arvonian mart, 
Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 
Yclep'd Brechinia, or where Vaga's ſtream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful foil 


Whence flow necᷣtareous wines, that well may vie 


With Mailic, Sctin, or renown'd Falcrn. 

Thus, while my ſoyleſs minutes tedious flow, 
With looks demuie, and ſilent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monſter ! hated by gods and men, 

To my atrial citadel aicends : 

Vitl vocal heel thrice t und'ring at my gate, 
Vith hideovs accent thrice he calls; I know 

The voice ill-boding, and the folemn ſound. 

What ſhould J do: or whither turn? Amaz'd, 
Confounded, to the dark recels | fly 

Of wood-hole; ſtraight my briſtling hairs erect 
Thro' tudden fear ; 4 chilly {weat bedews 

My ſnudd' ing limbs, and (wonderful to tell!) 
My tongue forgets her faculty of fpeech; 

So horrible he ſeems ! His faded brow 
Entrench'd with many a frown, and conick beard 
And ſpreading band, admir'd by modern faints, 
Diſaſtrous acts forebode; in his right hand 
Long ſcrolls of paper ſolemniy he waves, 

With characters and figures dire 1:{crib'c, 
Grievous to mortal eyes (ye gods, avert 


Such plagues from righteous men). Behind him 


[ (talks: 


Another monſter, not unlike himſelf, 
Sullen of aſpect, by the vulgar call d 
A Catchpole, whoſe polluted hands the gods 
With force incredible, and magic charms, 
Erſt have endued'; if he his ampie palm 
Should haply on ill-fated ſhoulder lay 
Of debtor, ſtraight his body, to the touch 
Obſequious (as whilom knights were wont), 
To ſome enchanted caftle is convey'd, 
Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 
In durance ftrift detain him; till, in form 
Of money, Pallas ſets the captive free. 

Beware, ye debtors! when ye walk beware, 
Be cirgumſpett ; oft with inſidious ken | 
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This caitiff eyes your ſteps aloof; and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to enchant ſome 1nadvertent wretch 
With his unhaliow'd touch. 80 (poets fing) 
Grimalkin, to domeſtic vermin ſworn 

An everlaſting foe, with waichful eye 

Lies nightly bio:ding o'er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtleſs mice 
Sure ruin. So her diſembowell'd web 
Arachne in a hall or kitchen ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant flies: the ſecret ſtands 

| Within her woven cell; the humming prey, 
Regardleſs of their fate, rufa on the toils 
lnextricable, nor will aught avail 

Their arts, or arms, or {hapes of lovely hve 
The waſp inſidious, and tlie buzzing drone, 
And butterfly, proud of expanded wings 
Diſtinct with gold, entangled in her ſnares, 
Ulteicfs reſiſtance make: with eager ſtrides, 
She tow'ring flies to her expected ſpoils; 
Then with envenom'd jaws the vital blood 
Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 

{| heir bulky carcaſes triumphant drags. 

So paſs my days. But when nocturnal ſhades 
This world envelop, and th' inclement air ; 
Pertiades men to repel berumbing froſts 
ith pleafant wines, and crackling blaze of wood; 
Me, lonely fitting, nor re glimmering light 
If make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friends, delights; diſtreſs d, forlorn, 
Amidit the horrors of the tedious night, 
Darkling | fizh, and feed with difinal thoughts 
|My anxious mind; or ſomerimes mournful verſe 
[ndite, and ſing of groves and myrtle ſhades, 

Ar deſp'rate lady near a purling ſtream, 

Or lover pendent on a willow-tiee, 

Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 

And reſtleſs wiſh, and rave; my parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repoſe ; 

But if a ſlumber haply does invade 

My weary limbs, my fancy 's ſtill awake, 
Thoughtful of di ink, and cager, in a dream, 
Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 

„In vain : awake, 1 find the ſettled thirſt 

Still gnawing, and the pleaſant phantom curſe, 
Thus do I hve, from pleaſure quite debarr'd, 
Nor taſte the fruns that the ſun's genial rays 
Mature—john-apple, nor the downy peach, 
Nor walnut in rough-furrow'd coat ſecure, 
Nor medlar fruit delicious in decay. 

Alflictions great! yet greater ſtill remain 

My galligaſkias, that have long witaſtood 

The winter's fury, and encroaching froſts, 
By time ſubdued (what will not time ſubdue ?) 
A horrid chaſm difclofe, with orifice 

Wide, diſcontinuous ; at which the winds, 
Eurus and Aufter, and the dreadful force 

Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, 
Tumuiltvous enter with dire chilling blaſts, 
Portending agues. Thus a well-franghe ſhip, 
Long ſail'd ſecure, or thro' th' AByean deep, 

- the lonian, till cruifing near 
The Lilybean ſhore, with hideous cruſh 
On Scylſa or Charybdis (dang'rous rocks) 


* Two noted alchouſes in Oxford, 1700, 
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She ſtrikes rebounding ; whence the ſhatter d oak | The troubled mind's fantaftic dreſs, . 
So fierce a ſhock unable to withſtand, Which madneſs titles Happineſs ; 
Admits the ſca; in at the gaping fide While the gay wretch to revels bears 5 
The crowdivg waves guſh with impetuous rage, The pale remains of ſighs and tears; 
Re ſiſtleſs. overwhelming ! Horrors ſeize Ard fecks in crowds, like her undone, ( 
The meriners ; desth in their eyes appears; What only can be found in one. e 
They ſtate, they rave, they pump, they ſwear, But chief, my gentle friend! remove 4 
they pray : Far from thy couch feducing Love. ] 
(Vain efforts ) ſtill the batt ring waves ruſh in, Oh ſhun the falle magician's art, 1 
Implacable; till, delug'd by the foam, Nor truſt thy yet unguarded heart! 4 
The ſhip ſinks found ring in the vaſt abyſs. Charm'd by his ſpells fair Honour flies, ( 
— : And thoufand treach'rous phantoms rife J 
a | | Where Guilt in Beauty's ray beguiles, 
$ 100. An Epifiie to a Lady, NUGENT. And Ruin lurks in a 3 
LARINDA, dearly lov'd, attend | Lo! where th' enchanting captive dreams 1 
1 he counſels of a faithful friend; Of warbling groves and purling ſtreams ; 1 
Who, with the warmeſt withes fravght, If painted meads, of flow'rs that ſhed 1 
Feels all, at leaſt, that friendſhip ought ! Their odours round her fragrant bed. 1 24 
But fince, by ruling Heaven's deſign, | Quick ſhifts the ſcene, the charm is loſt, \ 
Another's fate ſhall iofluence-thine ; She wakes upon a deſert coaſt; © y 
Oh may theſe lines for him prepare No friendly hand to lend its aid, 0 
A blifs which I would die to ſhzre ! No guardian bow'r to ſpread its ſhade ; 4 
Man may for wealth or glory roam, IExpos d to ev'ry chilling blaſt, 1 
But woman muſt be bleſt at home; She treads th' inhoſpitable waſte ; I 
To this ſhouid all her ſtudies tend, And down the drear decline of life I 
This ker great object and her end. Sinks a forlorn, diſhonour'd wife. \ 
Diſtaſte unmingled pleaſures bring, Neglect not thou the voice of Fame, F 
And uſe can blunt Affliction's ſting; But, clear from crime, be free from blame ! 1 
Hence perfect bliſs no mortals know, Iho' all were innocence within, 8 
And few are plung'd in utter woe : Tis guilt to wear the garb of fin; F 
While Nature, arm'd againſt Deſpair, Virtue rejects the foul diſguiſe : F 
Gives pow'r to mend, or firength to bear; one merit praiſe who praiſe deſpiſe. 1 
And half the thought content may gain, Slight not, in ſupercilious ſtrain, V 
Which ſpleen employs to purchaſe pain. Long prattis'd modes, as low or vain ! C 
Trace not the fair domeſtic plan The world will vindicate their cauſe, 
From what you wonld, but what you can ! And claim blind faith in Cuſtom's laws, T 
Nor, peeviſh, ſpurn the ſcanty ſtore, _ | Safer with multitudes to ſtray, 2 
Becauſe you think yau merit more Than tread alone a fairer way: I 
Bliſs ever differs in degree, To mingle with the erring throng, 8 
Thy ſhare alone is meant for thee; Than boldly ſpeak ten millions wrong. 0 
And thou ſhouldft think, however ſmall, Beware of the relentleſs train T 
That ſhare enough, for tis thy al! | Who forms adore, whom forms maintain! 80 
Vain ſcorn will aggravate diſtreſs, Left prudes demure, or coxcombs loud, A 
And only make that little leſs. Accule thee to the partial crowd; P 
- Admit whatever trifles come | | Foes who the laws of honour flight, A 
Units compoſe the largeft ſum : A judge who meaſures guilt by ſpite. 2 
Oh tell them o'er, and ſay how vain Bchold the ſage Aurclia ſtand, | Ir 
Are thoſe who form Ambition's train;  \Difgrace and fame at her command; * 
Which ſwell the monarch's gorgeous ſtate, As if Heaven's delegate deſign' d, $1 
And bribe te ill the guilty great Sole arbiter of all her kind. T 
But thou, more bleſt, more wile than theſe, Whether ſhe try fome favour'd piece N 
Shalt build. up happineſs on eaſe. By rules devis'd in ancient Greece; N 
Hail, ſweet Content | where joy ſerene Or whether, modern in her flight, | 
Gilds the mild ſoul's unruffled ſcene; Ishe tells what Paris thinks polite: | M 
And, with blith . neil wrought, Fer much, her talents to advance, I . 
Spreads the white web of flow ing thought; She ſtudied Greece, and travell'd France; T 
- Shines lovely in the cheerful face, : There learn'd the happy art to pleaſe N 
And clothes cach charm witlr native grace; | With all the charms o labour'd eaſe; N 
Effufion. pure of bliſs ſincere, '_ [Thro' Jooks and nods, with meaning fraught, * 
A veſtment for a god to wear. To teach what ſhe was never taught. be 
. Far other ornaments compoſe By her each latent ſpring is ſeen ; 
The garb that: ſhrouds diflemblecd woes, | The workings foul of ſecret fpleen z 
Piec'd out with motley dyes and ſorts, The guilt that ſkulks in fair pretence; 
Freaks, whunkes, feſtivals, and ſports; Or folly veil'd in ſpecious ſenie, 
f ' | 


ght, 


Aul 


And much her righteous ſpirit grieves, 


When worthleſſneſs the world deceives 


Whether the erring crowd commends 
Some patriot ſway'd by private ends 
Or huſband truſt a faithleſs wife, 
Secure, in ignorance, from ſtrife. 
Averſe the brings their deeds to view, 
But juſtice claims rhe rig'rous due 
Humanely anxious to produce 

At |caſt ſome paſſible excuſe. 

Oh ne'er may virtue's dire diſgrace 
Prepare a triumph for the bate ! 
Mere forms the fool implicit ſway, 


Which witlings with contempt ſurvey 


Blind folly no defect can ſee, 
Half wiſdom views but one degree. 
The wiſe remoter uſes reach, 


Which judgment and experience teach. 


Whoever would be pleas'd and pleaſe, 
Muſt do what others do with eaſe. 
Great precept, undefin'd by rule, 
And only learn'd in Cuſtom's ſchool ; 
To no peculiar form confin'd, 
It ſpreads thro' all the human kind; 
Beauty, and wit, and worth ſupplies, 
Yet graccful in the good and wile. 
Rich with this gift, and none beſide, 
In Faſhion's ſtream how many glide ! 
Secure from ev'ry mental woe, 
From treach'rous friend or open foe ; 
From ſocial ſympathy, that ſhares 
The public loſs or private cares ; 
Whether the barb'rous foe invade, 
Or Merit pine in Fortune's ſhade. 
Hence gentle Anna, ever gav, 


The fame ro-morrow as to-day, , 
dave where, perchance, when others weep, 


Her cheek the decent ſorrow ſteep ; 


Save when, perhaps, a melting tale 


O'er ev'ry tender breaſt prevail: 

The good, the bad, the great, the ſmall, 
She likes, ſhe loves, ſhe honours all. 
And yet, if ſland'rous malice blame, 
Patient ſhe yields a fiſter's fame. 

Alike if ſatire or if praiſe, 

She ſays whate'er the circle ſays 


Implicic does whate'er they da, 


Without one point in wiſh or view. 
Sure teſt of others, faithful glaſs, 

Thro' which the various phantoms: paſs. 
Wide blank, unfeeling when alone; 

No care, no joy, no thought her own. 
Not thus ſucceeds the peerleſs dame, 
Who looks, and talks, and acts for fame; 

Intent, ſo wide her cares extend, 

To make the univerſe her friend, 

Now with the gay in frolics ſhines, 

Now reaſons deep with deep divines. 
With courtiers now extols the great, 
With patriots ſighs o'er Britain's fate. 
Now breathes with zealots holy fires, 
Now melts in leſs refin'd deſires. 
Doom's to exceed in each degree, | 
Too vile, tog weak, too proud, 100 free; 
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Too various for one fingle word, 

The high ſublime of deep abſurd: 

While ev'ry talent nature grants 

Juſt ſerves to ſkew how much ſhe wants. 
Altho' in combine | 


[The virtues of our {cx and thine : 


Her hand reſtrains the widow's tears; 

Her ſenſe informs, and ſooths, and cheers: 
Yet, like an angel in diſguiſe, 
She ſhines but to ſome favour'd eyes ; 


| Nor 1s the diſtant herd allow'd 


To view the radiance thro' the cloud. 
But thine is ev'ry winning art; 
Thine is tbe friendly, honeſt heart; 


| | And ſhould the gen rous ſpirit flow 


Beyond here prudence fears to go; 
Such ſallies are of nobler kind 
Than virtues of a narrow mind. 


r 


$ 101. Alexander's Feafl; or the Potver of Muſic, 
An Ode on St. Cecilia's Day. DRYDEN. 


9 TWAS at the royal feaſt, for Perſia wan, 
By Philip's warlike ſon: 
Aloft in awful ſtate 
The godlike hero ſate 
On his imperial throne: 
His valiant peers were plac'd around; 
Their brows with roles and with myrtle bound; 
So ſhould deſert in arms be crown'd. 
The lovely Thais by his fide 
Sat, like a blooming eaſtern bride, 
In flow'r'of youth and beauty's pride 
Happy, happy, happy pair; 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 8 
None but the brave deſerves the fair. 


Timotheus, plac'd on high 


Amid the tuneful quire, 
With flying fingers touch'd the ly ; 
The trembling notes aſcend the ſky, 
F And heavenly joys inſpire. 
The ſong began from Jove ; 
Who left his bliſsful feats above, 
Such is the pow'r of mighty love ! 
A dragon's fiery form belied the god: 
Sublime on radiant ſpheres he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia preſs'd, 
And ftamp'd an image of himlelf, a fov'reign of 
the world. | 
The liſt'ning crowd admire the lofty ſound ; 
A preſent deity, the vaulted roofs rebound ; 
With raviſh'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Aſſumes the god, 
Affects to nod, 
And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 


The praiſe of Bacchus then the ſweet muſician 
ſung ; | 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young ; 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 
| Fluſh'd with a purple grace 
| He ſhows his honek face. 
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Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he 
hacchus ever fair and young [comes 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain : 
Bacchus blefiings are a treaſure, 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure ; 

Rich the treaſute, 
Sweet the pleaſure ; 
Sweet is pleaiure aiter pain. 


Sooth'd with the ſound, the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again; 
And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he 
ſlew the flain, 
The maſter faw the madneſs riſe : 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
And. while he heaven and earth defied, 
Chang's his hand, and check'd his pride. 
He choſe a mourntul mule, 
Soft pit to infuſe : 
He ſung Darius great and good, 
By too ſevere a fate, 
Fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, fall'n, 
Fall'p fro'n his high eſtate, 
And welt'ring in his blood; 
Deſerted at his utmoſt need 
By thoſe his former bounty fed, 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
With not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 
With downcaft look the joy leſs victor fate, 
Revolving in his alter'd ſoul 
The various turns of fate below; 
And now and then a ſigh he ; ; 
And tears began to flow. 


The mighty maſter ſmil'd, to ſee 
That love was in the next degree: 
*T was but a Kindied ſound to move; 
For pity melts the mind to love. 
Softly ſweet, in i;ydian meaſures, - 
Soon he ſooth'd his foul to pleaſures. 
War he lung is toil and trouble; 
Honour but an empty bubble; 

Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
Fighring ſill, and ſtill defiroying : 

If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, oh think it worth enjoying! 
Lovely Thai fits beſide thee, 

Take the good the gods provide thee. 
The many tend the ſkies with loud applauſe; 
So love was-crown d, but muſic won the cauſe. 
The pr nce, unable to conceal his pain, 
Ga d on the fair b 
M ho cus d his care, 
And ſigh'd and loyk'd, fgh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again: 
Art length. with love and wine at once oppreſs d, 
The vanquiſh d victo: ſunk upon her break. 


Kow frike the gold n lyre again; 
Ard loudder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain. 
Brezk his hands of l-«p afunder, 
And rouſe him, like a rattling peal of dender A 
Hark, hark, tee horrid found 
Has vais d up his head, 
As awak'd from he dead, 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


Book II. 


Revenge, revenge, Limotheus cries, 
See the furies ariſe, 
See the ſnakes that they rear, 
How they hiſs in the air, 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their ayes! 
Behold a ghaſtly band, 
Each a torch in his hand, 
Theſe are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were * 
And unburied remain | 
Inglorious on the plain; 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew : 
Behold how they toſs their torches on bigh, 
How they point to the Perſian abod-s, 
And giitt'ring temples of their hoſtile. gods !— 
1 he Princes applaud, with a furibus joy; 
And the King {cjz'd a flambeau, with zeal to 
Thais led the way, [ deſtroy ; 
To light him to his prey, 
And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 
Thus, long ago, 
Ee hraving bellows learn'die to o blow, 
While organs yet were mute; 
1 imotheus to his breathing flute 
And founding lyre | 
Could ſwell the foul to rage, or kindle ſoft deſire. 
Ar laſt divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The fweet enthuſiaft, from her ſacred ſtore, 
Enlarg d the former narrow bounds, 
| And a ided | lenzth to folemn ſounds, 
With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown be- 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, ¶ fore. 
Or both divide the crown ; 
He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies, 
She crew an angel down. 


'& ro2. An Epiſile, from Mr. Ps, llips to the Earlof 


Dorfet. Copenhag en, March 9, 1709. 


FROM frozen climes, and endleſs tracts of ſnow, 
From ſtreams that northern winds forbid to 
flow, 

What preſent ſhall the Muſe to Dorſet bring, 

Or how, fo near the Pole, attempr to fing ? 

The hoary win:cer here conceals from ſight 

All pl-aſmg objects that to verſe invite. 

The hills and Arles and the delightful woods, 

The flow'ry plains, and ſilver ſtreaming floods, 

By ſnow diſguis d, in bright confuſion lie, 

And with one dazzling waſte fatigue the eye. 
No gentle breathing breeze prepares the ſpring, 
No birds within the deſert region ſing. 


he ſhips, unmov'd, the boiſt'rous winds defy, 


While ratrhing. chariots o'er the ocean fly. 
The vai Leviatha n wants room to play, i 
And ſpout his waters in the face of day. 

The farving wolves along the main fea prowl, 
Aud to the moon in icy valleys howl. 

For many a ſhining league the level main 
Here preads irſelf into a glaſſy plain: 

ber fol:d biilows, of enormous ſize, 

Alps of grees ice, in wild diſorder riſe. 
nd yea but Lacly have I ſeen, e en here, 


And anaz d, e fiarcs around. 


c winter in a lovely drels appcat. 
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Ere vet the clouds let fall the treaſur'd ſnow, 

Or winds begun thro' hazy ſkies to blow, 

At er'ning a keen eaſtern breeze aroſe ; 

And the deſcending rain unſullicd froze. 

Soon as the ſilent ſhades of night withdrew, 

The ruddy morn diſclos'd at once to view 

The face of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 

And brig':ten'd ev'ry object to my eyes: 

For ev'ry ſhrub, and ev'ry blade of graſs, 

And'ecv'ry pointed thorn, ſeem'd wrought in glaſs; 

In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns ſhow, 

While thro' the ice the crimſon berries glow. 

The thick- ſprung reeds the wat'ry marſhes yield 

Seem poliſh'd lances in a hoſtile field. 

The fiag, in limpid currents, with ſurpriſe 

Sees cryftal branches on his forehead rife. 

The ſpreading oak, the beech, and tow ring pine, 

Glaz diover, in the freezing zther ſhine. 

The frighted birds the rattling branches ſhun, 

That wave and glitter in the diſtant fun. 

When, if a ſudden guſt of wind ariſe, 

The brittle foreſt into atoms flies: _ 

The crackling wood beneath the tempeſt bends, 

And in a ſpangled fhow'r the proſpect ends; 

Or, if a ſouthern gale the region warm, 

And by degrees unbind the wint'ry charm, 

The traveller a miry country ſees, 

And journeys ſad beneath the dropping trees. 
Like ſome deluded peaſant Merlin leads 

Thro' fragrant bow rs, and thro' delicious meads z 

While here enchanting gardens to him riſe, 

And airy fabrics there attract his eyes, 

His wand ring feet the magic parhs purſue ; 

And, while he thinks the fair illuſion true, 

The trackleſs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, 


- 


| 
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; 

She viſits oft the hamlet cot, 

Wicn Wantrand Sorrow are the lot 
Of Avarice and me. 


But ſee—or is it Faney's dream? 
Methought a bright celeſtial gleam 
Shot ſudden thro' the groves ; 
Bckold, behold, in looſe array, 
Cuphroſyne, more bright than day, 
More mild than Paphian doves ! 


Welcome, oh welcome, Pleaſurc's-queent 
And ſee, along the velvet. green 
The jocund train advance: 
With ſcatrer'd flow'rs they fill the air; 
The wood-nymph's dew-beſpangled hair 
Plays in the ſportive dance. 
Al! baneful grant of angry Heaven, 
When to the feeling wretch is given 
A ſoul ahve to joy ! 
Joys fly with every hour away, X 
And leave th' unguarded heart a prey 
To cares that peace deftroy. -  *,, 


And ſee, with viſionary haſte * 
(Too ſoon) the gay deluſion paſt, 
Reality remains ! 


| Defpair has ſeiz'd my captive ſoul ; 


And horror drives without controul, 
And ſlackens ſtill the reins. 


Ten thouſand beauties round me throng; 

What bcauties, ſay, ye nymphs, belong 
To the diſtemper'd ſoul ? | 

I ſce the lawn of hideous dye; 

The towering elm nods — 3 = 


' With groans the waters rol 


And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways appear: Ve gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 


A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 
And, as he goes, the tranſient viſion mourns. 


— 


$ 103. The Man of Sorrow. GREVILIE. 


HR! what avails the lengthening mead, 
By Nature's Kindeſt bounty ſpread 
Along the vale of flow'rs ! | 
Ah! what avails the darkening grove, 
Or Philomel's melodious love, 
That glads the midnight hours! 


For me, alas! the god of day 
Ne'er glitters on the hawthorn ſpray, 
Nor night her comfort brings: 
I have no pleaſure in the roſe; 
For. me no vernal beauty blows, 

Nor Philomela fings. 


dee how the ſturdy. peaſants ſtride 
Adown yon hillock's verdant fide, 
In cheerful ignorance bleſt! 
Alike to them the roſe or thorn, 
Alike ariſes every morn, 
By gay Contentment dreſt. 


Content, fair daughter of the ſkies, 
Or gives ſpontaneous, or denies, 
Her choice divinely free: / 


1 


Ye vivid tints of Perſia's looms, 
Ye were for miſery made. — 
'T was thus the Man of Sorrow ſpoke 
His wayward ſtep then penſive took 
Along th' unhallow'd ſhade. 


$ 194. Monody to the Memory of a Young Lady. 


SHaw. 


ET do I live? Oh how ſhall I ſuſtain 
This vaſt unutterable weight of woe? 
This worſe than hunger, poverty, or pain, 
Or all the complicated 1ils below? 
She, in whoſe life my hopes were treaſur'd all, 
Is gone—for ever fled— 

My deareſt Emma 's dead; 
Theſe eyes, theſe tear- ſwoln eyes beheld her fall. 
Ah no—ſhe lives on ſome far happier ſhore, 


| She lives hut (cruel thought? ) the lives for me 


no mole. 


I, who the tedious abſence of a day Iſight; 
Remov'd, would languiſh for my charmer's 

Would chide the lingering moments for delay, 
And fondly blame the ow return of night ; 


How, how ſhall I endure 
(O miſery paſt a cure!) 
| Hours, days, and years, ſucceſſively to roll, 
my 1 moce behold the comfort of my ſoul? 
4 | 
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Was ſhe not all my fondeft wiſh could frame | | 


Did ever mind fo much of heaven partake ? 
Did ſhe not love me with the pureſt flame? 
And give up friends and fortune for my ſake? 

| Though mild as evening ſkies, 
With downcaft, ftreaming eyes, 
Stood the ſtern frown of ſupercilious brows, 
Deaf to their brutal threats, and faithful to her 
vows. 
Come then, ſome Muſe, the ſaddeſt of the train 

(No more your bard ſhall dwell on idle lavs), 
Teach me each moving melancholy ſtrain, 

And oh diſcard the pageantry of phraſe : 

- Il] ſuit the flow'rs of ſpeech with woes like mine! 
Thus, haply, as I paint 
The ſource of my complaint, 
My ſoul may own th' impaſſion'd line: 
A flood of tears may guſh to my relief, [ of grief. 
And from my ſwelling heart diſcharge this load 


Forbear, my fond officious friends, forbear 
To wound my ears with the fad tales you tell; 
& How good ſhe was, how gentle, and how fair!” 
In pity ceaſe—alas! I know too well 
How in her ſweet expreſſive face 
Beam'd forth the beauties of her mind, 
Yer heighten'd by exterior grace, 
Of manners moſt engaging, moſt refin'd. 


No pitegus object could ſhe fee, 

Bur her ſoft boſom ſhar d the woe, 
While ſmiles of affability . ; 

Endear'd whatever boon ſhe might beſtow. 
Whate'er th' emotions of her heart, 

Still ſhone conſpicuous in her eycs, 
Stranger to every female art, | 

Alike to feign or to diſguiſe : X 
| And, oh the boaſt how rare ! 

The ſecret in her faithful breaft repos'd 
She ne'er with lawleſs tongue difcios'd, 
In ſecret filence lodg'd inviolate there, 

Oh feeble ords unable to expreſs | 
Her matchleſs virtues, or my own diſtreſs ! 


Relentleſs death! that, ſteel'd to human woe, 
Wich murd'rous hands deals havoc on man- 
kind. | 3 
Why (crue}!) ſtrike this deprecated blow, 
And leave ſuch wretched niultitudes behind? 
Hark! groans come wing'd on every breeze 1 
The ſons of grief prefer their ardent vow,” 
Oppreſs d with ſorrow, want, or dire diſcaſe, 
Aud ſupplicate thy aid, as I do now : . 
In vain—peryerſ, flill on th' unweeting head 
"Tis thine thy vengeful darts to ſhed ; 
Hopes infant bloſſoms to deſtroy, 
And drench in tears the face of joy. 


But oh, fell tyrant! yet expect the hour 

When Virtue ſhall renounce thy pow'r; 

When thou rg mare ſhalt blot the face of day, 

Nor moitals trewole at thy rigid ſway. E 

Alas the day !——whercer | turn my eycs, 
Some ſad mememo of my lofs +4 7% 

I fiy the fatal houſe—fuppreſs my ſighs, 

Rcfoty'd to dry my waavailing tears * 


Book H 
But, ah! in vain—no change of time or 
The eee can efface [ place 
Of all that ſweetneſs, that enchanting air, 


Now loſt ; and nought remains: but anguiſh and 
deſpair. : | 


Where were the delegates of Heaven, oh where! 
Appointed Virtue's children ſafe to keep? 
Had Innocence or Virtue been their care, 
She had not died, nor had I liv'd to weep : 
Moy'd by my. tears, and- by her patience mov'd, 
To fee her forceth' endearing ſmile, 
My forrows to beguile, 
When Torture's keeneſt rage ſhe prov'd ; 
Sure they had warded that untimely dart, 
Which broke her thread of life, and rent a huſ- 
band's heart, | 
How ſhall I ecr forget that dreadful hour, 
When, feeling Death's reſiſtleſs pow'r, | 
My hand ſhe preſs'd, wet with her falling tears, 
And thus, in falt'ring accents, ſpoke her fears ! 


„Ah, my lov'd lord, the tranſient ſcene is o'er, 

And we muſt part, alas | to meet no more 

„But oh! if e'er thy Emma's name was dear, 

If cer thy vows have charm'd my raviſh'd 
ear; 

If, from thy lov'd embrace my heart to gain, 

6+ Proud friends have frown'd, and Fortune ſmil'd 
« in vain; „ ˙ | 

If it has been my ſole endeavour ftill 

Jo act in all oblequious to thy will; 


Then only truly bleſt when thou wert ſo ; 
„If I have doted with that fond exceſs, 


« If this I've done, and more oh then be kind 
To the dear lovely babe I leave behind. 
When time my once-lov'd memory ſhall efface, 
Some happier maid may take thy Emma's 
place, | | 
© With envious eyes thy partial fondneſs ſee, 
And hate it for the love thou bor'ſt to me: 


„My deareſt Shaw, forgive a woman's fears; 
3 


*« Promiſc—-and I will truſt thy faithful vow 
Oft have I tried, and ever found thee true) 
© That to {ome diſtant ſpot thou wilt remove 


144 This fatal pledge of hapleſs Emma's love, 


Where ſafe thy blandiſhments it may partake, 
* And, oh! be tender for its mother's ſake. 
© Wilt thou 
know thou wilt—ſad filence ſpeaks aſſent ; 
„And in that pleaſing hope thy Emma dies 
„ ann {4 
I, who with more than manly ſtrength have bore 
The various ills impos'd by cruel Fate, 
Suſtain the firmneſs of my ſoul no more, 
But fink beneath the weight: dax 
Juſt Heaven ! I cried, from memory's eas lieſt 
No comfort has thy wretched ſuppliant known; 
Misfortune fill, with unrelenting way, 
Has claim'd me for her . 
But, oh! in pity to my grief, reſtore 
1 his only ſource of bliſs; Ia alk no 2 
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% To watch thy very ſmiles, thy wiſh to know, | 


Nor love could add, nor Fortune make it leſs; 


But one word more I cannot bear thy tears 
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Where ſhall I reſt my weary head? 


Book IT. 


Vain hope —th' irrevocable doom is paſt, 

Ev'n now the looks —ſhe ſighs her laſt——— 

Vainly I ſtrive to ſtay her fleeting breath, 

And, with rebellious heart, proteſt againſt her 
death, 


When the ſtern tyrant clos'd her lovely eyes, 
How did I rave, untaught to bear the blow! 

With impious with to tear her from the ſkies, 
How curſe my fate in bitterneſs of woe! 
But whither would this dreadful phrenſy lead ? 
Pond man, forbear, 

Thy fruitleſs forrow ſpare, 

Dare not to taſk what Heaven's high will decreed; 

In humble rey'rence kits th' afflictive rod, 

And proſtrate bow to an offended God. 


Perhaps kind Heaven in mercy dealt the blow, 
Some ſaving truth thy roving ſoul to teach; 
To wean thy heart from grovelling views below, 
And point out bliſs beyond Misfortune's | 
n 
To ſhew that all the flatt ring ſchemes of joy, 
Which tow'ring Hope fo fondly builds in air, 
One fatal moment can deſtroy, 
And plunge th' exulting maniac in deſpair. 
Then, oh ! with pious furtitude ſuſtain 
'Thy prefent loſs —haply thy future gain 
Nor let thy Emma dic in vain: 
Time ſhall adminiſter its wonted balm, 
And huſh this ſtorm of grief to no unpleaſing calm. 


Thus the poor bird, by ſome diſaſſrous fate 
Caught and impriſon'd in a lonely cage, 
Torn from its native fields, and dearcr mate, 

Flutters awhile, and ſpends its little rage: 
But finding all its efforts weak and vain, 
No more it pants and rages for the plain; 
Moping awhile, in ſullen mood 
Droops the ſweet mourner but ere long 
Prunes its light wings, and pecks its food, 

And meditates the ſong : 

Serenely ſorrowing, breathes its piteous caſe, 

And with its plaintive warblings ſaddens all 

the place. 
Forgive me, Heaven !--yet, yet the tears will flow, 

To think how ſoon, my ſcene of bliſs is paſt ! 
My budding joys, juſt promiſing zo blow, 

All nipp'd and wither'd by one envious blaſt ! 
My hours, that laughing wont to fleet away, 
Move heavily along ; lcſong? 

Where's now the ſprightly jeſt, the jocund 

Time creeps, unconſcious of delight ; 

How ſhall I cheat the tedious dayz 
And oh —the joyleſs night! 


How ſhall I find repoſe on a ſad widow'd bed? 


Come, Theban drug *, the wretch's obly aid, 
To my torn heart its former peace reſtore ; 
Thy votary, wrapp'd in thy Lethean ſhade, 
' Awhile ſha!l ceaſe his ſorrows to deplore : 
Haply, when lock'd in fleep's embrace, 
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Again with tranſport hear 
Her voice ſoft whiſpering in my ear; 


May ſteal once more a balmy kiſs, 


And taſte at leaſt of viſionary bliſs, 


But, ah ! th' unwelcome morn's obtruding light 


Will all my ſhadowy ſchemes of bliſs depoſe, 
Will tear the dear illuſion from my fight, 
And wake me to the ſenſe of all my woes: 
If to the verdant fields I ſtray, 
Alas ! what pleaſures now can theſe convey ? 
Her lovely form purſues where'er I go, 
And darkens all the ſcene with woe. 
By Nature's laviſh bounties cheer'd no more, 
Sorrowing I rove 
Through valley, grot, and grove; 
Nought can their beauties or my loſs reſtore z 
No herb, no plant, can med'cine my diſeaſe, 
And my fad fighs are borne on ev'ry paſſing 
breeze, 5 
Sickneſs and ſorrow hov'ring round my bed, 
Who now with anxious haſte ſhall bring relief, 
With lenient hand ſupport iny drooping head, 
Aſſuage my pains, and mitigate my grief? 
Should worldly buſineſs call away, | 
Who now ſhall in my abſence fondly mourn, 
Count ev*ry minute of the loit'ring day, 
Impatient for my quick return? 
Should aught my boſom diſcompoſe, 
Who now, with ſweet complacent ain, 
Shall ſmooth the rugged brow of Care, 
And ſoften all my woes ? 
Too faithful Memory ceaſe, oh ceaſe— 
| How. ſhall I e'er regain my peace? 
(Oh, to forget her!) but how vain each art, 
Whilſt ev'ry virtue lives imprinted on my heart! 


And thou, my little cherub, left behind 
To hear a father's plaints, to ſhare his woes, 


| When Reaſon's dawn informs thy infant mind, 


And thy ſweet liſping tongue ſhall aſk the cauſe, 
How oft with ſortow ſhall mine eyes run o'er, 
When, twining round my knees, I trace 
Thy .mother's ſmile upon thy face 
How oft to my full heart ſhalt thou reſtore 
Sad mem'ry of my joys—ah, now no more! 
By bleſſings once enjoy'd now more diſtreſs d, 
More beggar by the riches once poſſeſs d, 
My little darling !—dearer to me grown. 
By 4 the tears thou'ſt caus d oh ſtrange to 
e, 
Bought with a life yet dearer than thy own, 
Thy cradle purchas'd with thy mother's bier: 
Who now ſhall ſeek withfond delight 
Thy infant ſteps to guide aright ? 
She, who with doting eyes would gaze 
On all thy little artlefs ways, 
By all thy ſoft endearments bleſt, 
And claſp thee oft with tranſport to her breaſt, 
Alas! js gone yet ſhalt thou prove 
A father's deareſt, tendereſt love; 


Again I fhall behold my Emma's face, 


| And, O ſweet ſenſeleſs ſmiler, (envied ſtate l) 
As yet unconſcious of thy hapleſs fate, 


V Laudanum, 


When 
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When years thy judgment ſhall mature, 
And Reaſon ſhews thoſe ills it cannot cure, 

Wilt thou, a father's grief t' aſſuage, 

For virtue prove the Phœnix of the earth : 

(Like her, thy mother died to give thee birth), 
And be the comfort of my age: 

When ſick and languiſhing I lie, 

Wilt thou my Emina's wonted care ſupply * 

And, oft as to thy liſtening ear 
Thy. mother's virtues and her fare I tcl}, 

Say, wilt thou drop the render tear, 
Whilſt on the mournful theme I duell? 
Then, fondly ſtealing to thy father's fide, 

Whene'er thou ſceſt the ſoft diſtreſs, 
Which I would vainly ſeck to hide, 

Say, wilt thou firive to make it leſs ? 
To ſooth my forrows al! thy cares employ, 
And ia my cup of grief infuſe one drop of joy? 


$ 105. An Evening Addreſs io a Nightingale. 


Su Aw. 


QWEEF bird? that, kindly perching near, 
Poureft thy plaints melodious in mine car, 
Not, like baſe worldlings, tutcr'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of woe; | 
Thanks for thy ſorrow- ſcothing ſtrain: 

For, ſurely, thou baſt known to prove, 
Like me, the pangs of hapleſs love ; 

Elſe why ſo feelingly complain, [grove : 
And with thy piteous notes thus ſadden all the 


Say, doſt thou mourn thy raviſh'd mate, 


That oft enamour'd on thy ſtrains has hung: 


Or has the cruel hand of Fate 
Bereft thee of thy darling young ? 
| Alas! for both I weep: 
In all the pride of youthful charms, 
A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms 
A lovely babe that ſhould have liv'd to bleſs, 
And fill my doting eyes with frequent tears, 
At once the jource of rapture and diſtreſs, 


The flattering prop of my declining years! 


In vain from death to reſcue I eſſay d, 
By ev'ry art that ſcience could deviſe; 
Alas I it langwiſh'd for a mother's aid, 
And wing's its flight to ſeek her in the ſkies. 
Then, oh! our comforts be the tame, 
At evening's peaceful hour, 
To ſhun the noiſy paths of wealth and fame, 
And breathe our ſorrows in this lonely 
bow'r. 3 Ts 
But why, alas wgithee camplain, 
To thee—unconſcious of my pain? 
Soon ſhalt thou ceaſe to mourn thy lot ſevere, 
And hail the dawning of a happier year: 
The genial warmth of joy-renewing ſpring 
Agein ſhall plume thy ſhaiter'd wing; | 
Again thy little heart ſhall tranſport prove, 
Again ſhall flow thy notes reſponſive to thy 
But, oh! for me in vain may ſcaſons roll, [ love. 
Nou ght can dry up the fountain of my tears: 
Depioring til the comfort of my foul, 
I count my forrows by iucreaſin 


Till ev'ry aching ſenſe was 
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Tell me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver, ſay, 
Where is the promis'd period of my woes? 
Full three long, ling'ring years have roll'd away, 

And yet I weep, a ſtranger to repoſe : 
O what deluſion did thy tongue employ! 
„That Emma's fatal pledge of love, 
Her laſt bequeſt, with all a mother's care, 
The bitterneſs of forrow ſhould remove, 
« Soften the horrors of defpair, 
And cheer a heart long loft to joy! 
How oft, when fondling in my arms, 
Gazing enraptur'd on its angel- face, 
My ſoul the maze of Fate would vainly trace, 


| And burn with all a father's fond alarms | 


And oh what flatt'ring ſcenes had fancy feign'd ! 
How did | rave of bleſſings yet in ſtore ! 
ory pain d. 
And wy fult heart could bear, nor tongue 
could utter more. HE 
* Juſt Heaven!” I cried, with recent hopes elate, 
« Yet will I live—will live, tho' Emma's dead: 
So long bow'd down beneath the ſtorms of fate, 
© Yet will I raiſe my woe-dejected head! 
„My little Emma, now my all, 
„Will want a father's care; 
Her looks, her wants, my raſh reſolves recall, 
And for her ſake the ills of life 1 Il bear: 
„And oft together we Il complain, 
© Complaint the only bliſs my foul can know. 
From me my child thall learn the mournful 
4 ſtrain, 
And prattle tales of woe. 
And, oh! in that auſpicious hour, 
When Fate reſigns her perſecutm 'r, 
With duteous zeal — hand ſhall =77 gap : 
No more to weep, my forrow-ſtreaming eyes, 
« When death gives miſery repoſe, 
„And opes a 1 paſſage to the ſkies.” 


Vain thought! it muſt not be—ſhe too is dead, 
The flatt' ring ſcene is o'er ; 
My hopes for ever, ever fled ; 
And vengeance can no more. 
Cruſh'd by misfortune, blaſted by diſeaſe, 
And none—none left to bear a friendly part ! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or caſe, 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of an aching heart 
Now all one gloomy ſcene, till welcome death, 
With lenient hand (oh falfely deem'd ſevere), 
Shall kindly ſtop my grief-exhauſted breath, 
And dry up ev'ry tear. 
Perhaps, eG; ob. to my will, 
But, ah! from my affeCtions far remov'd! 
The laſt fad office ſtrangers may fulfil, 
As if I ne'er had bcen belov'd ; 
As if, unconſcious of poetic tire, 
I ne'er had touch'd the trembling lyre ; 
As if my niggard hand ne'er dealt relief, 
Nor my heart melted at another's gricf. 


c 
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Yet, while this weary life ſhall laſt, | 
While yet my tongue can form th impaſſion'd 
ſtrain, | 
In piteous accents ſhall the muſe comp!ai 1, 
And dwell with fond delay on bleſſings pt F 
or 
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For oh how grateful to a wounded heart 
The tale of miſery to impart ! 
From others' eyes bid artleſs ſorrows flow, 
And raife eſteem upon the baſe of woe! 
Even He *, the nobleſt of the tuneful throng, 
Shall deiga my love-lorn tale to hear, 
Shall catch the ſoft contagion of my ſong, 
And pay my penſhve Muſe the tribute of a tear. 


& 106. An Ode to Narciſa. SMOLLET. 
THY fatal ſhafts unerring move; 

LI bow before thine altar, Love! 
I feel thy ſoft, reſiſtleſs flame 
Glide ſwift thro' all my vital frame! 
For while I gaze my boſom glows, 
My ͤdlood in tides impetnous flows; 
Hope, tear, and jov alternate roll, 
And floods of tranſport whelm my ſoul ! 
My falt'ring tongue attempts in vain 
In foothing murmurs to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 
My murmurs fink in broken ſighs! 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the ſilent tear; 
Unheard I mcurn, unknown I figh, 
Unfriended live, unpitied die! 


$ 107. Elegy in Imitation of Tibullus. 
| | | SMOLLET. 
WY HERE now are all.my flattering dreams of 


. n 
Monimia, give my foul her wonted reſt; 

Since. firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode ray penſive breaſt ! 


Let happy lovers fly where pleaſures call, 
With feſtive ſongs beguile the flceting hour, 
Lead beauty thro' the mazes of the ball, 

Or preſs her wanton in love's roſcate bow'r, 


For me, no more [ *ll range th' empurpled mead, 
Where ſhepherds pipe and virgins dance around, 
Nor wander thro' the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 
To hear the muſic of the grove reſound. 


I' ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, 
Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue, 
Where damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd wall, 
And ſheeted ghoſts-drink up the midnight dew : 


There, leagued with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
Awhile in filence o'er my fate repine : | 
Then, with a long farewell to love and care, 
To kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. 


Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my forcows reſt ; 
Strew vernal flow'rs, applaud my love fincere, 


And bid the turf lie eaſy on my breaſt ? 


Greenland. 
COWPER. 
ND ſtill it ſpreads. See Germany ſend forth 
> Her ſons to pour it on the fartheſt north +: 


$ 108 . The Propagation of the Goſpel in 


* Lord Lyttelton. 


'+ The Moravian miſfionaries in Greenland, Vide Krantz. 
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| Fir'd with a zeal peculiar, they defy 


The rage and rigour of a polar ſky, 

And plant ſucceſsfully ſweet Sharon's roſe 
In icy plains, and in eternal ſnows. 

Oh bleft within th' incloſure of your rocks, 
Nor herds have ye to boaſt, nor bleating flocks ; 
No fertilizing ſtreams your fields divide, | 
That ſhew revers'd the villas on their ſide; 

No groves have ye; no cheerful ſound of bird, 
Or voice of turtle, in your land is heard; 

Nor grateful eglantine regales the ſmell 

Of thoſe that walk at ev'ning where you dwell: 
But winter, arm'd with terrors here unknown, 
Sits abſolute on his unſhaken throne z | 
Piles up his ſtores amidſt the frozen waſte, 

And bids the mountains he has built ſtand faſt 
Beckons the legions of his ſtorms away 

From happier ſcenes, to make your Jand a prey ; 
Proclaims the ſoil a conqueſt he has won, 


Aud ſcorns to ſhare it with the diſtant ſun. 


Yet truth is yours, remote, unenvied iſle; 
And peace, the genuine offspring of her ſmile : 
The pride of letter'd ignorance, that binds 

[n chains of error our accompliſh'd minds ; 
That decks with all the ſplendour of the true 
A falſe rcligion—1s unknown to you. 

Nature indeed vouchſafes for our delight 

The ſweet viciſſitudes of day and night; 

Soft airs and genial moiſture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flow'r, and ev'ry creature here; 
But brighter beams than his who fires the ſkies 
Have ris'n at length on your admiring eyes, 
That ſhoot into your darkeſt caves the day 
From which our nicer optics turn away, 


$ 109. On Slavery, andthe Slave Trade. Cow PER. 

BUT. an! what wiſh can proſper, or what 
pray'r, 

For merchants rich in cargoes of deſpair, 

Who drive a loathſome trafhc, gage and ſpan, 

And buy the muſcles and the bones of man ? 

The tender tics of father, huſband, friend, 

All bonds of nature in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet he draws his breath, 

A ftroke as fatal as the ſcythe of death, 

The fable warrior, frantic with regret 

Of her he loves, and never can forget, 

Loſes in tears the far-receding ſhore, 

But not the thought that they muſt meer no more. 

Nepriv'd of her and freedom at a blow, 

What has he left that he can yet forego ? 

Yes, to deep ſadneſs ſullenly refign'd, 

He feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 

Puts off his gen'rous nature, and, to ſuit 

His manners with his fate, puts on the brute. 

Oh moſt degrading of all ills that wait 

On man, a mourner in his beſt eſtate ! 


j All other ſorrows virtue may endure, 


And find ſubmiſſion more than half a cure; 
Grief is itſelf a med' cine, and beſtow'd 

T' improve the fortitude that bears a load 

To teach the wand'rer, as his woes increaſe, 


The path of wiſdom, all whoſe paths are peace. 
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Bur ſlav ry! virtue dreads it as her grave; 
Patience itſelf is meanneſs in a ſlave: 
Or if the will and fovercignty of God 
Bid ſuffer it awhile, and kiſs the rod; 
Wait for the dawning of a brighter day, 
And ſnap the chain the moment when you may. 
Nature imprints upon whate'er we ſce, 
That has a heart and life in it, Be free ! 
The beaſſs are chartegh—neither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horſe: 
He breaks the cord rhat held him at the rack, 
And, conſcious of an unencumber'd back, 
Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein, 
Loofe fly his forelock and his ample mane ; 
Reſponſive to the diſtant neigh he neighs, 
Nor ſtops till, overleaping all delays, | 
He finds the paſture where his fellows graze. 
© 110. On Liberty, and in Praiſe of Mr. Howard. 
CowPeR. 
O could I worſhip aught beneath the ſkies, 
That earth hath ſeen or fancy could dev iſe, 
Thine altar, ſacred Liberty, ſhould ſtand, 
Built by no mercenary, vulgar hand. 
With fragran turf and flow'rs as wild and fair 
As ever dreſs d a bank, or ſcented ſummer air. 
Duly as ever on the mountain's height 
The peep of morning ſhed a dawning light; 
Again, when evening in her ſober veſt 
Drew the grey curtain of the fading Weſt ; 
My ſoul ſhould yicle thee willingthanks and praiſe 
For the chief bleſſings of my faireſt days: 
But that were facrilege—praife is not thine, 
But his who gave thee, and preſerves thee mine: 
Elſe I wonld ſay, and as I ſpake bid fly 
A captive bird into the boundleſs ſæy, 
This triple realm adores thee—thov art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home; 
We feel thy force ſtill active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from prieſtly pow'r ; 
While cooſcience, bappier than in ancient ycars, 
Owns no ſuperior but the God ſhe fears. 
Prepitious Spirit, vet expunge a wrong 
Thy rites hare ſuffer'd, and our land, too long; 
Teach mercy to ten thouſand hearts that ſhare 
The fears and hopes of a commercial care : 
Prifons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the lawleſs, and to puniſh guilr; 
But ſhipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire and flood, 
Are mighty miſchiefs, not to be withſtood ; 
And honeſt merit ſtands on ſlipp'ry ground, 
Where covert guile and artifice abound : 
Let juſt reſtraint, for public peace defign'd, 
Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ; 
The fee of virtue has no claim to thee, 
But let inſolvent innocence go free. | 
Patron of elſe the moſt deſpis d of men, 
Accept the tribute of a ſtranger's pen; 
Verſe, like the laurel its immortal mecd, 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed : 
I may alarm thee, but I fear the ſhame 
(Charity choſen as my theme and aim) | 
I muſt cur, forgetting Howard's name. 
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To quit the bliſs thy rural ſcenes beſtow, 

To ſeek a nobler amidſt ſcenes of woe; 

To traverſe ſeas, range kingdoms, and bring home, 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge fuch as only dungeons teach, 
And only ſympathy like thine could reach; 
That grief, ſequeſter'd from the public tage, 
Might ſmooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage— 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a veal 

The boldeft patriot might be proud to feel. 

Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 

That pleads for peace till it diſturbs the ſtate, 
Were hnſh'd in favour of thy gen'rous plea, 
The poor thy clients, and Heaven's ſmile thy fee! 


§ 111. On Domej/tic Happineſs, as the Friend of 
Virtue, and of the falſe Good-nature of the 
Age. CowrEx. 
DeMESTIC happineſs, thou only bliſs 
Of Paradiſe that has furviv'd the fall ! 
Tho' few now taſte thee unimpair'd and pure, 
Or, taſting, long enjoy thee; too infirm 
Or too incautious to preſerve thy ſweets 
Unmix'd with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper ſheds into thy cryſtal cup. 
Thou art the nurſe of virtue. In thine arms 


| She {miles, appearing, as in truth the is, 


Heaven-born, and deſtin'd to the ſkies again. 
Thou art not known where Pleaſure is ador's, 
That reeling goddeſs with the zoncleſs waiſt 
And wand'ring eyes, ſtill leaning on the arm 
Of Novelty, her Sckle frail ſuppert ; 

For thou art meek and conſtant, hating change, 
And finding in the calm of truth-tied love 
Joys that her ſtormy raptures never vield. 
Forſaking thee, what ſhipwreck have we made 
Of honovr, dignity, and fair renown, - 
Till proſtitution elbows us afide 

In all our crowded ſtreets, and ſenates ſeem 
Conven'd for purpoſes of empire leſs 

Than to releaſe th' adult'reſs from her bond 
Th' adult'reſs! what a theme for angry verſe, 
What provocation to th' indignant heart 

That feels for injur'd love! But I diflain 


= 


The nauſeous taſk to paint her as ſhe is, 


Cruel, abandon'd, glorying in her ſhame. 

No. Let her paſs ; and, charioted along, 

In guilty ſplendour ſhake the public ways: 
The frequency of crimes has waſh'd them white; 
And verie of mine fhall never brand the wretch 
Whom matrons now of character unſmirch'd, 
And chaſte themſelves, are not aſham'd to own. 
Virtue and vice had bound'ries in old time 

Not to be paſs d: and ſhe that had renounc'd 
Her ſex's honour, was renounc'd herſelf 

By all that priz'd it; not for Prudery's ſake, 
But Dignity's reſentful of the wrong. 

Twas hard perhaps on here and there a waif 
Defirous to return, and not receivid; _ 

But was an wholefome rigour in the main, 

And taught th' unblemiſh'd to preſerve with care 


That purity, whoſe loſs was los of all. 


Men too were nice in honour in thoſe days, 
And judg'd offenders well: and he that tharp'd, 


Bleſt with all wealth can give thee—to reſign | 
Joys doubly ſweet to feelings quick as thut; 


And pockcted a prize by fraud obtain d, 


Was 
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Was mark'd and'ſhunn'd as odious. He that ſold 


His country, or was flack when ſhe requir'd 
His ev'ry nerve in action and at ſtretch, 

Paid with the blood that he had baſely ſpar'd 
The price of his default. But now—yes, now, 
We are become fo candid and fo fair, 

So liberal in cohſtruction, and fo rich 

In Chriſtian charity, a good-natur'd age! 

That they are ſafe ; ſinners of either ſex [ bred, 
Tranſgreſs what laws they may. Well dreſs'd, well 
Well equipag'd, is ticket good enough 

To pais us readily through ev'ry door. 
Hypocriſy, deteſt her as we may, 

(And no man's hatred ever wrong'd her yet) 
May claim this merit ſtill, that ſhe admits 
The worth of what ſhe mimics with ſuch care, 
And thus gives virtue indirect applauſe. 

But ſhe has burat her maſks, not needed here, 
Where vice has ſuch allowance, that her ſhifts 
And ſpecious ſemblances heve loſt their uſe. 


$ 112. On the Employments of what is called an 
Idle Life... - © CowypER. 

OW various his employments whom the world 
Calls idle, and who juſtly in return 

Eſteems that buſy world an idler too ! 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 

Delightful induſtry enjoy'd at home, 

And nature in her cultivated trim 

Dreſs d to his taſte, inviting him abroad 

Can he want occupation who has theſe ? 

Will he be idle who has much t' enjoy? 

Me therefore, ſtudiovs of laborious eaſe, 

Not ſlothful; happy to deceive the time, 

Not waſte it; and aware that hnman life 

Is but a loan to be repaid with uſe, 

When He ſhall call his debtors to account 

From whom are all our bleſſings —buſineſs finds 

Ev'n here. While ſedulous I ſeek r' improve, 

Art leaſt neglect not, or leave unemploy'd, 

The mind he gave me; driving-it, though ſlack 

Too oft, and much impeded in its work 

By cauſes not to be divulg'd in vain. 

To its juſt point—the ſervice of mankind. 

He that attends to his interior ſelf, 

That has a heart, and keeps it; has a mind 

That hungers, and ſupplies it; and who ſecks 

A ſocial, not a diſſipated life 

Has buſineſs; feels himſelf engag'd t' achieve 

No unimportant, though a filent taſk. 

A life all turbulence and noiſe may ſeem 

To him that leads it wiſe, and to be prais d; 

But wiſdom is a pearl with moſt ſucceſs 

Sought in ſtill water, and beneath clear ſkies, 

He that is ever occupied in ſtorms 

Or dives not for it, or brings up inſtead, 

Vainly induftrious, a diſgraceful prize. 


$ 113. The Poſt comes in—the News-paper is 
read—The World contemplated at a diſtance. 
1 Fs Cow PER. 
ARK ! 'tis the twanging horn ! o'er yonder 
bridge, | 
That with its weariſome but needful length 
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Beſtrides the wint'ry food, in which the moan 
Secs her unwriakled face reflected bright, 
He comes, the herald of a noiſy world, 


News from all nations lumb'ring at his back. 

True to his charge, the cloſe-pack'd load behind; 

Vet carclefs what he brings, his one concern 

Is to conduct it to the deſtin'd inn; 

And, having dropp'd th{axpetted bag, paſs on, 

He whiſtles as he goes, I1zht-hearted wretch, 

Cold and yet cheerful : meſſenger of grief 

Perhaps to thouſands, and of joy to ſome; 

To him indiff rent whether grief or joy. 

Houſes in aſhes, and the fall of ſtocks, 

Births, deaths, and marriages, epiſtles wet | 

Wita tears that trickled down the writer's cheeks 

Faſt as the periods from his fluent quill, 

Or charg'd with am'rous ſighs of abſent ſwains, 

Or nymphs reſponſive, equally affect 

His horſe and him, unconſcious of them all. 

But oh th' important budget! uſher'd in 

With ſuch heart-ſhaking muſic, who can ſay 

What are its tidings : have our troops awak' d? 

Or do they ſtill, as if with opium drugg d, 

Suore to the murmurs of th' Atlantic wave? 

Is India free? and does ſhe wear her plum'd 

And jewell'd turban with a ſmile of peace, 

Or do we. grind her ſtill > The grand debate, 

The popular harangue, the tart reply, 

The logic, and the wiſdom, and the wit, 

And the loud laugh—T long to know them all; 

burn to ſet th' impriſon'd wranglers free, 

And give them voice and utt'rance once again. 
Now ſtir the fire and cloſe the ſhutters falt, 

Let fall the curtains, wheel the ſofa round, 

And while the bubbling and loud-hifling urn 

Fhrows up a ſteamy column, and the cups 

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 

So let us welcome peaceful ev/ning in. : 

Not ſuch his ev ning who with ſhining face 

Sweats in the crowded theatre, and ſqueez d, 


' 


Outſcolds the ranting actor on the ſtage. 

Nor his, who patient ſtands till his feet throb, 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patriots burſting with hergic rage, 

Or placemen all tranquillity and ſmiles. 

This folio of four pages, happy work 

Which not ev'n critics criticite, that holds 
Inquifitive attention while I read 

Faſt bound in chains of filence, which the fair, 


W hat is it but a map of buly life, 

Its fuctuations, and its vaſt concerns? 

Here ruus the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the ſummit, ſee, 
The ſcals of office glitter in his eyes; heels, 
He climbs, he pants, he graſps them. At his 
Clole at his heels, a demagogue aſcends, 


And wins them, but to loſe them in his turn. 
Here rills of oily eloquence in ſoft 
Meanders lubricate the courſe they take: 


The modeſt ſpeaker is aſnam' d and griev'd 
T” engroſs 


con Clocks, 
With ſpatter'd boots, ſtrapp'd waiſt, and frozen 


And bor'd with elbow- points throꝰ both his ſides, 


Though eloquent themſelves, yet fear to breax - 


And with a dext'rous jerk ſoon twiſts him down, 


: 
1 
ö 
| 
' 
| 
J: 
| 
i. 


510 X ELEGANT 


JT engroſs a moment's notice; and yet begs, 

Begs a propirious ear for his poor thoughts, 

However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet baſhfulneſfs! it claims at leaft this praiſe, 

The dearth of information and good ſenſe 

That it foretels us, always comes to paſs. 

Catarafts of declamarion thunder here, : 

There foreſts of no meaning ſpread the page 

In which all compretienfion wanders loſt ; 

While fields of pleaſantry amuſe us there, 

With merry deſcants on a nation's woes. 

The reft appears a wilderneſs of e 

But gay confuſion roſes for the checks 

And hilies for the brows of faded age, 

Teeth for the toothleſs, ringlets for the bald, 

Heaven, earth, and ocean plunder d of their ſweets, 

Nectaredus eſſences, Olympian dews, 

Sermons and city feaſts, and fav*rite airs, 

Ethereal journeys, ſubmarine exploits, 

And Katterfelto with his hair on end 

At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread. 
Tis pleaſant through the loop-holes of retreat 

To peep at fuch a world: to ſce the ſtir 

Of fn el Babel, and not feel the crowd: 

To hear the roar the ſends through all her gates 

At a ſafe diftance, where the dying ſound 

Falls a ſoft murmur on th' uninjur'd ear. 

Thus fitting, and ſurveyipg thus at eaſe 

The globe and its concerns, I ſeem advanc'd 

To ſome ſecure and more than mortal height, 

That lib'ratcs and exempts m from them all. 

It turns ſubmitted to my view, turns round 

With all its generations; I behold | 

The tumult, and am ſtill. The found of war 

Has loſt its terrors ere it reaches me; 

Grieves but alarms me not. I mourn the pride 

And av'rice that makes man a wolf to man, 

Hear the faint echo of thoſe brazen throats 

By which he ſpeaks the language of his heart, 

And ſigh, but never tremble at the found. 

He travels and expatiates, as the bee : 

From flow'r to flow'r, fo he from land to land ; 

The manners, cuſtoms, policy of all 

Pay contribution to the ſtore he gleans ; 

He ſucks intelligence in ev'ry clime, 

And ſpreads the honey of his deep reſearch 

At his return, a rich repaſt for me! 

He travels, and I tov. I tread his deck, 

Aſcend his topmaſt, through his peering eyes 

Diſcover countries, with a kindred heart 

Suffer his woes, and ſhare in his eſcapes; 

While fancy, like the finger of a clock, 

Runs the great circuit, and is till at home. 
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FUR morn aſcends : freſh zephyr's breatn 
Blows lib'ral o'er yon bloomy heath, 
Where, ſown eule, herb and flower 

Of balmy ſmell, of healing power, 

Their ſouls in fragrant dews exhale, 

And breathe freſh life in ev'ry gale. 

Here ſpreads 2 green expanſe of plains, 


Where, ſweeily- penſive, Silence reigns ; 


EXTRACTS, 


And there, at utmoſt ſtretch of eye, 
A mountain fades into the ky ; 
While, winding round, diftus'd and deep, 
A river rolls with founding ſweep. 
Of human art no traces near, 
I ſeem alone with nature here 
Here are thy walks, O ſacred Health! 
The Monarch's blifs, the Beggar's wealth, 
The ſeas'ning of all good below, 
The ſov'reign friend in joy or woe. 
O Thou, moſt courted, moſt deſpis'd, 
| And but in abſence duly priz'd ! 
Power of the ſoft and roiy face! 
The vivid pulſe, the vermeil grace, 
The ſpirits, when they gayeſt thine, 
Youth, beauty, pleaſure, all are thine ! 
O ſun of life, whoſe heavenly ray 
Lights up and cheers our various day, 
The turbulence of hopes and fears, 
The ftorm of fate, the cloud of years, 
Till nature, with thy parting light, 
Repoſcs late in Death's calm night: 
Fled from the trophied roofs of ſtate, 
Abodes of ſplendid pain and hare | 
Fled from the couch, where, in ſweet fleep, 
Hot Riot would his anguith ficep, 


| Bur toffes through rhe midnight ſhade, 


Of death, of life, alike afraid; 


For ever fled to ſhady cell, 


Where temp'rance, where the Muſes dwell, 

Thou oft art ſeen, at early dawn, 

Slow-pacing o er the breezy lawn ; 

Or, on the brow of mountain high, 

in filence feaſting ear and eye, 

Wich fong and profpe& which abound 

From birds, and- woods, and waters round. 
But when the ſun, with noon-tide ray, 

Flames forth intolerable day; 

While Heat fits fervent on the plain, 

With Thirſt and Languor in his train 

(All nature fick'ning in the blaze), 

Thou in the wild and woody maze 

That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 
[mpendent from the neighb'ring ing 

Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, 

Where breathing Coolneſs has her ſcat. 

There plung'd amid the ſhadows brown, 

Imagination lays him down; | 
Attentive, in fis airy mood, 

To ev'ry murmur of the wood: 

The bee in yonder flow'ry nook ; 

The chidings of rhe headlong brook; 

The green leaf quiv'ring in the gale ; 

The warbling hill, the lowing vale; 

The diſtant woodman's echoing ſtroke 
The thunder of the falling oak. 

From thought to thought in viſion led, 


He holds high converſe with the Dead; 


Sages or Poets. See, they riſe ! 

And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 
Hark! Orpheus ſtrikes the lyre again, 
That ſoften'd ſavages to men: | 
Lo! Socrates, the Sent of Heaven, 
To whom its moral will was given. 


| Fathers 
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Fathers and Friends of human kind! 


They form'd the nations, or refin'd, | 
With all all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight'ning truth, adorning art. 

Thus muſing in the ſolemn ſhade, 
At once the ſounding breeze was laid ; 
And nature, by the unknown law, 
Shoak deep with reverential ewe; 
Dumb ſilence grew upon the hour; 
A browner night mvolv'd the buw'r : 
When iſſuing from the inmoſt wood, 
Appear'd fair Freedom's Genius good, 
O Freedom ! ſov'reign boon of Heav'n, 
Great Charter with our being giv'n ; 
For which the patriot and the lage 
Have plann'd, have bled, thro' ev'ry age 
High privilege of human race, 
Beyond a mortal monarch's grace: 
Who could not give, who cannot claim, 
What but from God immediate came! 

S Y VP * 
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HAI. meek- eyed Maiden, clad in ſober grey, 


Whole ſoft approach the weary woodman 

loves; 4 
As homeward bent to kiſs his prattling babes 
Jocund he whiſtles through the twilight groves. 
When Phoebus finks behind the gilded hills, 
You lightly o'er the miſty meadows walk; 


The drooping daiſies bathe in dulcet dews, 
And nurſe the nodding violet's tender ſtalk. 


The panting Dryads, that in day's fierce heat 
To inmoſt bow'rs and cooling caverns ran, 
Return to trip in wanton ev'ning dance; 

Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Pan. 


To the deep wood the clamorous rooks repair, 

Light ſkims the ſwallow o'er the wat'ry ſcene ; 

And from the ſheep- cot, and frefh-furrow'd field, 

Stout ploughmen meet to wreſtle ov the green. 

The ſwain, that artleſs fings on yonder rock, 

His ſupping ſheep and length'ning ſhadow ſpies, 

Pleas'd with the cool, the calm refreſhing hour, 

And with hoarſe humming of unnumber d flies, 

Now ev'ry Paſſion fleeps : deſponding Love, 

And pining Envy, ever-reftlets Pride; 

And holy Calm creeps o'er my peaceful ſoul, 

Anger and mad Ambition's ſtorms ſubſide. 

O modeſt Evening! oft let me appear 

A wandering votary in thy penſwe train; 

Liſt'ning to every wildly-warbling note | 

] hat fills with farewel ſweet thy darkening plain. 
An Elegy. 


AV. 
of Cambridge. 


| from her hallow'd grot, where mildly 
bright 
The pointed cryſtals ſhot their trembling light, 
From cripping moſs where fparkling dew- drops 
ell 
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Where coral glow'd, where twin'd the wreathed 
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Pale Ifis lay ; a willow's lowly ſhade 
Spread its thin foliage o'er the ſleeping maid 
Clos'd was her eye, and from her heaving breaſt 
In careleſs folds looſe flow'd her zoneleſs veſt; _ 
While down her neck her vagrant treſſes flow, 
In all the awful negligence of woe; | . 
Her urn ſuſtain'd her arm, that ſculgtur'd vaſe 
Where Vulcan's art had laviſh'd alf his grace, _ . 
Here, full with life, was heavzn-taught Science 
ſeen, 
Known by the laurel wreath and muſing mien 


There- cloud-ccown'd Fame, here Peace ſedate 
and bland, s 


| SwelPd the loud trump, and way'd the olive wand; 


While ſolemn domes, arch'd ſhades, and viſtas 
reen, _ 
At cit diſtance cloſe the facred ſcene. 
On this the goddeſs caft an anxious look, 
Then dropp'd a tender tear, and thus ſhe fpoke : 


| | Yes, I could once with pleas'd attention trace 


The mimic charms of this prophetic vaſe ; 

Then lift my head, and with enraptur'd eyes 
View ou yon plain the real glories riſe. 

Yes, Ifis ! oft haft thou rejoic'd to lead 

Thy liquid treaſures o'er yon fav'rite mead 

Oft haſt thou ſtopp'd thy pearly car to gaze, 

| While ev'ry Science nurs'd its growing bays; 
While ev'ry Youth, with fame's ſtrong impulfe 
Preſs'd to the goal, and at the goal untir'd [ fir d, 
Snatch'd each celeftial wreath, to bind his brow, 
The Muſes, Graces, Virtues could beſtow. 

Een now fond Fancy leads th' ideal tram, 
And ranks her troops on Memory's ample plain; 
See ! the firm leaders of my patriot line, 
Sec! Sidney, Raleigh, Hampden, Somers ſhine. 
See Hough, ſuperior to a tyrant's doom, 

Smile at the menace of the flave of Rome: 

Each ſoul whom truth could fire, or virtue move, 
Each breaſt ſtrong panting withits country's love, 
All that to Albion gave their heart or head, 
That wiſely counſell'd, or that bravely bled, 
All, all appear; on me they grateful ſmile, 


The well-carn'd prize of every virtuous toil 


ro me with filial reverence they bring, 

And hang freſh trophies o'er my honour d ſpring. 
Ah! I remember well yoa beechen ſpray, 
There Addifon firſt run'd his poll d bays _ 
Twas there great Cato's form firſt met his eye, 
In all the pomp of free-born majeſty ; [awe, 
My fon,” he cried, © obſerve this mien with 
In fokran lines the ſtrong reſemblance draw; 
„ The piercing notes ſhall ſtrike each Britiſh ear; 
Each Britiſh eye fhall drop the patriot tear 

„ And, rous'd to glory by the nervous ftrain, 

« Each youth ſball ſpurn at flavery's abject reign; 
„Shall guard with Cato's zcal Eritannia's laws, 


And lpeak, and act, and bleed, in freedom's 


« cauſe.” X 
The Hero ſpoke ; the bard aſſenting bow'd ; 
The lay to Liberty and Cato flow'd ; 
While Echo,-as ſhe rov'd the vale along, 
Join'd the ſtrong cadence of his Raman ſong. 
But, ah! how Stillneſs ſlept upon the ground, 


How mute attention check'd each rifting found, 
| Scarge 
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Hence frontleſs crowds that, not content to fright 


Io deal their inſults thro' a peaceful land ; 


Where far, far hence theſe guiltleſs fireams may 


Scarce ftole 2 breeze to wave the leafy ſpray, 

Scarce trill'd ſweet Philomel her ſofteſt lay, 

When Locke walk d muſing forth e'en now 1 
ajeſtic Wiſdom thron'd upon his brow ; [view 


View Candour ſmile upon his modeſt cheek, | 
And from his eye all Judgment's radiance break. 


»Twas here the ſage his manly zcal expreſs'd, 

Here firipp d vain Falſehood of her gaudy veſt ; 

Here Troth's colic&ed beams firſt fiil'd his mind, 

Ere long to burſt in bleſſings on mankind ; 

Ere long to ſhew to reaſon s purged eye, 

That © Nature's firſt beſt gift was Liberty.“ 

Proud of this wondrous fon, fublime I ſtood 

(While louder ſurges ſwell'd my rapid flood); 

Then, vain as Niobe, exulting cried, 

Hiffus ! roll thy fam'd Athenian tide; 

Tho Plato's fieps oft mark'd thy neighb'ring 

Tho' fair Lyczum lent its awfut ſhade, [ glade, 

Tho ev'ry Academic green impreſs'd 

Its image full on thy reflecting breaſt, 

Yet my pure ſtream ſnall boaſt as proud a name, 

And Britain's Iſis flow with Attic fame. 
Alas! how chang d! where now that Attic 

boaſt ? . 

See ! Gothic Licence rage o'er all my coaſt; 

See! Hydra Faction ſpread its impious reign, 

Poiſon each breaft, and madden cv'ry brain: 


The bluſhing Cynthia from her throne of night, 
Blaſt the fair face of day; and, madly bold, 
To Freedom's foes infernal orgies hold; 
To Freedom's foes, ah! ſee the goblet crown'd, 
Hear plauſive ſhouts to Freedom's foes reſound; 
The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt, 
The Echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt; 
Learning, that once to all diffus'd her beam, 
Now ſheds, by ſtealth, a partial private gleam 
In ſome lone cloiſter's melancholy ſhade, 
Where a firm few ſupport her ſickly head, 
Deſpis d, inſulted by the barb'rous train, 
Who ſcour like Thracia's moon- ſtruck rout the 
: lain, : 

Sworn foes like them to all the Muſe approves, - 
All Phe&bus favours, or Minerva loves. 

Are theſe the ſons my foſt ring breaſt muſt rear, 
Grac'd with my name, and nurtur'd by iny care? 
Muſt cheſe go forth from my eee, hand 


And boaſt, while Freedom bleeds, and Virtue 
._ groans, | 
That“ Iſis taught Rebellion to her Sons? 
Forbid it, Heaven! and let my rifing waves 
Indignant ſwell, and whelm the recreant ſlavcs! 
In England's cauſe their patriot floods employ, 
As Xanthus delug'din the caufe of Troy. 
Is this denied; then point ſome ſecret wz 
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That condeſcend to write in proſe: 
Inſpir'd with pathos and ſublime, 
[ always ſoar—in doggrel rhyme; 


| And ſcarce can aſk Any how you do, 


Vithout a jingling line or two. 
Beſides, I always took delight in 
What bears the name of eaſy writing; 
Perhaps the reafon makes it pleaſe 
Is, that I find 'tis writ with caſe. 

vent a notion here in private, 
M nich public taſte can ne'er connive at, 
Which thinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Addiſon and his Spectator; 
Who fays (it is no matter where, 
Bur that he ſays it I can ſwear) 
With eaſy verſe moſt bards are ſmitten, 
Becauſe they think it 's eaſy written; 
Whereas, the eaſier it appears, 
The greater marks of care it wears; 
Of which to give an explanation, 
Take this by way of illuſtration : 
The fam'd Mat. Prior, it is ſaid, 
Oft bit his nails, and ſcratch'd his head, 
And chang'd a thought a hundred times, 
Becauſe he did nat like the rhymes : 


In ſhort, he labour'd to write caſy. 

And yet no Critic e'er defines 

His poems into labour'd lines. 

L have a fimile will hit him; 

His verſe, like clothes, was made to fit him ; 

Which (as no taylor e'er denied) 

The better fit the more they re tried. 
Though I have mention'd Prior's name, 

Think not I aim at Prior's fame. 


|*Tis the reſult of admiration 


To ſpend itfelt in imitation ; 
If imitation may be ſaid, | 
Which is in me by nature bred, 


And you have better proofs than theſe, 


That I 'm idolater of Eaſe. _ 
Who but a madman would engage 
A Poct in the preſent age? 
Write what we will, our works beſpeak vs 
| Dmitatores, ſerdum Pecus. 
Fale, Elegy, or lofty Ode, 
We travel in the beaten road. 


ſtray ; _— | 
„„ lend, where Nature ſpreads I he proverb ſtill ſticks cloſely by us, 


Inglorious vales, and unfrequented meads : 


There, where a hind ſcarce tunes his ruſtic rain, 
Where ſcarce a pilgrim treads the pathl-fs plain, 


Content I Il flow; forget that e er my tide * 


Nil diftum, quod non dlictum prius. 
The only comfort that I know 

Is, that *twas ſaid an age er 

Ere Milton ſoar'd in thought ſublime, 
Tre Pope retin'd the chink of rbyme, 


da w yon majeſtic ſtructures crown its ſide; 
2 te; BY 


YOU know, dear George, I 'm none of thoſe 


To make my meaning clear, and pleaſe ye, 


Book II. 


Forget that e'er my rapt attention hung 

Ir on the Sage's or the Poet's tongue; 
Calm and reſign'd my humbler lot embrace, 
Aud, pleas'd, prefer oblivion to diſgrace. 
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Er e Colman wrote in ſtyle ſo pure, 
Or the great Two the Connoiſſeur; 
Ere I burleſqu'd the rural cit, 
Proud to hedge in my ſcraps of wit; 
And, happy in the clofe connection, 


T”' acquire ſome name from their reflection: 


So (the ſimilitude is trite) 
The moon ſtill ſhines with borrow'd light; 
And, like the race of modern beaux, 
Ticks with the ſun for her lac'd clothes. 
Methinks there is no better time 
To ſhew the uſe I make of rhyme, 
Than now, when J, who from beginning 
Was always fond of couplet-finning, 
Preſuming on good-nature's ſcore, 
Thus lay my bantling at your door. 
The firſt ad vantage which I ſee, 
Is, that I ramble looſe and free: 
The bard indeed full oft complains 
That rhymes are fetters, links, and chains; 
And, when he wants to leap the fence, 
Still keeps him priſoner to the ſenſe. 
Howe'er in common-place he rage, 
Rhyme 's like your fetters on the tage, 
Which when the player once hath wore, 
It makes him only ſtrut the more, 
While, raving in pathetic ſtrains, ; 
He ſhakes his legs to clank his chains. 
From rhyme, as from a handiome face; 
Nonſenſe acquires a kind of grace; 
I therefore give it all its ſcope, 
That ſenſe may unperceiv'd elope. 
do M rs of baſeſt tricks 
(I love a fling at politics) 
Amuſe the nation, court, and king, 


With breaking F— kes, and hanging Byng; 


And make cach puny rogue a prey, 

While they, the greater, {link away. 

This ſimile perhaps would ſtrike, 

If match'd with ſomething more alike; 

Then take it dreſs'd a ſecond time 

In Prior's Eaſe; and my Sublime. 

Say, d1d you never chance to meet 

A mob of people in the ſtreet, - 

Ready to give the robb'd relief, 

And all in haſte to catch a thief; 

- While the fly rogue, who filch'd the prey, 

Too cloſe beſet to run away, 

Stop thief! ſtop thief! exclaims aloud, 

And fo eſcapes among the crowd? 

So Miniſters, c. 9 0 
O England, how I monrn thy fate 

For ſure thy loſſes now are great; 

Two ſuch what Briton can endure, 

Minorca, and the Connoifleur ! 

To- day“, or e er the ſun goes down, 

Will die the Cænſor, Mr. Town ! 

He dies, whoc'er takes pains to con him, 
With bluſhing honours thick upon him: 
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O may his name theſe verſes ſave, 

Be theſe in{crib'd upon his grave l 
Know, Reader, that on Thurſday died, 
© The Connoiſſeur, a Suicide! | 

Vet think not that his ſoul is fled, 

„Nor rank him 'mongſt the vulgar dead, 

* Rowe'er defunct you fer him down, 
He's only going out of Town.” 
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Hs goodly frame what virtue ſo approves, 
5 And teſtifies the pure ethereal ſpirit, 
As mild Benevolence? 
She with her ſiſter Mercy ſtill awaits 
Beſide tli' eternal throne of Jove, 
And meaſures forth with Wnwithdrawing hand 
The blefſhngs of the various year, So 
Sunſhine or ſhow'r, and chides the madding 
tempeſt. 
With her the heaven-bred nymph, meek Charity, 
Shall faſhion Onſlow forth in faireſt portrait; 
And with recording care 
Weave the freſh wreath that flow'ring virtue 
claims. | 
But, oh, what muſe ſhall join the band? 
He long has ſojourn'd in the ſacred haunts, 
And knows each whiſp'ring grot and 
lade 
Trod by Apollo, and the light- foot Graces. 
How then ſhall awkward gratitude, 
And the preſumprion of untutor'd duty, 
Attune my numbers, all too rude? 
Little he recks the meed of ſuch a ſong g 
Yet will I firetch aloof, 
And when U tell of Courteſy, 
Of well-atremper'd Zeal, | 
Of awful Prudence ſoothing fell Contention, 
Where {hall the lincaments agree 
But in thee, Onſlow ? You your wonted leave 
[Indulge me, nor miſdeem a ſoldier's bold em- 
| ieee 
Who: in the diſſonance of barb'rous war 
Long train'd, reviſits oft the ſacred treaſures 
Of antique memory z 
Or where ſage Pindar reins his fiery car, 
Through the vaſt vault of Heaven ſecure, 
Or what the Attic muſe that Homer fill'd, 
Her other ſon, thy Milton taught, 
Or range the flow'ry fields of gentle Spenſer, 
And, ever as I go, allurements vain 
Cheriſh a feeble fire, and feed my idle 
l Fancy: oh could I once 
Charm to their melody my fhrilling reeds! 
To Henries and to Edwards old, ; 
Dread names I *d medirate the faithful ſong; 


Or tell what time Britannia, 


September zoth, 1756, when Mr. Town, author of the Connoiſſeur, a periodical Eſſay (fince publiſhed 
in four volumes, printed for R. Baldwin, London), took leave of his readers, with an humourous account of 


himſelf, 


+ This elegant Poem was written by a Gentleman well known in the learned world, as a token of gratitude 
for favours conferred on his father during the laſt war, whole character he has thereiu aſſumed. 
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Whilom the faireſt daughter of old Ocean, 
In loathly difarray, dull eyes, 
And faded cheek, wept o'er ber abject ſons : 
Till William, great deliverer, 
Led on the comely train, gay Liberty, 
Religion, matron ſtaid, 
With ail her kindred goddeſſes 
Juſtice with ſteady brow, 


Trim Plenty, laureat Peace, and green-hair'd | 


Commerce, 
In flowing veſt of thouſand hues. . 
F2in would I nadow out old Beurbon's pile 
Tott ring with doubtful weight, and threat'ning 
cumd rous fall; 
Or trace our navy, where in tow'ring pride 
O'er the wide-ſue ling wake it rolls avengetul. 
As when collected clouds 
Forth from the gloomy ſouth, in deep array, 
Athwart the dak ning landſcape throng, 
Fraught with loud ſtorms, and thunder's dread- 
70 ful peal, 
At which the murd'rer ſtands aghaſt, 
And waſting Riot ill diſſembles terror. 
How headlong Rhone and Ebro, erſt diſtain'd 
With Mooriſn carnage, quakes thro' all he. 
branches 
Soon ſhall I greet the morn, 
When Europe ſa d, Britain and George's name, 
Shall ſound oer FElandi ia's level field, 
Familiar in domeſtic merriment; 
Or by the jolly mariner 
Be caro!'d loud adown the echoing Danube. 
The juſt memorial of fair deeds 
Still flouritkes, and, like th" untaintcd ſoul, 
Bloſſoms in freſheſt age, above 
The weary fleſh, and emys ranking wound. 
Such, after years mature, 
In full account ſhall be thy meed. 
| Oh may your riſing hope 
Well principled in ev'ry virtue bloom 
Til a freſh-ſpringing flock implore 
With infant hands a grandfire's pow'rful pray' r. 


XTRAC T 8, Bo OR il. 


Hark! yon deep echo ſtrikes the trembling ear! 


Der heaven's blue arch yon rolling worlds ap- 
pear, 

And rouſe to ſolemn thought th' aſpiring ſoul. 

O tead my ſteps beneath the moon's dim ray, 

Where Tadmar ſtands all deſert and alone! 

While from her time-ſhook towers the bird of 
Prey | 

Sounds thro' the night her long-reſounding moan. 


| 


Or bear me far to yon dark diſmal plain, 


Where fell-eyed tigers, all athirſt tor blood, 

Howl to the deſert; while the horrid train 

Koams o'er the wild where once great Babel 
ſtood; 


That queen of nations! whoſe ſuperior call 

Rous'd the broad Eaft, and bid her arms deſtroy! 

hen warm'd tomirth,let judgment mark her fall, 

And deep reflection daſh the lip of joy. 

Short is Ambition's gay deceitful dream; 

Though wreaths of blooming laurel bind ter 

| brow ; 

Calm thought difpels the viſionary ſcheme, 

And Time's cold breath diſſolves the withering 
bough. 

Slow as fome miner ſaps th' aſpiring tow'r, 

When working ſecret with deſtructive aim, 

Unſcen, unheard, thus moves the ſtealing hour, 

But works the fall of empire, pomp, and name. 


Then let thy pencil mark the traits of man ; 
Full in the draught be keen-eyed Hope por- 


tray d: 


hen give one touch, and-daſh it deep with ſhade. 


Beneath the plume that flames with glancing 
rays 

Be Care's deep engines on the ſoul impreſs' d; 

Beneath the helmet's Keen refulgent blaze 

[.ct Grief fit pining in the canker'd breaſt. 


Let Love's gay ſons, a ſmiling train, appear, 


Or zeund your honour'd couch their praulivg | With Beauty picre'd—yet heedlefs of the dart; 


ſports purſue. 


8 219. Ode to Melancholy. Octivie. 
HN. queen of thought ſublime ! prop:tious 


Wr, 
Who o'er th unbonnded waſte art joy d to roam, 
Led by the moon, when at the midnight hour 
Her pale rays tremble thro” the duiky gloom, 
o bear me, goddeſs, to thy peaceful ſeat! 
Whether to Hecla's clond-wrapt brow convey'd, 
Or lodg d where mountains ſereen thy deep retreat, 
Or wand ring wild thro' Chili's boundleſs ſhade. 


Say, rove thy ſteps o'er Libya's naked waſte 2 
Or {eek ſome Akan ſolitary ſhore ? | 
Or, on the Andes? topmoſt mountain plac'd, 
Doſt fit, and hear the folemn thunder roar ? 


Fix'& on ſome hanging rock's projcficd brow, 
Hear ſt thou low murmurs from the diſtant dome 
Or ſtray thy feet where pale dejccted Woe 


Pours her long wail from ſome lamented tomb ? Acad oer the monument that tells—He died. 


While, cloſely couch's, pale fick'ning Envy near 

Whets her fell Ring, and points it at the heart. 

Perch'd like a raven on ſome blaſted yew, 

Let Guilt revolve the thought-diftracting fn ; 

Scar'd—while her eyes ſurvey th' ethereal blue, 

Leſt heaven's ſtrong lightaing burſt the dark 

within. | 

Then paint impending o'er the maddening deep 

That rock where heart-ſtruck Sappho, vainly 
brave, 

Stood firm of ſoul then from the dizzy ſteep 

Impetuous ſpiung, and daſh'd the boiling ware. 


Here wrapt in ſtudious thought let Fancy rove, 
Still prompt to mark Suſpicion's ſecret ſnare ; 
To fee where Anguiſh nips the bloom of Love, 
Or trace proud Grandeur to the domes of Care. 
Should e'er Ambition's tow'ring hops jn flame, 
Let judging Reaſon draw the veil alule;_ - 

Or, nr'd with cnvy at ſome mighty. fame, 


What 


* 


ce night's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole 


Let flutt ring Cupids crowd the growing plan: 


Boox II. DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &ec. 


What are the enſigns of imperial f.vay, _ 
What all that Fortune's lib'ral hand has brought? 
Teach they the voice to pour a {ſweeter lay: 

Or rouſe the ſoul to more exalted thought ? 


When bleeds the heart as Genius blooms un- 
known, | 
When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful bier ; 
Not wealth, but pity, ſwells the burſting groan; 
Not pow'r, but whiſp'ring Nature, prompts th 
tear. | ; 
Say, gentle mourner, in yon mouldy vault, 
Where the worm fattens on ſome ſceptred brow, 
Beneath that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught, 
Why ſleeps unmov'd the breathleſs duſt below ? 


Sleeps it more ſweetly than the fimple ſwain, 
Bencath ſome moſſy turf that reſts his head; 
Where the lone widow tells the night her pain, 
And eve with dewy tears embalms the dead? 
The lily, ſcreen'd from ev'ry ruder gale, | 
Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſes fpring ; 
But blows neglected in the peaceful vale, 

And ſcents the zephyr's balmy breathing wing. 


The buſts of grandeur and the pomp of pow'r, 

Can theſe bid Sorrow's guthing tears ſubſide ? 

Can theſe avail in that tremendous hour, 

When Death's cold hand congeals the purple tide ? 

Ah no! the mighty names are heard no more: 

Pride's thought ſublime, and Beauty's kindling 
bloom, | 

Serve bur to ſport one flying moment o'er, 

And ſwell with pompous verſe th' eicutcheon'd 
tomb. | 


For me—may Paſſion ne er my ſoul invade, 

Nor be the whims of tow 'ring Phrenſy giv'n; 

Let Wealth ne'er court me from the peaceful 
thade, 

Where Contemplation wings the ſoul to Heaven! 


Oh guard me ſafe from Joy's enticing ſnare 
With each extreme that Pleaſure tries to hide, 
The poiſon'd breath of flow-confuming Care, 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride. 


But oft, when midnight's fadly ſolemn knell 
Sounds long and diſtant from the ſky-topt tow'r, 
Calm let me fit in Profper's lonely cell“, 
, Or walk with Milton. thro' the dark obſcure. 
: Thus, when the tranſient dream of life is fled, 
May ſome fad friend recall the former years; 
Then, ſtretch'd in filence o'er my duſty bed, 
Pour the warm guſh of ſympathetic tears! 


Ode to the Genius of Shakeſpeare. 
OGILVIE. 


F 120. 


| . 
\ APT from the glance of mortal eye, | 

| Say, burſts thy Genius to the world of light ? 
| Sec ks it yon ſtar-beſpangled ſky ? 

Or ikims its fields with rapid Might ? 

Or, mid yon plaias where Fancy trays, 

Courts it the balmy breathing gale ? 


See Shakeſpearc's T. mpeſt. 
at 


„With Naiads in the pearly cell, 


= 
* 
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90 where the violet pale : 

Droops o'cr the green-embroider'd fiream z _ 

Or where young Zephyr ſtirs the ruſtling ſprays, 

Lies all diſſolv'd in fairy dream. | 

O'er you blcak deſert's unfrequented round 

Sceſt thou where Nature treads the deep'ning 
gloom, | 

Sits on yon hoary tow'r with ivy crown'd, 

Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb ? 

Icar'ſt thou the folema mutic wind along? ö 

Orthrilis the warbling note in thy melitluous ſong? 

3 

Oft while on earth twas thine to rove a 

Where'er the wild- eyed goddeſs lov'd to roam, 

To trace ſerene the gloomy grove, 

Or haunt meck Quier's ſimple dome; 

Still hovering round the Nine appear, 

That pour the ſoul-tranſporting ſtrain; 

Join'd to the Loves' gay train, 

The looſe-rob'd Graces crown'd with flow'rs, 

Uhe light-wing'd gales that lead the vernal year, 

And wake the rofy-featur'd hours. 

O'er all bright Fancy's beamy radiance ſhone, 

How flam'd thy boſom as her charms reveal! 

Her fice-clad eye ſublime, her ſtarry zone, 

Her treſſes looſe that wanton'd on the gale z 

On thee the goddeſs fix'd her ardent look, 

Then from her glowing lips theſe melting accents 
broke 7 | | 

1.33. 


*© To thee, my favourite ſon, belong 

© The lays that ſteal the liſtening hour 
Jo pour the rapture-darting ſong, 

Jo paint gay Hope's Elyſian bow'r. 

© From Nature's hand to ſnatch the dart, 
Jo cleave with pangs the bleeding heart; 
* Or lightly fweep the trembling ring, 
And cali the Loves with purple wing 
From the Blue deep, where they dwell 


„ Soft on the ſea-born goddefs gaze ; 

Or in the looſe robe's floating maze, 

« Diſſolv'd in downy ſlumbers reſt; 

Or tlutrer o'er her panting breaſt. 

Or wild to meit rhe yielding foul, 

Let Sorrow, clad in fable ſtele, 

Slow to thy muſing thought appear; 

„Or penſive Pity pale; 

Or Love's deſponding tale [tear.” 

Call from th' intender'd heart the ſympathetic 
R R. 


Say, whence the magic of thy mind? : 
W hy thrills thy mufic on the ſprings of thought? 
Why, at thy pencil's touch rein d, N 
Starts into life the glowing draught? 

On yonder fairy carpet laid, 

Where beauty pours eternal bloom, 

And zephyr breathes perfume z 

There nightly to the tranced eye 


* 


Profuſe the radiant goddeſs ſtood diſplay'd, 


With all her fmiling offspring nigh. 


+ Venus. 


Llz Sudden 


as 


Sudden the mantiing cliff, the arching woud, 
The broder'd mead, the landſkip, and the grove, 
Hills, vales, and ſkv-dipt fcas, and torrents rude, 
Grots, ills, and ſhades, and bow'rs that breachl'd 
af love, 
All burit to fight ' while glancing on the view, 
Titania's ſporting train bruſh'd lightly o'er the 
dew. . 
HU ac 
The pale-eved Genins of the ſhade | 
Led thy bold ſtep to Profper's magic bow'r ; 
| Whole voice the howling winds obey d, 
W hoſe dark ſpell chain's the rapid hour: 
Then roſe ſerene the ſca-girt iſle ; 
Gay ſcenes, by Fancy's touch refin'd, 
Glow'd to the muſing mind: 
Such vifions bleſs the hermit's dream. 
When hovering angels prompt his placid ſmile, 
Or paint ſome high ecſtatic theme. 
Then fiam'd Miranda on th' enraptur'd gaze, 
Then fail'd bright Ariel on the bat's fleet wing: 
Or ſtarts the liſt ning throng in ſtill amaze, 
The wild note trembling on th' atrial firing ! 
The form, in heaven's reſplendent veſture gay, 
Floats on the mantling cloud, and pours the 
melting lay 
N e. 
Oh lay me near von limpid ſtream, 
Whole murmur ſooths the ear of woe ! 
There in ſome ſweet poectic dream 
Let Fancy's bright Elyſium glow ! 
'Tis done —0 er all the bluſhing mend 
The dark wood ſhakes his cloudy head; 
Beiow, the lily -fringed dale | 
Breat hes its mild fragrance on the zale ; 
While, in paſtime ali-unſcen, 
Titania rob'd in mantle green 
Sports on the mofiy-bank : her train 
Skims light along the gleaming plain; 
Or to the flutt ring breeze unfold 
The blue wing ſtreak d with beamy gold; 
Its pinions op'ning to the hght !— 
Say, burſts the viſion on my fight? 
Ah. no! by Shakeſpeare's pencil drawn, 
The beauteoys ſhapes appear; 
While meek-cycd Cynthia near | 
Illumes with fireamyray the ſilver- mantled lawn+. 


Hl, 1. | 
Nut, hark! the tempeſt howls afar ! 
Burſts the loud whirhwind o'er the pathleſs waſte ! 
What cherub blows the trump of war ? 
What demon rides the ſtormy blaſt ? 
Red from the lightning's livid blaze, 
The bleak heath ruſhes on the ſight ; 
Then wrapt in ſudden night 
Diſſolves.— But, zh] wheat kivgly form 
Rams the lone deſert's deſolated maze : 
nau d, nor Heeds the ſweeping frorm ? 
Ye pale-eyed lightnings, ſpare the check of age 
Vain with i tho* anguiſh heaves the burſting groan, 
Ocaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 


Ariel: ſee the Tempeſt, + See the 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


| 


Boor II. 


Hears not the mourner's unavailiag moan : 

Hearr-pierc'd he bleeds ; and, ſtung with wild 
deſpair, Chair. 

Bares his time-blaſted head, and tears his ſilver 

III. 3. 

Lo! on yon long- reſounding ſhore, 

Where the rock totters o'er the headlong deep; 

What phantoms bath'd in infant gore 

Stand mutt'ring on the dizzy ſteep |! 

Their murmur ſhakes the zephyr's wing! 

The ſtorm obeys their powerful ſpell ; 

See, from his gloomy cell 

Fierce Winter ſtarts ! his ſcowling eye 

Blots the fair mantle of the breathing Spring, 

And lowers along the ruffled ky. | 

To the deep vault the velling harpies run 8; 

[ts yawning mouth receives th' infernal crew. 

Dim thro” the black gloom winks the glimmering 
ſun | 


And the pale fornace gleams with brimſtone blue. 


Hell howls; and fiends that join the dire acclaim 
Dance on the bubbling ride, and point the livid 
flame. | 


| „ (95 

But, ah! on Sorrow's cypreſs bough 
Can Beauty breathe her genial bloom 

| On Death's cold cheek will paſſion glow ? 


Or Muſic warble from the tomb? 


There ſleeps the Bard, whoſe tuneful tongue 

| Pour'd the full ſtream of mazy ſong. 

Young Spring, with lip of ruby, here 
how'rs from her lap the bluſhing year; 


While along the tuif reclin'd, 


The looſe wing ſwimming on the wind, 
The Loves, with forward geſture bold, 
Sprinkle the ſod with ſpangling gold; 
And oft the blue- eyed Graces trim 
Dance lightly round on downy limb; 
Oft roo, when eve demure and till 
Chequers the green dale's purling rill, 
Sweet Fancy pours the plaintive ſtrain; 
Or, wrapt in ſoothing dream, 
By Avon's ruffled ftream, 


Hears the low-murmuzing gale tl 


| 


lam. 


:at dies along the 


8 121. Ode to Time: occaſioned by ſeeing the 
Ruins of an Ole Cofile. OGILVIE. 
| 13 Js | 
THOU who, mid the world-involying gloom, 
Sitt'ſt on yon ſolitary ſpire | 
Or ſlowly ſhak'ſt the ſounding dome, 
Or hear'ft the wildly-warbling lyre ; 
Say, when thy muſing ſoul 
Bids diſtant times unroll, 
And marks the flight of each revolving year, 
Of ycars whoſe flow-confuming pow'r 
Has clad with moſs yon leaning tow'r, 
That ſaw the race of Glory run, 
That mark'd Ambition's ſetting ſun, 
That ſhook old Empire's tow'ring pride, 
That ſwept them down the floating tide— 


Midſummer Night's Dream, + Lear. 


th The Witches in Macbeth, 


Says 


Book II. 


Say, when theſe long-unfolding ſcenes appear, 
Streams down thy hoary check the pity-darting 
tear ? 
E 


Caſt o'er yon trackleſs waſte thy wand'ring eye : 
Yon hill, whoſe gold-illumin'd brow, 
Juſt trembling thro' the bending ſky, 
O'erlooks the boundleſs wi below, 
Once bore the branching wood 
That o'er yon murmuring flood 
Hung wildly waving to the ruſtling gale ; 
The naked heath with moſs o'ergrown, 
That hears the lone owl's nightly moan, 
Once bloom'd with ſummer's copious ſtore, 
Once rais'd the lawn-befpangling flow'r ; 
Or heard ſome lover's plaintive lay, 
When by pale Cyathia's filver ray 
All wild he wander'd o'er the lonely dale, 
And taught the liſt'ning moon the melancholy tale. 
| EIS | 
Ye wilds where heaven-rapt Fancy roves ! 
Ye {ky crown'd hills, and folemn groves ! 
Ye low-brow'd vaults, ye gloomy cells! 
Ye caves where night-bred Silcuce dwells ! 
Ghoſts that in yon lonely hall 
Lightly glance along the wall 
Or bencath yon ivy'd tow'r, 
At rhe ſilent midnight hour, 
Stand array'd in ſpotleſs white, 
And ſtain the duſky robe of Night; 
Or with flow ſolemn pauſes roam 
O'er the long- ſounding hollow dome! 
Say, mid yon deſert ſolitary round, 
When darkneſs wraps the boundleſs ſpheres, 
Does ne'er ſome diſmal dying found 
On Night's dull ſerious ear rebound, [years ? 
That mourns the ceaſeleſs lapſe of life - conſuming 
5 2, Þ 
O cali th' inſpiring glorious hour to view, 
When Caledonia's martial train | 
From yon oy rock's high-arching brow 
Pour'd on the heart-ſtruck flying Dane ! 
When War's blood-tinctur'd ſpear 
Hung o'er the trembling rear ; flight: 
W hun light-heel'd Terror wing'd their Ap ta 
Yon tow'rs then rung with wild alarms ! 
Yon deſert gleam'd with ſhining arms ! 
While on the bleak hill's brighr'ning ſpire 
Bold Vict'ry flam'd, with eyes of fire; 
Her limbs celeſtial robes infold, 
Her wings were ting'd with ſpangling gold, 
She ſpoke—her words iafus'd refiftleſs might, 
And warm'd the bounding heart, and rous d the 
ſoul of fight. | 
| Se ES 
But, ah! what hand the ſmiling proſpect brings? 
What voice recalls th' expiring day? 
Sce, darting ſwift on eagle-wings, 
The glancing moment burſts away! 
So from ſome mountain's head, 
In mantling gold array'd, 


. 


4 
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The vale where muſing Quiet treads, 


| 


ö 


His pow'r-clad arm controul'd each happier clime, 


| What mould'ring piles decay'd 


$17 


The flow'r-clad lawns, and bloomy micads, 
Or ſtreams where zephyr loves to ſtray 
Bencath the pale eve's twinkling ray; 
Or waving woods detain the ſight 
When from the gloomy care of night 
Some cloud ſweeps ſhadowy o'er the duſky ſkies. 
And wraps the flying ſcene, that fades, and In im, 
and dies. 


| 


IT. 
Lo! riſing from yon dreary tomb, 
What ſpectres ſtalk acroſs the gloom ! 
With haggard eyes, and viſage pale, 
And voice that moans with teeble wail 1 
O'er yon long refounding plain 
Slowly moves the ſolemn train; 
Wailing wild with ſhrieks of woe 
O'er the bones that reſt below 
While the dull night's ſtartled ear 
Shrinks, aghaſt with thrilling fear! 
Or ſtand with thin robes waſting ſoon, 
And eyes that blaſt the ſick ning moon! 
Yet theſe, ere Time kad roll'd their years we y, 
Ere Death's fell arm had mark'd its aim, 
Rul'd yon proud tow'rs with emple ſway, 
Beheld the trembling ſwains obey, 
And wrought the glorious deed that ſwell'd the 
trump of Fame. | 
8 „ | Ss 
But why o'er theſe indulge the burſting ſigh? 
Feels not each ſhrub the tempeſt's pow'r? | 
Rocks not the dome when wiuriwinds fly ? 
Nor ſhakes the hill when thunders rear ? 
Lo! mould'ring, wild, unknown, 
What fanes, what tow'rs o'erthrown, 
What tumbling chaos marks the waſte of Time? 
| ſee Palmyra's temples fall; 
Old Ruin thakes the hanging wall! 
Yon waſte where roaming lions howl, 
Yon aiſle where moans the grey-eyed owl, 
Shows the proud Perſian's great abodev; 
Where ſceptred once, an earthly god ! 


| 


W here ſports the warbling Muſe, and Fancy fears 
| ſublime. 
III. 2. 


Hark! what dire ſound rolls murm'ring on the 
Ah! what ſoul-thrilling ſcene appears ? [gale ? 
I ſee the column'd arches fail! 

And ſtructures hoar, the boaſt of vears! 


p ' —— 22 ! , 
_—— ——— — ere , 


Gleam thra' the moon-ftreak'd ſhade, 

Where Rome's proud Genius rear'd her awful 
Sad monument!—Ambinen near [ brow ! 
Rolls on the duſt, and pevurs a tear; 

Pale Honour drops the flutt'ring plume, 
And Conqueſt weeps o'er Cziar's tomb; 
Slow Patience fits with cye depreſt, 

And Courage beats his ſobbing breaſt; 
Ev'nWar's redcheek the guſhing fircams o'erflow, 
And Fancy's liſt' ning car attends the plaint of 


i 


While bright-eyed Fancy ſtands in ſweet ſurpriſe : 


* Perſepolis. 
LIz 


Woe. 


— ͤ ũͤ— ˙ ÄRðNA, Sree 
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. . 
Lo, on yon pyramid ſublime, 
Whence lies Old Egypt's deſert clime, 
Bleak, naked, wild ! where ruin low'rs, 
Mid fanes, and wrecks, and tumbling tow'rs : 
On the ſteep height waſte and bare, 
Stands the Pow'r with hoary bar ! 
Oer his ſeythe he bends ; his hand 
Slowly ſhakes the flowing ſand, 
While the bours, and airy ring, 
Lightly flit with downy wing, 
Ard ſep the works of man; and ſhade 
With filver'd locks his furrow'd head; 
Thence rolls the mighty pow'r his broad ſurvey, 
And ſeals the nations” awful doom: 
He fees proud grandeur's meteor ray; 
He yields to joy the feftive diy; 
Then ſweeps the length'ning ſhade, and marks 
them for the tomb. 7 


8 n22. Ode to Evening. OGILVIE. 
MEE Pow'r, whoſe balmy-pinion'd gale 
Steals o'er the low r-enamelb'd dale! 

Whoſe voice in gentle whiſpers ncar 
Ott fighs ro Quiet's liſt'ning ear; 
As on her dow ny couch at reſt, 
By 'ihovght's inſpiring viſions bleſt 
She fits, with white-rob'd Silence nigh, 
And muſing heaves her ſerious eye, 
To mark the flow ſun's glimm'ring ray, 
To catch the laſt pale gicam cf day; 
Or ſunk in ſweet repote, unknown 
Lies on the wild hill's van alone; 
Ard ſees thy gradual pencil flow 
Along the heaven-illumin'd bow. 

Come, Nymph demure, with mantle bluc, 
Thy trefles bath d in balmy dew, 
With Rep ſmooth fliding o er the green, 
The graces breathing in thy mien; 
And thy veſture's gather d fold 
SGirt with a zone of circling gold; 
And bring the harp, whole ſolema firing 
Dies to the wild wind's murm'ring wing; 
And the Nymph, whoſe eye ſerene . 
Max ks the calm, breething woodland ſcene ; 
Thought, mountain ſage ! who loves to climb, 
And haunts the dark rock's ſommit dim; 
Let Fancy falcon-wing d be near : 
And through the cloud-envelop'd ſphere, 
Where muſing roams Retirement boar, 
Lull'd by the torrenr's diftant roar, 
Oh bid with trembling light to glow 
Tic raven-plume that crowns his brow, 

Lo, where thy meck- e7cd train attend! 
Queen of the ſolemn thought, deſccud! 
Oh hide me in romantic bow'rs! 
Or lead my ſtep to rum'd tow'rs ! 
Where gleaming thio' the chinky door 
The pale ray gilds the roulder'd floor : 
While beneath the hallow'd pile, 
Peep in the deſert faricking lic, 
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| Rapt Contemplation ſtalks along, 


\nd hears the flow clock's pealing tongue 
Ir, mid the dun diſcolour'd gloom, 
Sits on ſome hero's peaceful tomb, 
Throws Life's gay glitt'ring robe afide, 
And tramples on the neck of Pride. 

Oft ſhelter'd by the rambling ſprays, 


Lead o'er the foreſt's winding maze ; 


Where, thro' the mantling boughs, afar 
Glimmers the ſilver- ſtreaming ſtar ; 
And, ſhower'd from ev'ry ruſtling blade, 
The looſe light floats along the ſhade: 
So hov'ring o'er the human ſcene 

Gay Pleaſure ſports with brow ſerene : 
By Fancy beam'd, the glancing ray 
Shoots, flutters, gleams, and fleets away: 
Unſettled, dubious, reſtleſs, blind, 

Floats all the buſy buſtling mind; 
While Mem'ry's unftaia'd leaves retain 


No trace from all th' ideal train. 


But ſee the landſcape op' ning fair 
Invites to breathe the purer air! 

Oh when the cou flip- ſcented gale 
Shakes the light dew-drop o'er the dale, 
When on her amber-dropping bed 
Looſe Eaſe reclines her downy head; 
low blcit ! by fairy-haunted ſtream 
To melt in mild ecſtatic dream 

Die to the pictur'd wiſh, or hear 
(Breath'd foft on Fancy's trembling ear) 
Such lays by angel-harps refin'd, 

As half unchaiu the flutt'ring mind, 
When on life's edge it eyes the ſhore, 
And all its pinions ſtretch to ſoar. 

Lo! where the ſun's broad orb withdrawn 
Skirts with pale gold the. duſky lawn; 
While. led by ev'ry gentler power, 

Steals the flow, ſolemn, muſing hour. 

Now from the green bill's purple brow 

Let me mark the ſcene below ; 

Where feebly glancing thro' the gloom 

Yon myrtle ſhades the filent tomb: 

Not far, beneath the evening beam 

The dark lake rolls his azure fire am, 
Whoſe bre: ſt the ſwan's white plumes divide, 
Slow failing ver the floating tide. 

Groves, meads, and ſpires, and foreſts bare, 
Shoot gh1mm'ring thro” the miſty air; 


Dim as the vihon-pictur'd bow'r 


That gilds the ſaint's expiring hour, 

When, rapt to ecſtaſy, his eye 

Looks thro” the blue ethereal ſky. 

All heaven unfolding to his fight ! 

Gay forms that ſwim in floods of light! 

The ſun-pav'd floor, the balmy clime, 

The ruby-bzaming dome ſublime. 

The towers in glitt'ring pomp difplay* dn 

The bright ſcene hovers o'cr his bed: 

He ftarts—but from his eager gaze 

Black clouds obſcure the leſſening rays; 

On mem'ry ſtill the ſcene is wrought, 

And lives in Fancy's featur'd thought. 
On the airy mount reclin'd 


What wiſhes ſooth the muſing mind! 
Woes How 
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How ſoft the velvet lap of Spring ! 

How ſweet the Zephyr's violet wing! 

Goddefs of the plaintive ſong, 

That leads the melting heart along! 

Oh bid thy voice of genial pow'r 

Reach Contemplation's lonely bow'r; 

And call the ſage with tranced fight 

To climb the mountain's ſteepy height; 

To wing the kindling wiſh, or ſpread 

Oer Thought's pale cheek enliv'ning red; 

Come, hoary Pow'r with ſerious eye, 

Whoſe thought explores yon diſtant ſky ; 

Now when the buly world is ſtill, _ 

Nor paſſion tempts the wav'ring will, 

VM hen ſweeter hopes each pow'r controul, 

And quiet whiſpers to rhe foul, | 

Now ſweep from life th' illufive train 

That dance in Folly's dizzy brain: 

Be Reaſon's ſimple draught portray'd, 

Where blends alternate light and ſhade; 

Bid dimpled Mirth, with thought belied, 

Sport on the bubble's glitt'ring ſide; 

Bid Hope. purſue the diſtant boon, 

And Phrenſy watch the fading moon; 

Paint Superſtition's ſtarring eye, 

And Wir that leers with geſture ſly ; 

Let Cenſure whet her venom'd dart, 

And green- eyed Envy gnaw the heart ; 

Let Pleaſure lie on flow'rs reclin' d, 

While Anguith aims her ſhaft behind. 
Hail, Sire ſublime, whoſe hallow'd cave 

Howls to the hoarſe deep's daſhing wave; 

Thee Solitude to Phacbus bore, 

Far on the lone deſerted ſhore, 

Where Orellano's ruſhing ride _ 

Roars on the rock's projected fide. 

Hence burſting o'er thy ripen'd mind, 

Beams all the father's thought refin d: 

Hence oft, in ſilent vales unſeen, 

Thy footſteps print the fairy green; 

Or thy ſoul melts to ſtrains of woe, 

That from the willow's quiv'ring bough | 

Sweet warbling breathe—the zephyts round 

O' er Dee's ſmooth current waft the ſound, 

When ſoft on bending oſiers laid 

The broad ſun trembling thro' the bed; 

All wild thy heav'n-rapt Fancy ſtrays, 

Led thro' the ſoul-diſſolving maze 

Till Slumber downy-pinion'd, near 

Piants her ſtrong fetlocks on thy car; 

The ſoul ynfetter'd burſts away, 


And baſks enlarg'd in beamy day. 


Ode to Innocence. OGILVIE. 


. 

TAS when the flow - declining ray 

Had ting'd the cloud with evening gold; 

No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 
No ſound diſturb'd the flceping fold: 
When by a murm'ring nil reclin'd 
dat wrapt in thought a wand'ring ſwan ; 
Calm peace compos'd his muſing mind 


And thus he rais'd the flowing ſtrain: 
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« Hail, Innocence! celeſtial maid 1 


hat joys thy bluſhing charms reveal! 


Sweet as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 

And milder than the vernal gale. 

++ On Thce attends a radiant choir, 

*« Soft-ſmiling Peace, and downy Reſt; 

++ With Love, that prompts the warbling lyre 
And Hope, that ſooths the throbbing breaſt. 


Oh ſent from heaven to haunt the grove, 
© Where ſquinting Envy ne'er can come 
Nor pines the.check with luckleſs love, 
Nor Anguiſh chills the living bloom. 


*© But ſpotleſs Beauty, rob'd in white, 
© Sits on yon moſs-grown hill reclin'd ; 
*« Screne as heaven's unſullied light, 
And pure as Delia's gentle mind. 


„Grant, Heavenly Pow'r! thy peaceful ſway 
May ſtill my ruder thoughts controul; 
„Thy hand to point my dubious way, 
Thy voice to ſooth the melting ſoul. 


Far in the ſhady ſweet retreat 

Let Thought beguile the ling'ring hour; 
Let Quiet court the moſly ſear, 

And twining olives form the bow'r. 


Let dove- eyed Peace her wreath beſtow, 
And oft fit lift 'ning in the dale, 

{© While Night's fweet warbler from the bough 
Tells to the grove her plaintive tale. 

Soft as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt, 

Let each conlenting pathun move 

Let Angels watch its ſilent reſt, 

« And all its bliſsful dreams be Love!” 


5 124. Morning; or, The Complaint. An Ame- 
rican Eclogue. GREGORY, 

FAR from the ſavage bandit's fierce alarms, 

I Or diſtant din of horrid defpot's arms, 

Tho' Pennſylvania boaſts her peaceful plain, 

Yet there in blood her petty tyrants reign. 
With waving pines tho” vocal woods be crown'ds 

And ftream-ted vales with living wealth abound, 


| To golden fietds tho ripeving; rays deſcend, 


With bluſhing fruit tho' loaded branches bend; 
To thoſe who ne'er muſt freedom's bleſſings talte, 
'T 18 barren all, tis all a worthleſs waſte. 


While hoarfe thecatara& murmur'd on the gale, 


| And chillmg dews ſwept thro! the murky dale; 


Along the hills the diſmal tempeſt howl'd, 
Andlightamegs flath'd, and deepthe thunder roll d; 
Beneath a leafleſs tree, ere morn aroſe, 

The flave Adala thus laments his woes: 

Ye grilly ſpectres, gather round my feat, 

From caves unbleſt, that wretches' groans repeat! 
Ferrific forms, from miſty lakes ariſe ! 

And bloody metcors threaten thro' the ſkies ! 

Oh curs'd deftroyers of our hapleſs race, 

Of human kind the terror and diſgrace ! 

Lo! hoſts of duſky captives, to my view, 
Demand a deep revenge! demand their due! 


F And 


ANT. E 


And frowning chiefs now dart athwart the gloom, 
And o'er the ſalt fea wave pronounce your doom: 
But Gods are juft, and oft the ſtroke forbcar, 
To plunge the guilty in tenfold deſpair. 
Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rackdiſdains, 
I pant for freedom and my native plains ! 
With limbs benumb'd my poor companions lie; 
Oppreis d by pain and want the aged ſigh; 
Thro reedy huts the driving tempeſt pours, 
Their feſtering wounds receive the ſickly ſhow'rs; 
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In madd'nivg draughts our lords their ſenſes fteep, | 


And doom their ſlaves to ſtripes and death in ileep; 
Now, while the bitter blaſt ſurrounds my head, 
To times long paſt my reſtleſs ſoul is led, 

Far, far beyond the azure hills, to groves 

Of ruddy fruit, where beauty fearleſs roves— 

O blifsful ſears ! O ſelf-approving ors ! 
Nature's plain diftates ! ignorance of vice 


Oguiltleſs hours! Our cates and wants were few, 


No arts of luxury or deccit we knew. 

Our labour, ſport to tend our cottage care, 
Or from the palm the luſcious juice prepare; 
Jo fit indulging love's deluſive dream, 

And ſnare the fiver tenants of the ſtream; 
Or (nobler toil !) to aim the deadiy blow 
With dexrt'rous art againſt the ſported for ; 

O days with yourhful daring mark d! it was then 
I drage'd the ſhaggy monſter from his den, 
And boldly down the rocky mountain's ſide 
Hurl'sd the grim panther in the foaming tide. 
Our healthful ſports a daily feaft afford, 

And even ſtil! found us at rhe focia! board. 


Can I forget, ah me ! the fatal day, 
When half the vale of peace was ſwept away 
Th „ffrighted maids in vain the gods implore, 
And weeping view from far the happy ſhore ; 
The frantic dames impatient rufitans ſcize, 
And infants ſhriek, and claſp their mothers” knees; 
With galling ferters ſoon their limbs are bound. 
And groans throughout the noĩſome bark reſound. 
Why was I bound! why did not Whydah {ce 
Adala gain or death or victory | 
No ſtorins ariſe, no waves revengeful roar, 
To daſh the monſters on our 1njur'd ſhore. 
Long ver the foaming deep to worids unknown, 
By earious winds the bulky veſlc] 's blown, 
Wnile by diſcale and chains the weak expire, 
Or parch'd endure the flow conſuming fire. 
Who d in this land of many ſorrows live, 
here death 's the only comfort tyrants give ? 
Tyrants unbleſt ! Each proud of ftrift command, 
Nor age nor ſickneſs holds the iron hand; 
Whoſe hearts, in adamant involv'd. deſpiſe 
The drooping female's tcars, the infaat's crics, 
From whoſe ſtern brows no grateful look e er beams, 
Whoſe bluſhleſs front nor rape nor murder thames. 
Nora!lT blame; for Naſtal, friend to pence, 
Thro' his wide pattures bids oppreſſion ceaſe * ; 
No drivers goad, no palling fetters bind. 
Nor ſtern coimnpulſion damps th' exalted mind. 
There ſtrong Arcona 's fated-to enjoy 
Domeſtic ſweets, and rear his progeny ; 


# The Quakers in America have fet free all their Negroes, and allow them wages as other ſervants, 
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To till his glebe employs Arcona's care, 

Fo Naſtal's God he nightly makes his pray'r ; 
His mind at eaſe, of Chriſtian truths he ll boaſt— 
He has no wife, no lovely offspring loft. 

Gay his ſavannah blooms, while mine appears 
corel up with heat, or moiſt with blood and tears. 
Cheerful his hearth in chilling winter burns, 
While to the ſtorm the ſad Adala mourns. 


Lifthighthe ſcourge, my ſoul the rackdifdains; 
J pant for freedom and my native plains | 5 


Shall I his holy prophet's aid implore, 
And wait for juſtice on anether ſhore ? 
Or, raſhing down yon mountain's craggy ſteep, 
End all my forrows ia the ſullen deep? | 
A clift there hangs in yon grey morning cloud, 
The &gſhing wave beneath roars harth and loud — 


| Bat doubts and fears involve my anxious mind, 


The guit'xf death once paſs d, what ſhore we find. 

Dubious, if ent bevond th' expanded main, 

his foul ſhall feck its native realms again 

Or if ia gloomy nfifts condemn'd to lie, 

3erond the limits of von arching tky. 

A better profpect oft my ſpirit chers, 

And m my dreams the vale of peace appears, 

And fleeting vifions of my former life: 

Mu hoary hre 1 claſp, my long-loſt wife, 

And oft | kiſs my gentle babes in ſleep, 

Lill wita the ſounding whip I'm wak'd to weep. 
Lifthighrhe ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains; 
J pant tor freedom and my native plains ! 

Chiefs of the earth, and monarchs of the ſea, 
Who vaunt your hardy anceſtors were free ; 
Whoſe teachers plead th' oppreſz'd and injur'd's 
cauſe, 
And prove the wiſdom of your prophet's laws ; 
Ii force and fraud if juſtice muſt give place, 


You Te drepg'd to ſlavery by fome rougher ra-e. 
Some rougher race your focks ſhall force away, 
Like Afric's ſons your children muſt obey ; 
he very Gods that view our conſtant toil, 
Shall fee your offspring till a ruder foil, 
The pain of thirſt and pinching hunger know, 
And all the torments that from bondage flow, 
When,farremov'd from Chriſtian worlds, we prove 
i he ſweets of peace, the laſting joys of love. 
But, hark! the whip's harſh echo thro' the trees! 
On every trembling limb freſh horrors ſcize— 
Alas! tis morn, and here I fit alone 
3e fire, my foul, and part without a groan ! 
Ruffiaus, proceed 1 Adala ne'er ſhall ſwerve, 
Prepare the rack, and ffrain each aching nerve! 


Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains; 
I pant tor freedom and my native plains. 
T hon God, who gild'ft with light the riſing day! 
Who life diſpenſeſt by thy genial cay ! 
Will thy ſow vengeance never, never fall, 
But undiſtinguiſh'd favour ſhine on all? 
0 hear a ſupplant wretch's laſt, ſad pray'r! 
Dart fierceſt rage! infect the ambient air! 
This pa!lid race, whoſe hearts are bound in ſteel, 
By diat of ſuffering teach them how to fecl. 


Or, 


Nor One 
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Or, to ſome deſpot's lawleſs will betray'd, 
Give themto know what wretches they have made! 


- Bencath the laſh let them reſign their breath. 


Or court, in chains, the clay-cold hand of death. 


Or, worſt of ills! within each callous breaſt, 


Cheriſh uncarb'd the dark internal peſt; 

Bid Av'rice iwell with undiminiſh'd rage, 
While no new worlds th' accurſed thirſt aſſuage, 
Then bid the monſters on each other turn, 

The fury paſſions in diſorder burn; 

Bid Diſcord floa: iſh, civil crimes .increaſe, 

fo:d wiſh arite that pleads for peace— 
Till, wit: their crimes ia wild confuſion hurl'd, 
They wakes nt cternal anguiſh in a future world“. 


$ 125. Evurning, or the Fugitive. An Aneri- 
Can lag ut. (3K GOR V. 
MOMPAZE. 
AY whither, wir. e, points thy cheerleſs way, 
When ſength'n 

In yon wild wafte no friendly roof thou'lt find 
The havnt or ferpents and the ſavage kind. 
And fare rememb'rance mocks me, or I trace 
In thine the ſ-mblance of Zamboia's face? 
Yet {carce thyſelf! for in thy alter'd eye 
I read the records of hard deſtiny. 
From thy rack'd boſom fighs that ceaſeleſs flow, 
A man beſpeak thee exercis'd in woe. | 
Say, then, what chance has burſt thy rigid chains, 


Has led thee frantic o'er theſe diſtant plains ? 


What potent forraws can thy peace infett ? 
What crimes conceal'd prey on thy anxious breaſl* 


| Z AMBOITA. 
No crimes this heart infeſt, this hand defile, 

Or frantic drive me O et a foreign foil. 

A murder'd wife and wrongs unmatch'd T mourn, 

And buried joys that never ſhall return 

If then thou 'rt tempted by the traitor's meed, 


Take this poor lite, and proſper by the deed! 


 MOMBAZE. 

Not the rich produce of Angola's ſhore, 
Not all the miſer's heap'd and glittering ſtore, 
Not all that pride would graſp, or pomp difplay, 
Should tempt this hand the wretched to betray. 
No traitors dwell within this bleſt domain, 
The friends of peace we live, a guileleſs train. 
Grief dims thy eye, or gladly wouldft thou ſce 
Thy lov'd Mombaze yet ſurvives in me. 
Canſt thou forget . I taught thy youth to dare 
The ſylvan herd, and wage the deſp'rate war. 
Canſt thou forget? One common lot we diew, 
With thee inchain'd, a captive's fate J knew. 
Diſtruſt me not, but unreſerv'd diſcloſe 
The anxious tale that in thy boſom glows. 


To part our griefs is oft to mitigate, 


And ſocial forrows blunt the darts of fate. 


| | ZAMBOIA. 
Dear to my ſight that form, and doubly dear 


Thy well-known accents meet Zamboia's car. 


tg ſhades announce the cloſe of 
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O! had I died, and left the name of ſlave 

Deep, deep entomb'd within an carly grave ! 

O! had died, ere ruthlets fates conſtraig, 
With thee enthrall'd, to croſs the weſtern main! 
O! to have met a glorious death 1a arms, 

And ne'er beheld Melinda's fatal charms ! 

Time would be ſhort, and memory would fail, 
To dwell diſtinctly on the various tale. 

Tedious to tell what treach'rous arts were tried, 


{To ſooth the ſmart of fill revolting pride. 


[ liv'd, and lov'd—then kiſs'd the fatal chain 


| No joy .but one to cheer a life of pain. 


Yet witneſs bear, thou dear departed ghoft, 
That lonely rov'ſt thy Gambia's ſacred coaft ! 
How ſweet the toil that met the morning's ray, 
How light the labevur that o'er-laſted day 

The reed-built hovel, and the ſcanty fare, 
Imperial bliſs could give, Melinda there 

Soft was my pillow, on thy gentle breaft, 

When o'cr-preſs'd Nature droop'd in want of reſt 
And if a rebel tear diſgrac'd my eye, 

Thine was the tear, and thine the burſting ſigh. 
Bliſs I could boaſt, unenvied had it paſs'd, 

But bliſs too great for hapleſs ſlaves to laft. 

A wretch, who baniſh'd from his native clime, 
Defil'd with many a black and monſtrous crune, 
Prefided o'er us, and with iron hand 
Held favage ſway o'cr all the ſervile band. 

In him each helliſh paſſion rudely glow'd, 

And cruelty in him moſt cruel ſhew'd. 

Him luſt infernal, one fad ev'ning, led 

' invade the chaſteneſs of my marriage bed: 
I chanc'd to approach—the caitiff I ſurpris'd— 
My wife preſerv'd, and had his guilt chaſtis'd 


While full with vengeance boil'd my wounded 


But chance referv'd him for a baſer part. heart: 
Meanwhile, o'erjoy'd that vice een once had fail'd, 
[ bleſs'd the gods that innocence prevail'd. 

The bafiled villain, now a foe profeſs d. 
Rolls ſcenes of blood within his rankling breaſt ; 
With coward arts he forg'd a crafty tale; 

And hands vnrighteous poize the partial ſcale. 
Imputed crimes to cruſh the weak ſuffice, 
Hearſay is guilt, and damning fact furmiſe. 
Where uncurb'd will uſorps the place of Jaws, 
No friendly pleader takes the wretch's cauſe. 
Our tyrant's fears each want of proof ſupplied, 
We ſtand condemn'd, unqueſtion'd, and untried. 

O! had the grief and ſhame been all my own, 

And the black vengeance lit on me alone / 
But harſher fates a harder curſe decreed ; 
Theſe eyes were doom'd to ſce Melinda bleed. 

[ ſaw her by relentleſs ruffians bound, 


The brandiſh'd ſcourge mflift the mortal wound; 


Her tender frame abus'd, and mangled o'er, 

[ ſaw her welt'ring in a flood of gore. 

The murd'rous ſcene had foon a dreadful cloſe— 
And do I live! and can I ſpeak my woes! 
Her pregnant womb no longer could ſuſtain 
The public ſhame, and agony of pain; 

A birth abortive robb'd her of her breath, 

And pangs convulſive ſcal'd her eyes in death. 


One 
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One only pledge my weary foul detains, 

This hapleſs infant, all that now remains; 

The mournful image of my once-lov'd wife, 
And nes me down awhile to hatcd life. 

Elfe this bold hand ſhould liberty reftore, 

And my rapt ſpirit ſeek a happier ſhore. . 
Thro' devious paths with timid haſte we fly, 
Where yon blue mountains meet the bending 


* Y. 
Nor ſerpents haunts IL dread, nor deferts drear, 
The maſter-ſavage, Man, alone I fear. 


 MOMBAZE. 


Since from our native realms compell'd to 
part, 

Such pointed forrows have not touch'd my heart. 
Inſatiate plunderers! could it not ſuffice 
To tend, inhuman, all the focial ties: 
From gwitlefs joys that bleſe d our native (oil, 
Dragg d to a life of miſery and toil ; | 
Would you yet take the little God has given, 
And intercept the gracious dews of Heaven? 
Tour rage for blood, wild as your thirſt of gain, 
Shall no reſpects, not truthis divine, refrain ? 
Th' cternal fabric can a name undo? 
Is rape and murder ſanctißed in you? 
And us, what laws, as impious as ſevere, 
Forbid the common rites of man to ſhare ? 
Didft thou, creative Power ! thy views confine * 
For one proud race the ſpacious carth deſign ? 
For them alone does plenty deck the vale, 
Bluſh in the fruit, and tinge the ſcented gle ? 
For them the ſeaſons all their ſweets unfoid : 
Blooms the freſh roſe, and ſhines the waving gold? 
O no! all bountcous is thy equal hand, 
And thy fix d laws irrevocable ftand ! 
Haplefs Zamboia ! had it been thy fate 
With me to ſhare my more propitious ſtate ; 
Thy ſoul had breath'd no impious wilh to die, 
Nor the big tear had trembled in thine cyc. 
Disjoin'd from thee, I roo to ſlavery went; 
But Heaven a father, not a maſicr, lent. 
He ſeems as Victue's felf in mortal guiſe ; 
Tho wealthy, ſimple; and tho' modeſt, wiſe. 
Bleſt be the hand that life and freedom gave! 
That power can boaſt, exerted but to fave ! 
Rleſt the ſage tongue that ftor'd the vacant mind, 
The manners ſoften d, and the heurt refu d ! 
That, ſtill to IIcaven's unerring dictates true, 
Eternal truth unfolded to our view ! 
But, come! thy foint and weary limbs repoſe, 
Forgetful of thy fears, thy griefs compoſe ; 
By morning's dawn with carveft foor I fpecd, 
Nor ſleep theſe eyes till I behold thee free. 
Some wealth I have; and, did I prize it more, 
Well ſpar d for this I deem the ſacred fore. 
So talk d theſe friends, and to the cottage lafte; 
While fad Zambia his purſuers trac d. 
Tre ruſſian band arreſt the hapleſs twain, 
And pray'rs, and tears, and promiſes arc vain : 
Their vengeful fervour, no—not gitts abate; 
But, bound in chams, they drag him to his fare ©. 


EXTRACTS, Book If. 
bs 126, A Deſrripiton of a Pariſh Poor Horſe, 
CRABBE, 


"P HEIRSis yon houſe that holds the pariſh poor, 
W hoſe. walls of mud ſcarce beer the broken 

| door; 

There, where the putrid vapours flagging play, 

And the dull wheel hums doleful tiiro' the day: 

There children dwell who know no parents' care; 

Parents, who know no children's love, dwellthere; 

Hcart- broken matrons on their joyleſs bed, 

Forſaken wives, and mothers never wed; 

Dej cted widows with unheeded tears, 

And crippled age with more than childhood fears ! 

The lame, the blind, and, far the happieſt they ' 

The moping idiot, and the madman gay. 

Here too the ſick their final doom receive, 
Here brought, amid the ſcenes of grief, to grieve: 
Where the loud groans from ſome fad chamber 

flow, 


| Mix'd with the clamours of the crowd below; 


Here ſorrowing they each kindred forrow ſcan, 
And rhe cold charities of man to man : 
Whofe laws indeed for ruin'd age provide, 
And ftrong compulſion plucks the fcrap from 
pride; 5 | 

But ſtill that ſcrap is bought with many a ſigh, 
And pride embitters whar it can't deny. 

Say ye, oppref>s'd by ſome fantaſtic woes, 
Some jarring nerve that bailies your repole ; 


With timid eye, to read the diſtant glance ; 

Who with fed prayers the weary doctor teaſe 

Fo name the nameleſs ever-new difcaſe ; 

Who with mock-patience dire complaints endure, 

Winch real pain, and that alone, can cure; 

How would ye bear in real pain to lie, 

Deſpis'd, negleCted, left alone to die? 

How would ye bear to draw your lateſt breath, 

here allthat's wretched paves the way for death? 
Such is that room-which one rude beam divides, 

And naked rafters form the floping ſides; 

Where the vile bands that bind the thatch are ſeen, 

Aud lath and mud are all that he between; 

Saveone dull pane, that, coarſely patch d, gives way 

Lo the rude tempeſt, yet excludes the day: 

Here, on a matted flock, with duſt a' erſpread, 

Phe diooping wretch reelines bis languid head; 

For him no hand the cordial cup applies, 

Nor wipes the tear that ſtaguates in his eyes; 

No friends with foft diſcourſe his pain beguile, 


4 


Vor promiſe hope till ſickneſs wears a {mile. 


$.127. Deſcription of a Country Apothecary. 
| : | CRABBE. 
UT foon a loud and hafty ſummons calls, 
Shakes the thin roof, aud echoes round the walls: 
Anon a figure enters, quaintly. ncat, 
All pride and bus'nets, buſtle and conceit ; 
ich looks unaiter'd by theſe ſcenes of woe, 
Wich {peed that, entering, ſpeaks his hafte to go; 


] 


A higher reward is generally offeres for the Icad of a ſugitive negro than for bringing him alive. 


He 


Who preſs the downy couch, while flaves advance 
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He bids the gazing b. around him fly, 
And carries fate and phy ſic in his eye; 
A potent quack, long vers'd in human ills, 
Who firſt juſults the victim whom he kills; 
Whoſe murd'rous hand a drowſy bench protect, 
And whoſe moſt tender mercy is neglect. | 

Paid by the pariſh for attendance here, 
He wears contempt upon his ſapient ſneer; 
In haſte he ſeeks the bed where miſery lies, 
Impatience mark'd in his averted eyes; 
And, ſome habitual queries hurried o'er, 
Without reply, he ruthes on the door; 
His drooping patient, long inur'd to pain, 
And long unheeded, knows remonſtrance vain ; 
He ceaſes-now the feeble help to crave | 
Of man, and mutely haftens to the grave. 

—— FR . 


$ 123. Deſcription of a Country Clergyman 

viſiting the Sick. CRABBE. 

BT ere his death ſome pious doubts ariſe, 
Some ſimple fears which ** bold bad” men 

deſpiſe ; EL 

Fain would he aſk the pariſh pricſt to prove 

His title certain to the joys above; 

For this he ſends the murmwing nurſe, who calls 

The holy ſtranger to theſe diſmal walls; 

And doth not he, the pious man, appear, 

He, “ paſſing rich with forty pounds a year? 

Ah no! a ſhepherd of a different ſtock, 

And far unlike him, feeds this little flock; _ 

A jovial youth, who thinks his Sunday's taſk 

As much as God or man can fairly aſk ; 

The reſt he gives to loves and labours light, 

To fields the morning, and to feaſts the night; 

None better ſkill'd the noiſy pack to guide, 

To urge their chace, to cheer them, or to chide ; 

Sure in his ſhot, his game he ſeldom mils d, 

And ſeldom fail'd to win his game at whiſt; 

Then, while ſuch honours bloom around his head, 

Shall he fit ſadly by the fick man's bed, 

To raiſe the hope he feels not, or with zcal 

To combat fears that ev'n the pious feel? 


* 


$ 129. The Reaſn for deſcribing the Vices of 
the Village. CRABBE. 

YET why, you ak, theſe humble crimes relate, 
Why make the poor as guilty as the great ? 

To ſhew the great, thoſe mightier ſons of pride, 

How near in vice the loweſt are allied; 

Such are their natures, and their paſſions ſuch, 

But theſe diſguiſe too little, thoſe too much: 

So ſhall the man of pow'r and pleaſure ſee 

In his own flave as vile a wretch as he; 

In his luxuriant lord the ſervant find 

His own low pleaſures and degenerate mind : 

And each in all the kindred vices trace 

Of a poor, blind, bewilder'd, erring race; 

Who, a thort time in varied fortune paſt, 

Die, and are equal in the duſt at laſt. 5 

And you, ye poor, who ſtill lament your fate, 

Forbear to envy thoſe you reckon great; 

And know, amid thoſe bleſſings they poſſeſs, 

They are, like you, the victims of diſtreſs; 

4M | 
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While Sloth with many a pang torments her flave, 
Fear waits on guilt, and Danger ſhakes the brave. 


$ 139. Apulogy /or Vagrants. ANOR. 


FOR him, who, loſt to ev'ry hope of life, 
Has long with fortune held unequal ſtrife, 
Known to no human love, no human care, 
The friendleſs, homeleſs object of deſpair ; 
For the poor vagrant feel, while he complains, 
Nor from ſad freedom ſend to ſadder chains. 
Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Thoſe laſt of woes his evil days have wrought ; 
Relieve with ſocial mercy, and, with me, 
Foliy's misfortune in the firſt degree. 

Perhaps on ſome inhoſpitable ſhore 
The houſcleſs wretch a widow'd parent bore ; 
Who, then no more by golden proſpects led, 
Of the poor Indian begg'd a leafy bed, 
Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain, 


Perhaps that parent mourn'd ker ſoldier flain ; 


Bent o'er her babe, her eye diſſolv'd in dew, 
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 
Gave the ſad preſage of his future years, 

The child of miſery baptiz'd in tears! 


5 131. Epifile to a young Gentleman, on bis 
leaving Eton School. By Dr. ROBERTS. 
SINE now a nobler ſcene awakes thy care, 

Since manhood dawning, to fair Granta's tow” rs, 

Where once in life's gay fpring I lov'd to roam, 
Invites thy willing ſteps; accept, dear youth, 


|| This parting-ſtrainz accept the fervent pray'r 


Of him who loves thee with a patfion pure 
As ever fricadſhip dropp'd in human heart; 
The prayer, That he who guides the hand of youth 
Thro' all the puzzled and perplexed round 
Of life's meand'ring path, upon thy head 
May ſhower down every bleſſing, every joy, 
Which health, which virtue, and which fame can 
re! | 
Yet think not I will deign to flatter thee : 
Shall he, the guardian of thy faith-and truth, 
The guide, the pilot of thy render years, 
Teach thy young heart to feel a ſpurious glow - 
At undeſerved praiſe ? Perith the flave 
Whoſe venal breath in youth's unpraftis'd ear 
Pours poiſon'd flattery, and corrupts the ſoul 
With vain coneent ; . whoſe baſe ungenerous art 
Fawns on the vice, which ſome with honeſt hand 
Have torn for ever from the bleeding breaſt ! 
Say, gentle youth, remember'| thou the day 
When oer thy tender ſhoulders firſt T hung 
The golden lyre, and taught thy trembling hand 
Totouchth'accordant rings? Fromthatbleſt hour 
[ 've ſeen thee panting up the hill of fame; 
Thy little heart beat high wich honeſt praiſe, 
Thy cheek was fluſh'd, and oft thy ſparkling eye 
Shot flames of young ambition. Never quench 
That generous ardour in thy virtuous breaſt. 
Sweet is the concord of harmonious founds, 
When the ſoft lute or pealing organ ſtrikes 
The well-attemper'd ear; ſweet is the breath 
Of heneſt love, when nymph and gentle _ 
N w 
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Waft fighs alternate to each other's heart: 

Burt not the concord of harmonious ſounds, 

When the ſoft lute or pealing organ ſtrikes 

The well-attemper'd ear; nor the ſwoeet breath 

Of honeſt love, when nymph and gentle ſwain 

Waft ſighs alternate to each other's heart, 

So charm with raviſhment the raptur'd ſenſe, 

As does the voice of well-deſerv'd report 

Strike with ſweet melody the conſcious ſoul. 
On ev ry object thro” the giddy world 

Which faſhion to the dazzled eye preſents, 

Freſh is the gloſs of newnels ; 2 4 dear youth, 

O look, but not admire: O let not theſe | 

Raſe from thy noble heart the fair records 

Which youth and education planted there: 

Let not affeftion's full impetuous tide, 

Which riots in thy generous breaft, be check'd 

By ſelfiſh cares; nor let the idle jeers 

Of laughing fools make rhee forget thyſelf. 

When didſt thou hear a tender tale of wor, © | 

And feel thy heart at reſt ? Have I not ſeen 

In thy ſwoln eye the tear of ſympathy, 

The milk of human kindneſs? When didſt thou | 

Wich envy rankling hear a rival prais d? | 

When didft thou flight the wretched ? when de- 

The modeſt humble ſuit of poverty ? [ ſpiſe 

Theſe virtues fill be thine ; nor ever learn — | 

To look with cold eye on the charitics 

Of brother, or of parents; think on thoſe 

Whaſe anxious care thro childhood's ſlippery path 

Suſtain d thy feeble Geps ; whoſe 22 with 

Is wafted ſtill ro thee ; remember thoſe 

Even in thy heart while memory holds her ſeat. 

And oft as to thy mind thou ſhalt recall 

The ſweet companions of thy earlieſt years, 

Mates of thy ſport, and rivals in the ſtrife 

Of every generous art, remember me. 


$ 132. Great Cities, and London in particular, 
' allowed their due Praiſe. CowPren. 


Br thoꝰ true worth and virtue in the mild 
And genial ſoil of cultivated life 

Thrive moſt, and may perhaps thrive only there, 
Yet not in cities oft; in proud, and gay, 
Ard gain- devoted cities. Thither flow, 

As to a common and moſt noi ſome ſcwer, 
The dregs and feculence of ev'ry land. 

In cities, foul example on moſt minds 
Begets its keneſs. Rank abundance breeds 
In groſs and pamper d cities ſloth and luſt, 
And wantonneſs, and gluttonous excels. 

In citics, vice is hidden with moſt eaſe, 

Or ſeen with leaſi reproach ; and virtue, taught 
By frequent lapſe, can hope no triumph there 
Beyond th achievement of ſucceſsful flight. - 

I do conſeſs them nurs ies of the arts, 

- In which they flouriſu moſt; where, in thc beams 
Of warm eacouragemeut, and in the eve 

Of public note, they reach their perfect fize. 

Such London is, by taſte and wealth proclaim'd 
The faireſt capital of all the world, 

By riot aud incontinence the worſt. 


There, touch d by Reynolds, a dull blank becomes 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 


In London. 


Book II. 


| A lucid mirror, in which Nature ſees 

All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a ſtone, 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips, 
Nor does the chiſel occupy alone 

The pow'rs of ſculpture, but the ſiyle as much; 
Each province of her art her equal care. 

With nice inciſion of her guided ſteel 

She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a ſoil 
So ſterile with what charms ſoe'er ſhe will, 
The richeſt ſcenery, and rhe lovelieſt forms. 
Where finds Philoſopby her eagle eye, | 
With which ſhe gazes at yon burning diſk 
Undazzled, and detects and counts his ſpots ? 
In London. Where her implements cxact, 


} With which ſhe calculates, computes, and ſcans, 


All dittance, motion, magnitude; and now 
Meafures an atom, and now girds a world ? 
Where has commerce ſuch a mart, 
So rich, fo throng'd, fo drain'd, and fo ſupplied 
As London, opulent, enlarg'd, and ſtill 
Increafing London? Babylon of old 
Not more the glory of the earth, than ſhe 
A more accompliſh'd world's chief glory now. 
She has her praiſe. Nov mark a ſpot or two 
That fo much beauty would do well to purge ; 
And ſhew this queen of cities, that ſo fair 


| May yet be foul, fo witty yet not wile, 


[t is not ſeemly, nor of good report, 
That the is flack in diſcipline ; more prompt 
I avenge than to prevent the breach of law. 
That ſhe is rigid in denouncing death 

On petty robbers, and indulges life 

And liberty, and oft- times honour too, 

To peculators of the public gold. 


Into his overgorg d and bloated purſe 

The wealth of Indian provinces, cfcapes. 
Nor is it well, nor can it come to gocd, 
That, through profane and infidel contempr 
Of holy writ, ſhe has preſum'd r' annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as ſhe may, 

The total ordinance and will of God; 
Advancing faſhion to the poſt of truth, 

And cent'ring all authority in modes 

And cuſtoms of her own, till Sabbath rites 


| Have dwindled into unreſpected forms, 
And knees and haſſocks are well-nigh divorc'd, 


God made the country, and man made the town. 
What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts 
That can alone make ſweet the bitter dravght 
That life holds out to all, ſhould moſt abound, 
And leaſt be threaten d, in the fields and groves? 
Poſſeſs ye therefore, ye who, borne- about 
In chariots and ſedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idleneſs, and taſte no ſcenes 
But ſuch as art contrives, poſſeſs ye ſtill 
Your clement ; there only ye can ſhine, 

There ovly minds like yours can do no harm, 

Our groves were planted to couſole at noon 

The penſive wand rer in their ſhades. At eve 

The moon-beam, ſliding ſoftly in between 

The fleeping leaves, is all the light they wiſh ; 

| Birds warbling, all the muſic, We can pare : 
The 


That thieves at home muſt hang; but he that puts 
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The ſplendour of your lamps; they but eclipſe 
Our ſofter fatellite. Your ſongs confound 

Our more harmonious notes. I he thruſh departs 
Scar'd, and th' offended nightingale is mute. 
There is a public miſchief in your mirth; 

It plagues your country, Folly ſuch as yours, 
Grac'd with a ſword, and worthier of a fan, 
Has made, which enemies could ne'er have done, 
Our arch of empire, ſteadfaſt but for you, 


A mutilated ſtructure, ſoon to fall. 


133. The Want of Diſcipline in the Eng 
Univerfities, COWPER. | 

I* colleges and halls, in ancient days, 

When learning, virtue, piety, and truth, 
Were precious, and inculcated with care, 
There dwelt a ſage call'd Diſcipline. His head, 
Not yet by time completely ſilver'd o'er, 
Beſpoke him paſt the bounds of freakiſhi youth, 
But ſtrong for ſervice till, and uuimpair d. 
His eye was meek and gentle, and a ſmile 
Play d on his lips, and in his ſpeech was heard 
Paternal ſweetneſs, dignity, and love. 
The occupation deareſt to his heart 
Was to encourage goodneſs. He would ſtroke 
The head of modeſt and ingenuous worth 
That bluſh'd at its own praiſe, and preſs the youth 
Cloſe to his ſide that pleas d him. Learning grew, 


Beneath his care, a thriving vigorous plant; 


The mind was well inform'd, the paſſions held 
Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 


If e'er it chanc'd, as ſometimes chance it muſt, 


That one among ſo many overlcap'd 

The limits of controul, his gentle eye 

Grew ſtern, and darted a ſevere rebuke; 

His frown was full of terror, and his voice 

Shook the delinquent with ſuch fits of awe, 

As left him not till penitence had won 

Loſt favour back again, and clos'd the breach. 

But Diſcipline, a faithful ſervant long, 

Declin'd at length into the vale of years : 

A palſy ſtruck his arm; his ſparkling eye | 

Was quench'd in rheums of age; his voice un- 
ſtrung. 

Grew tremulous, and mov'd deriſion more 

Than reyv'rence in perverſe rebellious youth. 

So colleges and halls neglected much 

Their good old friend; and Diſcipiine at length, 

O'erlook'd and unemploy'd, fell fick and died. 

Then Study languiſh'd, Emulation flept, 

And Virtue fled. The ſchools became a ſcene 

Of ſolemn farce, where Ignorance in ſtilts, 

His cap well lin'd with logic not his own, 

With parrot tongue perform'd the ſcholar's part, 


Proceeding ſoon a graduated Dunce. 


Then Compromiſe had place, and Scrutiny 
Became ſtone- blind, Precedence went in truck, 
And he was competent whoſe purſe was fo. 

A diſſolution of all bonds enſued : 

The curbs invented for the multſh mouth 

Of headſtrong youth were broken; bars and bolts 
Grew ruſty by diſuſe ; and maſſy gates 

Forgot their office, op'ning with a touch 


Till gowns at length are found mere maſquerades 
The taſlel'd cap and the ſpruce band a jeſt, 

A mock'ry of the world. What need of theſe 
For gameſters, jockies, brothellers impure, 
Spendthrifts, and booted ſportſmen, oft'ner ſeen 
With belted waiſt, and pointers at their heels, 
Than in the bounds »f duty? What was learn d, 
If aught was learn'd in childhood, is forgot; 
And 1uch expence as pinches parents blue, 

And mortifies the lib'ral hand of love, 

Is ſquander'd in purſuit of idle ſports 

And vicious pleaſures ; buys the boy a name, 
Thar fits a ſtigma on his father's houſs, 

And cleaves through life infeparably cloſe 


To him that wears it. What can after-games 


Ot riper joys, and commerce with the world, 
The lewd vain world that muſt receive him ſoon, 
Add to ſuch erudition thus acquir'd, 

Where ſcience and where virtue are profeſs'd ? 
They may confirm his habits, rivet faſt 

His folly ; but to ſpoil him is a taſk 

That bids defiance to th? united pow'rs 

Of faſhion, diſſipation, taverns, ſtews. | 
Now, blame we moſt the nurſlings or the nurſe? 
The children crook'd, and twiſted, and deform'd, 
Through want of care, or her whoſe winking eye 
And ſlumb'ring ofcitancy mars the brood ? 

The nurſe no doubt. Regardleſs of her charge, 
She needs herſelf correction; needs to learn, 
That it is dang'rous ſpottbag with the world, 
With things fo ſacred as a nation's truſt, 

The nurture of her youth, her deareſt pledge. 


$ 134. Happy the Freedom of the Man whom 
Grace makes free His Relifh of the Works of 
God— Addreſs to the Creator, COWPER. 


HE is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all are flaves beſide. There's not a chain 

That helliſh foes confed'rate for his harm 

Can wind around him, bur he caſts it off 

With as much eaſe as Samſon his green withes. 

He looks abroad into the varied field 

Of Nature; and tho' poor, perhaps, compar'd 

With thoſe whoſe manſions glitter in his fight, 

Calls the delightful ſcen'ry aft his own. 

His are the mountains, and the valleys his, 

And the reſplendent rivers ; his t“ Hjoy 

With a propriety that none can feel, 

But who, with filial confidence inſpir'd, 

Can lift to Heaven an unpreſumptuous eye, 

And ſmiling fay—My Father made them all: 

Are they not his by a peculiar right > 

And by an emphaſis of int'reſt his, 

Whoſe eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 

Whoſe heart with praiſe, and whoſe exalted mind 

With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 

That plann'd, and built, and till upholds a world, 

So cloth'd with beauty, for rebellious man? 

Yes—ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 

The loaded foil, and ye may waſte much good 


| In ſenſeleſs riot; but ye will not find 
In feaſt or in the chace, in ſong or dance, 
ip liberty like luis, who, unimpeach'd 
Ws | | Of 
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Of uſurpation, and to no man's wrong, 
Appropriates nature as his Father's work, 

And has a richer uſe of yours than you. 

He is indeed a freeman; free by birth 

Of no mean city, plann'd or ere the hills 

Were built, the fountains open'd, or the ſea 
With all his roaring multitude of wares. 

His freedom is the fame in ev'ry ſtate; 

And no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold in cares, whoſe ev ry day : 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it leſs : 

For he has wings that neither ficknels, pain, 
Nor penury, can cripple or contine ; | 

No nook {o narrow but he ſpreads them there 
With cafe, and is at large. Th' oppreſſor holds 
His body bound, but knows not. what a range 
His ſpirit takes, unconſcious of a chain; 

Aud chat to bind him is a vain attempt, 

Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells. 
Acquaint thyſelf with God, if thou wouldft rafte 
His works. Admitted once to his embrace, 
Thou ſhalt perceive that thou waſt blind before: 
Thine eye ſhall be inſtructed; and thine heart, 
Made pure, ſhall reliſh with divine delight, 
Till then unfelt, what hands divine have wrought. 
Brutes graze the mountain-top with faces prone, 
And eyes intent upon the ſcanty herb 

It yields them; or, recumbent on its brow, 
Ruminate, heedlefs of the ſcene outfpread 
Beneath, beyond, and ſtretching fac away 

From inland regions to the diltaot main. | 
Man views it and admires, but reſts content 
With what he views. The landſcape has his praiſe, 
Bur not its Author. Unconcern'd who form'd 
The paradiſe he ſees, he finds it ſuch; _ 

And, ſuch well-pleas d to find it, aſks no more. 
Not ſo the mind that has been touch d from Heaven, 
And in the ſchool of facred wiſdom taught 

To read his wonders, in whoſe thought the world, 
Fair as it is, exiſted ere it was: 

Not for its own fake merely, but for bis 

Much more who faſhion'd it, he gives it praiſe; 
Praife that, from earth reſulting, as it ought, 
To earth's acknowledg d Sovereign, nds at once 
Its only juſt proprictor in lim. 

The foul that ſees him, or receives ſublim'd 
New faculties, or learns at leaſt t' empioy 

More worthily the pow'rs ſhe own'd before, 
Diſcerns in all things, what with ſtupid gaze 
Of ignorance till then ſhe overiook'd, 

A ray of heavenly light gilding all forms 
Terreſtrial, in the vaſt and the minute, 

The unambiguous footſteps of the God 

Who gives its luſtre to an inſect's wing, 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds, 
Much converſant with Heaven, ſhe often holds 
With thofe fair minifters of light to man, 

That Fill the ſkies nightly with filent pomp, 
Sweet conference ; enquires what rains were they 
With which heaven rang, when ev ry ſtar, in nate 
To pr-tulate the new-created earth, h 
Sent forth a voice, and all the ſons of G04 
Shouted for jov—** Tell me, ye ſhining hoſts, 


„That navigue a ica that knows no ſtorms, 


EXTRACTS, 


% Beneath a vault unſullies with a cloud, 


Book II. 


** If from your elevation, whence ye view 
»Diſtinctiy ſcenes inviſible to man, 2 
And ſyſtems of whoſe birth no ridings yet 
Have reac!i'd this nether world, ye ipy a race 
+ Favour'd as ours, tranſgreſſors from the womb, 
And haſting to a grave, yet doom'd 1o-riſe, 


And to poſſeſs a brighter heaven than yours? 


As one who, long detain'd on forcign ſhores, 

Pants to return, and when he ſees afar rocks 

His country's weather- bleach'd and batter'd 

From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 

Radiant with joy towards the happy land; 

© So I with animated hopes behold, 

And meny an aching wiſh, your beamy fires, 

+ That ſhew hike beacons in the blue aby ſs, 

'* Ordain'd to guide th' embodied ſpirit home 

„ From toilſome life to never-ending reſt. 

Love kindles as I gaze. I feel defires 

That give aſſurance of their own ſucceſs, 

And that infus d from heaven muſtthither tend.“ 
So reads he nature, whom the lamp of truth 

Illuminates; thy lamp, myſterious word! 

Which whoſo fees no longer wanders loſt, - 

With intellects bemaz'd, in endleſs doubt, 

But runs the road of wiſdom. Thou haſt built, 

With means that were not till by thee employ'd, 

Worlds that had never been, hadſt thou in ſtrength 

Been leſs, or leſs benevolent than ſtrong. 

They are thy witneſſes, who ſpcak thy pow'r 

And goodnels infinite, but ſpcak in ears 

That hear not, or receive not their report. 

In vaia thy creatures teſtify of thee. 

Till thou proclaim thyſelf. Theirs is indeed 

A teaching voice; but tis the praiſe of thine, 


| That whom it teaches it makes prompt to learn, 


And with the boon gives talents for its ule. 
Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 

Poffets the heart, and fables falſe as hell, 

Yet deem'd oracular, lure down to death 

The wninform'd and heedlefs fons of men. 

We give tochance, blind chance, oui ſelves as blind, 
The glory of thy work, which yet appears 
Perfect aud unimpeachable of blame, 


| Challenging human ſcrutiny, and prov'd 


Then ſcilful moſt when moſt ſeverely judg'd. 
But chance is not, or is not where thou reign'ſt: 
Thy providence forbids that fickle pow'r 

(If pow'r the be that works but to confound) 
To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws, 

Yet thus we dote, refuſing while we can 
Inficuttion, and inventing to ourſelves 
Gods ſuch as guilt makes welcome, Gods that leep, 
Or diſregard our follies, or that fit 

Amus'd ſpectators of this buſtling ſtage. 

Thee we rejeft, unable to abide 

Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure, 

Made ſuch by thee, we love thee for that cauſe 
For which we ſhuan'd and hated thee before. 
Then we are free: then liberty like day 

Breaks on the foul, and by a flaſh from Heaven 
Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 

A voice is heard that mortal ears hear not 


Till thou haſt touch'd them; tis the voice of ſong, 
AE Me, A loud 
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A loud Hoſanna ſent from all thy works, 
Which he that hears it with a ſhout repeats, 
And adds his raprure to the gen'ral praiſe. 
Jn that bleſt moment, Nature throw ing wide 
Her veil opake, diſcloſes with a fmile 
The Author of her beauties, who, retir'd 
zehind his own creation, works unſeen 
By the impure, aud hears his pow'r denied. 
Thou art the fource and centre of all minds, 
Their only point of reft, Eternal Word! 
Fiom thee departing, they are loſt, and rove 
At random, without honour, hope, or peace. 
From thee is al! that fooths the life of man, 
tis high endeavour, and his glad ſucceſs, 
His ſtrength to ſuffer, and his will to ferve. 
But, O! thou bounteous Giver of all good, 
I hou art of all thy gifts thyſelf the crown! 
Give what thou canſt, without thee we are poor; 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 


F 135- That Philoſophy which Siops at Secondary 


C wifes reproved. CowPER. 
APPY the man who fees a God employ'd 
'In all the good and ill rhat chequer life ! 
Reſolving all events, with their effects 
And manifold reſults, into the will 
And. arbitration wile of the Supreme. 
Did not his eye rule all things, and jatend 
The leaſt of our concerns (ſince from the leaſt 
The greateſt oft originate); could chance 
Find place in his dominion, or diſpoſe 
One lawleſs particle to thwart his plan; | 
Then God might be ſurpris'd, and unforeſeen | 
Contingence might alarm him, and diſturb 
The ſmooth and equal courſe of his affairs, 
This truth, philoſophy, though eagle-eyed 


In nature's tendencies-oft overlooks; 


And, having found his infirument, forgets - 

Or diſregards, or, more preſumptuous til, 
Denies the pow'r that wields it. God proclaims 
His hot diſpleaſure againſt fooliſh men 

That live an atheiſt life; involves the heaven 
In rempeſts; quits his graſp upon the winds, 
And gives them all their fury ; bids a plague 
Kindle a fiery bile upon the Kin, 

And putrefy the breath of blooming health. 

He calls for famine ; and the meagre fend 
Blows mildew from between his ſhrivell'd lips, 
And taints the golden ear: he ſprings his mines, 
And deſolates a nation at a blaſt. | 

Forth ſteps the ſpruce philoſopher, and tells 

Of homogeneal and diſcordant ſprings 

And principles; of cauſes, how they work 

By neceſſary laws their ſure effects, 

Of action and re-a&tion. He has found 

The. ſource of the diſcaſe that Nature feels, 
And bids the world take heart, and banith fear. 


Thou fool ! will thy diſcovery of the cauſe 


Suſpend th' eflect or heal it? Has not God 

Still wrought by means ſince firſt he made the world? 
And did he not of old employ his means 

To drown it > What is his creation leis 

Than a capaciuus relervoir of means 


SCRIPTIVE, &c. 527 


| Form'd for his uſe, and ready at his will ? 

Go, drets thine eyes with eye-ſalve; aſk of him, 
Or afk of whomſcever he has taught, 
And learn, tho' late, the genuine cauſe of all. 


J 136. Rara Sounds as well as S'ghts delightful, 
COWPER. 

* OR rural fights alone, but rural ſounds 

* * Exhilarate the ſpirit, and reſtore : 
The rone of languid Narure. Mighty winds, 
hat ſweep the tkirt of ſome far-ſpreading wood 
Of antient growth, make muſic not unlike 
The daſh of ocean on his winding ſhore, 

And Juil the ſpirit while they fill the mind, 
Unnumber'd branches waving in the blaſt, 

And all their leaves faſt flutt'ring all at once. 
Nor leſs compoſure waits upon the roar 
Of diſtant floods, or on the ſofter voice 
Of neighb'ring fountain, or of rills that flip 
Through the cleft rock, and chiming as they fall 
| Upon looſe pebbles, loſe themſelves at length 

In matted grafs, that with a livelicr green 
Betrays the ſecret of their filent ou 
Nature inanimate employs {weet ſounds, 

But animated nature ſweeter ſtill, 
To footh and fatisfy the human ear. 


Ten thoufand warblers cheer the day, and one 


The live-long night: nor theſe alone, whoſe notes 
Nice-finger'd art muſt emulate in vain, 

But cawing rooks, and kites that ſwim ſublime 
In ſtill repeated circles, ſcreaming loud, 

The jay, the pye, and egen the boding owl 

That hails the riſing moon, have charms for me. 
Sounds inharmonious in themſelves and harſh, 
Yet heard in ſcenes where peace for ever reigns, 
And only there, pleaſe highly for their ke. 


$ 137. The Weariſumeneſs of what is commonly 

called a Life of Pleaſure. CowPER. 
1 HE ſpleen is ſeldom felt where Flora reigus; 

The low'ring eye, the petulance, the flovyn, 

And ſullev ſadnels, that o'erſhade, diſtort, 

And mar the face of beauty, when no cauſe 
For ſuch immeaſurable woe appears; 

Theſe Flora baniſhes, and gives the fair 
Sweet ſmiles and bloom, leſs tranſient than her on. 
[t is the conſtant revolution, ſtale 
And taſteleſs, of the ſame repeated ſoys, 
That palls and ſatiates, and wakes languid life 
A pedlar's pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health ſufers, and the ſpirits ebb ; the heart 
Recoils from its own choice—at the full feaſt 
Is famiſh'd—finds no mufic in rhe ſong, 
No ſaartneſs in the jeſt, and wonders why. 
Vet thouſands ſtill defire to journey on, 
Though halt and weary of the path they tread, 
The paralytic, who can hold her cards, 
But cannot play them, borrows a friend's haud 
To deal and ſhuffle, to divide apd fort 
Her mingled ſuits and ſequences, and fits 
Spectatreſs both and ſpectacle, a fad 
Aud filent cypher, while her proxy plays. 


That dries his feathers, ſaturate with dew, 
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Others are dragg d 4ito the crowded room 
Between ſupporters ; and, once ſcated, fit, 
Through downright inability to rife, 
Till the ſtout bearers lift the corpſe again. 
Theſe fpeak a loud mements. Tet even theſe 
Themſelves love life, and cling to it; as he 
That overhangs a torrent, to a twig. 
They love it, and yet loath it; fear to dic, 
Vet ſcorn the purpoſes for which they live. 
Then wherefore not renounce them? No—the 
read, | 

The flaviſh dread of folitude, that breeds 
Reflection and remorſe, the fear of thanie, 
And their 1avet'rate habits—all forbid. 

Whem call we gay? That honour has been long 
The boaſt of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay—the lark is gay, 


Beneath the roſy cloud, while yet the beams 
Of day- ſpring overſhoot his humble neſt. 

e peaſant too, a witneſs of his ſong, 
Himſelf a ſongſter, is as gay as he. 
But ſave me from the gaiety of thoſe 
Whoſe head-achs nail them to a noon- day bed; 
And fave me too from theirs whoſe haggard eyes 
Flaſh deſperation, and betray their pangs 
For property firipp'd off by cruel chance; 
From gaiety that fills the bones with pain, 
The mouth with blaſphemy, the heart with woe. 


$ 141. Satirical Re vic of our Tris 19 France. 
. Coy rER. 
New hoiſt the ſail, and let the ſtreamers fiat 
Upon the wanton breczes. Strew the deck 

With lavender, and ſprinkle liquid ſwects, 
That no rude favour maritime invade 
The noſe of nice nobility. Breathe ſoft 
Ye clarionets, and ſofter ſtill ye flutcs, 
That winds and waters, lull'd by magic ſounds, 
May bear us fmocthly to the Gallic ſhore. 
True, we have leſt an empire—lct it paſs. 
True, we may thanl. the perfidy of France, 
That pick'd the jewel out of Engiend's crown, 
With all the cunning of an envious ſhrew : 
And let that paſs—'rwas but a trick of ſtatc. 
A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets, in peace, the injuries of war, 

And gives his direſt foc a friend's en;brace, 
Aad, ſham'd as we have been, to the very beard 
Brav's zrd cd, ard in cur own foe prov' 

Too weak for thoſe decifive blows, that once 
Infur'd us maft'ry there, we yet retain 

Some {mall pre-eminence ; we juſi ly boaſt 

At leaſt ſuperior jockeyſhip, and claim 

The honours of the turf as all our own. 

Go then, well worthy of the praiſe ye ſeek, 
And ſhew the ſhame ye might concczl at home, 


In foreign eyes !—be grooms, and win the plate, 


Where once your nobler fathers won a crown ! 


$ 139. The Pulpit the Engine of Reformation. 
| Cow. 

i'r ag therefore (and I name it, fill'd - 
With ſoletun awe, that bids me well beware 


Ig 


Spent all his force and made no p 
I fay the pulpit (in the ſober ule | 
Of its legitimate peculiar pow'rs) [ſtand,; 
Muſt ftand acknowledg'd, while the world ſhalt 
The moſt important and effectual guard, | 
Support, and ornament, of virtue's cauſe. 

There ftands the mcilenger of truth; there ſtands 
The legate of the ſkies: his theme divine, 

His office facred, his credentials clear. 

By him the violated law fpeaks out 

Its thunders ; and by him, in ſtrains as ſweet 

As angels uſe, the goſpel whiſpers peace. 

He ſtaoliſhes the ſtrong, refiores the weak, 


roſelyte 


| 


| Reclaims the wand'rer, binds the broken heart, 


And, arm'd:-himfelf in panoply complete 

Of heavenly temper, furniſhes with arms 
Bright as his own; and trains, by ev'ry rule 
Of holy diſcipline, to glorious war, 


The ſacramental hoſt of God's elect. 


W hoſe hands are pure,whoſe doEtrine and whoſe 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof [life 
T hat he is honeſt in the ſacred cauſe. 

To ſuch I render more than mere reſpett, 
Whoſe actions fay that they reſpect themſelves. 
But Icoſe in naar i and in manners vain, 

In converfation frivolous, in dreſs 

Extreme, at once rapacious and profuſe z 
Frequent in park, with ledy at his fide, 

{ Ambliog, and prattling ſcandal as he goes; 
But rare at home, and never at his. bocks 

Or with his pen, ſave when he ſcrawis a card; 
Conſtant at routs, familiar with a round 

Of ladyſhips, a ſtranger to the poor; 
Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And well prepar'd by ignorance and ſloth, 

By infidelity and love of th? world, 


Io make God's work a ſinecure: a ſlave 


To his cn pleaſures, and his patron's pride 
From ſuch apoſtles, O ye mitred heads, 
Preſerve the church! and lay not carcleſs hands 
On ſculls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 


& 129. Armine and Elvira, a Legendary 7. ale. 
CARTWRIGHT, 


| nr . 
| A BERMIT on the banks of Trevor, 
Far from the world's bewildering maze, 
To humbler ſcenes of calm content, | 
Had fled from brighter, buſier days. 


If baply from his guarded breaſt 
Should ſteal the unſuſpected ſigh; 
And Memory, an vabidden gucſt, | 
With ſo mer patſions GII'd his (ye: 

Then pious hope and duty prais'd 

The wiſdom of th' unerring ſway 
And while his eye to heaven he rais'd, 
| Its filent waters ſunk away, 


Life's 


Book II. 
With what intent I touch the holy thing)— | 


The pulpit (when the fat riſt has at laſt, 
Strutting and vap'ring in an empty ichool, 


§ 140. The Petit-Maitre Clergyman. COWPER« | 
VENERATE the man whoſe heart is warm, 


Boox I, DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


Life's gayer enſigns once he bore— 
Ah! What avails the mournful tale? 

Suffice it, when the ſcene was o'er, 

He fled to the ſequeſter'd vale. 


« What tho' the joys I lov'd fo well, SY 
“ The charms,” he cry'd, © that youth has 
© Known, i 
Fly from the hermit's lonely cell ! 
« Yet is not Armine ſtill my own? 


« Yes, Armine, yes, thou valued youth! 
« *Midfſt every grief thou till art mine! 
« Dear pledge of Winifreda's truth, 
« And ſolace of my life's decline. 


„% Tho' from the world and worldly care 

« My wearied mind I mean to free, 
Vet ev'ry hour that heaven can ſpare, 
« My Armine, I devote to thee. 


« And ſure that heaven my hopes ſhall bleſs, 
«© And make thee fam'd for virtues fait, 

% And happy too, if happineſs 
« Depend upon a parent's pray'r : 

« Laſt hope of life's departing day, 
« In whom its future ſcenes I ſee ! 

« No truant thouglit ſhall ever ſtray | 
«From this lone hermitage and thee,” 


Thus, to his humble fate reſign'd, 

His breaſt each anxious care foregoes ; 

All but the care of Armine's mind, 
The deareſt taſk a parent knows ! 


And well were all his cares repaid ; 
In Armine's breaſt each virtue grew, 

In full maturity diſplay'd 27 
To fond Affection's anxious view. 


Nor yet neglected were ta charms 
To poliſh'd life that grace impart: 

Virtue, he knew, but feebly warms 
Till ſcience humanize the heart. 


And when he ſaw the Jawleſs train 
Of paſſions in the youthful breaft, 
He curb'd them not with rigid rein, 
But ſtrove to ſooth them into reſt, 
„ Think not, my ſon, in this,“ he cry'd, 
« A father's precept ſhall diſpleaſe; 
No be each paſſion gratify'd 
That tends to happineſs or caſe; 


« Nor ſhall th' ungrateful taſk be mine 
«© Their native generous warmth to blame, 
« That warmth if reaſon's ſuffrage join 
To point the object and the aim. 
boy, | 


« This ſuffrage wanting, know, fond 
«© That every paſſion proves a foe : 
&« Tho! much it deal in promis'd joy, 
« It pays, alas! in certain woe. 
« Complete Ambition's wildeſt ſcheme; 
« In Power's moſt brilliant robes appear; 
« Indulge in Fortune's golden dream; 


Then aſk thy breaſt if Peace be there. 


« No: it ſhall tell thee, Peace retires 
„If once of her loy'd friends depriy'd ;* 


—_ 
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Benevolence, that unconfin'd * 


KEneel only at the ſhrine of truth, 


529 
4 Contentment calm, ſubdued defires; 

« And; happineſs that 's ſelf-deriv'd.” 
To temper thus the ſtronger fires | 

Of youth he ſtrove; for well he knew; 
Boundleſs as thought tho' man's deſires, 

The real wants of life were few. 


And oft revolving in his breaſt . 
Th' inſatiate luſt of wealth or fame, 
He, with no common care oppreſt, 
To Fortune thus would 5 exclaim: 


O Fortune! at thy crowded ſhrine | 
What wretched worlds of ſuppliants bow i 

For ever hail'd thy power divine, 
For ever breath'd the ſer ĩous vow. 


© With tottering pace and feeble knee, 
See age advance in ſhameleſs haſte, . 
« The palſy d hand is ſtretch'd to thee 
« For wealth he wants the power to taſte, 
« See, led by Hope, the youthful train, 
Her fairy dreams their hearts have won; 
She points to what they nc'er ſhall gain, 
“Or dearly gain—to be undone. 


« Muſt I too form the votive prayer, 


And wilt thou hear one ſuppliant more? 
« His prayer, © Fortune! deign to hear, 
« To thee who never pray'd before. 
* O may one dear, one favour'd youth, 
„May Armine ſtill thy power diſclaim z 


* 


Count freedom wealth, and virtue fame * 
Lo ! to his utmoſt wiſhes bleſt, 
The prayer was heard; and freedom's flame, 
And truth the ſunſhine of the breaſt; © 

Were Armine's wealth, were Armine's fame. 


His heart no ſclfiſh cares confin d, 
He felt for all that feel diftreſs ; 
And, ſtill benevolent and kind, 725 
He bleſs'd them, or he wiſh'd to bleſs.” 
For what tho' Fortune's frown den 
With wealth to bid the ſufferer live, 
Vet Pity's hand can oft ſupply 
A balm ſhe never knew to give: 


Can oft with lenient drops aſſuage 
The wounds no rudert hand can heal, 


Wen grief, deſpair, diſtraction rage, 


While Death the lips of love ſhall ſeal 


Ah then, his anguiſh to remove, : 
Depriv'd of all his heart holds dear, 
How ſweet the ſtill ſurviving love 
Of Friendſhip's ſmile, of Pity's tear! 
This knew the fire : he oft would cry, 
From theſe, my ſon, O ne'er depart h 
« Theſe tender charities that tie 
en mutual league the human heart. 


« Be thine thoſe feelings of the mind, 
« That wake at Honour's, Friendſhip's call; 


£% 


_ « Extend; her liberal hand to all, 
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„ By Sympathy's untutor d voice 


« Be taught her ſocial laws to keep; 
f human heart rejoice, | 
And weep if human eye ſhall weep. 


| ; &© The heart that bleeds for others“ woes 


«© Shall feel each icliifh ſorrow Jeſs; 
« His breaſt, who happireſs beftows, 
« Reflefted happinets ſhall bleſs. 


« Each ruder paſſion ſtill withſtood 
That breaks o'er virtve's ſober line, 
6 The tender, noble, and the good, 

% To cheriſh and indulge be thine. 


« And yet, my Armine, might I name 
One paſſion as a dangerous gueſt, 

„% Well mavfi tl wonder when 1 blame 
The tendercſt, nobleſt, and the beſt. 


Nature, *tis true, with love defign'd 

% To ſmooth the race our fathers ran; 
« The ſavage of the human kind 

« By love was foften'd into man. 


As feels the ore the ſearching fe, 

« Expanding and refining too, - 

So fairer glow d each fair deſire, 
Each gentle thought fo gentler grew. 


F 


« How chang'd, alas! thoſe happy days! 

« A tro in how different now {ucceeds ! 
While ſordid Avarice betrays, 

« Or empty Vanity miſleads. 

« Fled from the heart cach nobler gueſt, 
Each genuine feeling we forego; 
What nature planted in the breaſt 

* The flowers of love, are weeds of woe. 


« Fence all the pangs the heart muſt feel 
„ Berween contending pailions toſt, 
Wild ſcalouſy's avenging ſteel, 
« And life and fame and virtue Ioſt ! 


- 
— 


Yet falling life, yet fading fame, 
« Ctmpatr'd to what his heart annoy 
* Who cherithes a hopelcls flame, 

% Are terms of happineſs and joy. 
21 Ah. then the fofr contagion fly , 

© And timely ſhun th alluripg bait '” 
The rifing bluſh, the dow ncaſt eye 
Proclaim d- the precept was too late. 


PART II. 


DEP in the boſem of a wood, 


Where art h · d form'd the moated iſte, | 
An a que caſtle eee ſtood, 
in Gothic grandeur roſe the pile. 


Here Ravmond, long in arms renown'd, 
From ſcenes of war would oft repair; 

His bed an only daughter crown'd, 
And ſmil'd away a father's care. 


By Nature's happicf pencil drawn, 


She were the vernal morning's ray; 
The veroal morning's bluſhing dan 
Breaks net ie beautcous into day. 
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Her breaſt, impatient of controul, 
Scurn'd in its ſilken chains to lie, 
And the ſoft language of the ſoul 
Flow'd from her never- ſilent eye. 


The bloom. that open'd on her face 
Well ſeem'd the emblem of her mind, 
Where fnowy innocence we trace 

With biuthing modeſty combin'd. 
Fo theſe refiftleſs grace impart 

That look of ſweetneſs fotm'd to pleaſe, 
That elegance devoid of art, 
That dignity that's loſt in eaſe. 


hat youth fo cold could view unmov'd 
The maid that ev'ry beauty ſhar'd ? 

Her Armine faw'; he ſaw, he lov'd 3 

He loy'd—alas! and he defpair'd ! 
Unhappy youth! he ſunk oppreſt ; 

For much he labour'd to conceal 
That gentleſt paſſion of rhe breaſt, 

W hich all can feign, but few can feel. 


{ Ingenuous fears ſuppreſs'd the flame, 


Yer ſtill he own d its hidden power 
With tranſport dwelling on her name, 
He ſooth' d the ſolitary hour, 


How long,” he cry'd, «+ muſt I conceal 
What yet my heart could wiſh were known? 


Hou Jong the trueſt paſſion feel, 
And yet that paſſion fear to own ? 


Ah, might I breathe my humble yow ! 
„ Mighr ſhe too deign to lend an ear! 
+ Elvira's ſelf ſhould then allow 
That Armine was at leaſt ſincere. 


© Wild wiſh! ro deem the matchleſs maid 
, + Would liſten to a youth like me, 
Or that my vows could c'er perſuade, 

; ** Sincere and conſtant tho' they be 
Ah! what avail my love or truth? 
dhe liſtens to no lowly ſwain; 


— 
_ 
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| 
„Her charms muſt bleſs go happier youth, 


*+« Some youth of Fortune's titled train. 
Then go, fallacious Hope ! adieu! 
Ihe flattering proſpect I reſign; 
And bear from my deluded view 
© The bliſs that never muſt be mine l 
„et will the youth, whoe'er he be, 
In truth or tenderneſs excel! ? 
Or will he on thy charms like me 
„% With fondneſs never-dying dwell > 
« Will he with thine his hopes unite 3 
Wich ready zeal thy joys improve ? 
- With fond attention and delight 
Each wiſh prevent, each fear remove 
„Will he, till faithful to thy charms, 
For conſtant love be long rever'd ? 
Nor quit that heaven within thy arms 
By every. tender tie endear'd ? 


| ©© What tho' his boaſtful heart be vain 


oft all that birth or fortune gave, 
Yet is not mine, tho' rude and plain, 


« At leaſt as noble and as brave? 


« Then 


cn 
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Then be its gentle ſuit preferr'd ! 


Its tender ſighs Eivira hear! 
„In vain—l1 ſigh—but ſigh unheard ; © 
„ Unpirtied falls this lonely tear!“ 


Twice twelve revolving moons had paſs'd, 
Since firſt he caught the fatal view; 


Unchang'd If time his forrows laſt, 
Uncheer'd by hope his pafſion grew. 


That paſſiog to indulge, he ſought 
In Rayuſond's groves the deepeſt ſhade; 
There fancy's haunting ſpirit brought 
The image of his long-lov'd maid. 


But hark! what more than mortal found 
Stcals on Attention's raptur'd car ? 
The voice of Harmony around : 

- Swells in wild * big foft and clear. 


Can human hand a tone ſo fine 

Sweep from the ſtring with touch prophane ? 
Can human lip with breath divine 

Pour on the gale fo ſweet a ſtrain ? 


Tis ſhe—the ſource of Armine's woe 
Tis ſhe—whence all his joy muſt ſpring 
From her lov'd lips the numbers flow, 
Her magic hand awakes the ſtring. 


Now, Armine, now thy love proclaim, 
Thy inſtant ſuit the time demands; 

Delay not—Tumult ſhakes his frame, 
And loſt in eeſtaſy he ſtands. 


What magic chains thee to the ground ? 
What ſtar malignant rules the hour, 

T hat thus in fix'd delirium drown'd 
Each tenſe entranc'd hath loſt its. pow'r ? 


The trance diſpel ! awake! ariſe ! 
Speak what untutor'd love inſpires ! 

The moment 's paſt—thy wild ſurpriſe 
She ſees, nor unalarm'd retires. 


« Stay, ſweet illufon ! tay thy flight! 
« 'T'is gone !—Elvira's form it wore — 
« Yet ove more glimpſe of ſhort delight! 
% Tis gone, to be beheld no more 


« Fly, loitering feet! the charm purſue 
That plays upon my hopes and fears! 
« Hah !—no illuſion mocks my view ! 
« 'Tis ſhe—Elvira's ſelf appears 


« And ſhall I on her ſteps intrude ? 
« Alarm her in theſe lonely ſhades ? 
« O ſtay, fair nymph ! no reffinn rude 
„With baſe intent your walk invades. 


« Far gentler thoughts“ —his faltering tongue, 
By humble diffidence reſtrain'd, | 
Paus d in ſuſpenſe but thus ere long, 
As love impell'd, its power regain d: 
« Far gentler thoughts that form inſpires ; 
With me far gentler paſſions dwell ; 
« This heart hides only blameleſs fires, 
« Yet burns with what it fears to tell. 


* The faltering voice that fears controul, 


« Bluſhes that inward fires declare, 
« Each render tumult of the foul 
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He ſaid; and as the trembling dove 
Sent forth t' explore the watery plain, 
Soon fear'd her flight might fatal prove, 
And ſudden ſought her ark again, 


His heart recoil'd; as one that rued 
What he too haſtily coufeſs d, 
And all the riſing foul ſubdued 


- Sought refuge in his inmoſt breaſt, 


The tender ſtrife Elvira ſaw 

Diſtreſt; and as ſome parent mild, 

When arm'd with words and looks of awe, 
Melts o'er the terrors of her child, 


Reproof prepar'd and angry fear 

In ſoft ſenſations died away; 
They felt the force of Armine's tear, 
And fled. from pity's riſing ſway. 


© That mournful voice, that modeſt air, 

«© Young ftranger, ſpeak the courteous breaſt; 
Then why to theſe rude ſcenes repair, 

«© Of ſhades the ſolitary gueſt ? 


And who is ſhe whoſe fortunes bear 

« Elvira's melancholy name? 

O may thoſe fortunes prove more fair 
„Than hers who ſadly owns the ſame !” 
Ah! gentle maid, in mine ſurvey 

A heart,” he cries, © that's yours alone; 
Long has it own'd Elvira's ſway, 

ce Tho' long unnotic'd and unknown, 


A 


On Sherwood's old heroic plain 


« Elvira grac'd the feſtal day; 

There, foremoſt of the youthful train, 
Her Armine bore the prize away. 
There firſt that form my eyes ſurvey d, 
With future hopes that fill'd my heat ; 
But ah! beneath that frown they fade 
„ Depart, vain, vanquiſh'd hopes ! depart!” 
He ſaid; and on the ground his eyes 

Were fix'd abaſh'd : th' attentive maid, 
Loſt in the tumult of ſurpriſe, 

The well-remember'd youth ſurvey'd. 


The tranſient colour went and came, 
The ſtruggling boſom ſunk and roſe; 
The trembling tumults of her frame 
The ſtrong conflicting foul diſcloſe. 


The time, the ſcene ſhe faw with dread, 
Like Cynthia ſetting glanced away; 
But fcatrer'd bluſhes as ſhe fled, 
Bluſhes that ſpoke a brighter day. 


A ee. ſhepherd's neighbouring ſhed 
O 


To paſs the live-long night he ſought; 
And hope, the lover's downy bed, 

A ſweeter charm than ſlumber brought. 
On every thought Elvira dwelt, 

The tender air, the aſpect kind, 
The pity that he found the felt. 

And all the angel in her mind. 
No ſelf-plum'd vanity was there, 

With fancy'd conſequence elate ; 


In ſilence owns Elvira there.“ 


Unknown to her the — air 


That means to ſpeak ſuperior ſtate. 8 
Mm 2 Her 
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Her brow no fern reſentments arm, 
No ſwell of empty pride te. knew, 

In trivial minds that rakes th. : larm, 
Should humble Love aſpite to fue. 

such Love, by flattering charms betray'd; 
Shall yer, indignant, ſoon rebel, 

And, bluſhing for the choice he made, 
Shall fly where geutler virtues dwell, 


Tis then the mind, from bondage free, 
And all its former weaknefs Oer, 
Aſſerts its native d:gnity, | 
And ſcorns what folly priz'd befere. 
The ſcanty pane the rifing ray 
On the plain wall in diamonds threw ; 
The lover hail'd the welcome day, 
And to his favourite ſcene he tiew. 


There ſoon Elvira bent her way, 
Where long her lonely walks had been; 
Nor leſs had the preceding day. 
Nor Armine leſs endear'd the ſcene. 
Oft, as ſhe paſs d, her riſiag heart 
Its ſtronger tenderneſs confeſs'd, 
And oft ſhe linger d to impart 
To ſome ſoft ſhade her ſecret breaſt, 
& How ſlow the heavy hours adrance,” 
She cry's, © fince that eventful day, 
« When firit I caught the fatal glance 
« That ficle me from myſelf away! 


« Ah, youth belov'd ! tho” low thy birth, 
% The noble air, the manly grace, 

« That look that ſpeaks ſuperior worth, 
Can faſhion, folly, fear eraſe : 


Vet fure from no ignoble ſtem 

% Thy lincage fprings, tho' now unknown: 
« The world c:nforious may condemn, 

« Bur, Armine, I am thine alone. 


4 To ſplendour only do we live? 
% Muft pomp alone our thoughts employ 2 
« All, all that pomp and ſplendour give 
«1s dearly bought with love and joy! 
64 Bur oh !—the favour'd youth appears 
« Jn penſive grief he ſeems to move: 
« My heart forel odes unnumber'd fears; 
% Support it Pity, Virtue, Love 
« Hither his footſteps ſeem to bend 
Come, Reſolution, to my aid! 
% My breaſt what varying paſſions rend! 
4 Averſe to go—to ſtay— afraid 
« Dear object of each fond deſi fe 
« That throbs tumultuous in my breaſt 
« Why with averted glance retire? 
« Ar:Armine's preſence why diſtreſt? 
What tho' he boaſt no titled game, 
« No wide extent of rich domain, 
« Yet muſt he feed a hopeleſs flame, 
% Muſt truth and nature plcad in vain?“ 
„ Think not. ſhe ſaid, by forms betray'd, 
« To humbler worth my heart is blind; 
« For ſoon ſhall every ſplendour fade, 
That beams not from the gifted mind. 
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gut firſt thy heart explore with care, 
« With faith its fond emotions prove 


* Lurks no unworthy paſſion there ? 
| « Prompts not ambition bold to love 2”? 


Yes, lovely maid,” the youth replies, 


A hold ambitiom prompts my breaſt, 


»The towering hope that love ſupplics, 
»The with in blefiing to be bleſt. 

1 he meaner proſpects I deſpiſe 

„That wealth, or rank, or power beftow ; 
Be yours the grovelling bliſs ye prize, 


„ 
Lad 


s 


3 Ye ſordid minds that ftoop fo low ! 


ge mine the more refin'd delights 
Of love that baniſhes controul, 
*© When the fond heart with heart unites, 


| © And ſoul's in uniſon with ſou.” 


Elvira bluſh'd the warm reply, 
(To love a language not unknown) 

The milder glories fill'd her eye, 
And there a ſofter luſtre ſhone. 


The yielding ſmile that 's half ſuppreſt, 


Te ſhort quick b:eath, the trembling tear, 
The ſwell tumultuous of the breaſt, 
In Armine's favour all appear. 


At cach kind glance their ſouls unite, 
While love's foft ſympathy imparts: 


That tender tranſport of delight 


That bears in undivided hearts. 
ReſpcAful to his lips he preſs'd 
Her yielded hand; in haſte away 
Her yielded hand flie drew diſtreſt, 
Wich looks that witneſs'd wild diſmay. 
«© Ah whence, fair excellence, thoſe. fears? 
M hat terror unforefecn alarms ?”” 
„See! where a father's frown appears“ 
She ſaid, and ſunk into his arms. 
„My daughter! hcavens ! it cannot be 
And yet it muſt.-0 dire diſgrace !. 
« Elvira have I liv'd to ſce 
«« Claip'd in a pcaſant's vile embrace! 
« This daring guilt let death repay' 
His vengeful arm the javelin threw;. 
With erring aim it wing'd its way, 
And far, by Fate averted, flew. 


Elvira breathes—her pulſes beat, 
Returning life illumes her eye; 
Trembling a father's view to meet, 

She ſpies a revercnd hermit nigh. 


% Your wrath,” ſhe cries, “ let tears aſſuage—— 
+ Unheeded muſt Elvira pray? 
O letan injur'd father's rage 
„This hermit's ſacred pretence ſtay !. 
„Vet deem not, loſt in guilty love, 
& I plead to fave my virgin fame; 
My weakneſs Virtue might approve, . 
And ſmile on Nature's holy flame.” 


O welcome to my hopes again, 


« My ſon!” the raptur'd hermit cries z 
„ ſought thee ſorrowing on the plain,” 


And all the father fill d his eyes, 
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Art thou,” the raging Raymond ſaid, 
& Of this audacious boy the fire: 
Curſe on the dart that idly ſped, 
„Nor bade his peaſant foul expire!“ 


** 


0 


His peaſant foul '”—indignant fire 

m 5 A. el * 

Flaſh'd from the conſcious father's eye: 
A galiant carl is Armine's fire, 

And know, proud chief, that earl an I. 


þ b 


LS 


% Tho' here, within the hermit's cell, 

„ long have lind unknowa to fans, 

Yet crowded camps and courts can toll 
% Thou too haſt keard of Lgbert's name.“ 


o 


- 


by 


LO 


Hah ! Egbert ! he, whom tyrant rage 
« Forc'd from his country's bleeding breaſt? 
The patron of my orphan age, 
« My friend, my warrior ſtands confeſt! 
But why? -“, The painful ſtory ſpare: 
«© That proftrate youth,“ ſaid Egbert, © ſpe ; 
His anguiſh as a parent's care, | 
&« A parent, once who pitied thee !”? 
Raymond, as one who, glancing round, 

Secms from ſome ſuddeu trance to ſtart, 
Snatch'd the pale lovers from the ground, 

And held them trembliag to his heart. 
Joy, Gratitude, and Wonder ſhed 
United tears o'er Hymen's reign, 
And Nature her beſt triumph led, 

For Love and Virtue join'd her train, 


* 
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§ 142. An Hallau ang. RoGtrs. 
Dax is my little native vale, 

The ring-dove builds and warbles there; 
Cloſe by my cot ſhe tells her tale 
To every paſſiag villager. 
The ſquirrel leaps from tree to tree, 
And thells his nuts at liberty. 


In orange-groves and myrtle-bowers, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 
I charm the fairy-footed hours 

With my lov'd lute's romantic ſound 
Or crowns of living laurel weave, 

For thoſe that win the race at eve. 


The ſh-pherd's horn at break of day, 
The ballet danc'd in twilight glade, 
The canzonet and roundelay 

Sung iu the ſilent greenwood ſhade; 
Theſe ſimple jojs, that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native vale. 


$ 143. Henry and Emma, a Poem upon the Mod:1 


of tbe Mut- Brown Maid. Prior. 
TO CLOE. 
Tou, to whoſe eyes I bend; at whoſe com- 


mand 
(Tho' low my voice, tho! artleſs be my hand) 
I rake the ſprightly reed, and ſing, and play; 

Careleſs of what the cenſuring world may ſay: 
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Bright Cloe, object of my conitant vow, 

Vit thou a while unbend tuy ferious brow ? 
Wiir thou with pleaſure hear thy lover's ſtrains, 
And with one heav'nly {mile o'erpay his pains ? 
No longer fhall be Nut- Brown Maid be old; 


Tho; ſince her youth three hundred years have 


At thy defirc, the ſhall again be rais'd; [roll'd. 

And herreviving charms in laſting verſe be prais d. 
No longer man of woman ſhall complain, 

That he may love and not be lov'd again; 

That we in vain the fickle ſex purſue, 

Who change the conſtant lover for th: new. 

Whatever has been writ, whatever faid, 

Of female pallion feign'd, or faith decay d; 


| {{enceforth ſhall in my verſe refured ſtand, 


Be ſaid to winds, or writ upon the ſand. 

And, while my notes to future times proclaim 

Unconquer'd love and ever-during flame; 

O faire of the ſex! be thou my Muſe: 

Deiza on my work thy influence to diffuſe: 

Let me partake the bleſſings [ rehearle, 

And grant me love, the juſt reward of verſe. 
As beauty's potent queen, with ev Ty grace, 

That once was Emama's, haz adorn'd thy face 

And as her fan has to my boſon dealt 

That conſtant flame, which faithful Henry felt 

O let the ſtory with thy life agree: 

et men once more the bright example ſee; 

What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 

Nor ſend me by thy frown from her I love, 


. 
F 


4 . * * * - 
Diſtant and ſad, a baniſh'd man to rove.. 


But oh! with pity long- entreated crown 
My pains and hopes; and, whea thou fay'ft 
that one | [alone. 


OF all mankind thou lov'&, on! think on me 


WHERE beauteous Ifis and her huſband Tame? 
With mingled waves forever flow the ſame, 
In times of yore an antient baron liv'd; 
Great gifts beſtow'd, and great reſpect receiv d. 
When dreadlfyl Edward with ſuceeſsful care 
Led his free Britons to the Gallic war; 
This lord had headed his appointed bands, 
In firm allegiance to the King's commands; 
And (all due honours faithfully diſcharg'd) 
Had brought back his paternal cont, inlarg d 
With a new mark, the witneſs of his toil, - 
And no inglorious part of foreign ſpoil. 
From the loud camp retir'd and noiſy court, 
[a hononrable eaſe and rural ſport, 
Phe remnant of his days he ſafely paſs d; 
Nor found they lagg'd too flow, nor flew too faſt, 
He made his wich widtWs-eſtate comply, 
oy ful to live, yet not afraid to die. vn 
One child he had, a daughter chaſte and fair, 
tlis age's comfort, and his fortune's heir. : 
Chey call'd her Emma; for the beauceous dame, 
Who gave the virgin birth, had borae the name: 
The name th' indulg:at father doubly lov'd ; 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd. 
Yet as when little round his knees ſhe play d, 
He call'd her oft, in ſport, his Nut-brozwn Maid ; 
Che friends and tenants took the fondling word 
y pleaſe, who imitate their lord); 


lage 


* 
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Uſage confirm'd what fancy had begun; 
The mutual terms around the lands were known; 
And Emma and tbe Nut-brown Maxidwere one. 


And find report, for once, had leſſen'd truth. 

By wonder firſt, and then by pation mov'd, 
They came; they ſaw; they marvell'd ; and they 
By public praiſes, and by ſecret fighs, [lov'd. 
Each own'd the gen'ral power of Emma's eyes. 
In tilts and tournaments the valiant ſtrove, 

By glorious deeds to purchaſe Emma's love. 

In gentle verſe, the witty told their flame, 


And grac d their choiceſt ſongs with Emma's name. 


In vain they combated, in vain they writ: 
Uſeleſs their ſtrength, and impotent their wit. 
Great Venus only muſt direct the dart, 

Which elfe will never reach the fair one's | 


heart, 


Spite of th' attempts of force, and ſoft effects 
of art 


Great Venus muſt prefer the happy one: 

In Henry's cauſe her favour muſt be ſhown : 

And Emma, of mankind, muſt love but kim 
alone. 

While theſe in public to the caſtle came, 
And by their grandeur juſtify'd their flame; 
More ſceret ways the careful Henry takes; 
His ſquires, his arms, and equipaye forſakes: 
In borrow'd name and falſe attire array d, 
Oft he finds means to ſee the Beauteous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntſman's habit dreſt, 
Henry on foot purſues the bounting beaſt. 

In his right hand his beechen pole he bears: 

And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 

Still to the glade, where ſhe has bent her way, 

With knowing {kill he drives the future prey; 

Bids her decline the hill, and ſhun the brake; 

And ſhows the path her ſteed may ſafeſt rake ; 

Directs her ſpear to fix the glorious wound; 

| Fleas'd, in his toils, to have her cr 
crown d; ö 

Arq blows her praiſes with no common ſound. . 

A falc'ner Henry is, when Emma hawks : 
With her of tarſels and of lures he talks. 

Upon his wriſt the tow'ring merlin ſtands, 
Practis d to riſe, and ſtoop, at her commau ds. 
And when ſuperjor now the bird has fown, 
And mus tumbling quarry down; 
With humble rev'ren e aecpſt the fair, 

And with the honour'd feather decks ber hair. 
Yer ſtill, as from the ſportive field he goes, - 
His downcaft eye reveals his inward wocs ; 

And by his look and ſorrow is expreſt, 

A nobler game purſued than bird or beaſt, 

A ſhepherd now along the plain he roves; 
And, with bis jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighb'ring ſwains aicund the firarger 
Or to admire or emwvlate his ſong: [throng, 
While, with ſoft jorrow, he renews his lays, 
Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praiſe, 

- | 
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As with ker ſtature, ſtill her charms increas'd ; 
Thro' all the iſle her beauty was confeſs d. 
Oh ! what perfectioas muſt that virgin ſhare, 
Who faireſt is eſteem d. where all are fair! 
From diftant ſhires repair the noble vouth, 
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But, ſoon as Emma's eyes adorn the plain, 
His notes he raiſes to a nobler ſtrain; 
Wich dutiful reſpect, and ſtudious fear, 
[eſt any careleſs tound offend her car. 
A frantic gipſey, now the houſe he havnts, 
And in wild phraſes ſpeaks diſſembled wants, 
With the fond maids in palmiſtry he deals: 


They tell the ſecret firſt, which he reveals: 


Says who ſhall wed, and who ſhall ve beguil'd ; 
What groom th3ll ger, and ſquire maintain the child. 
But when bright Emma would her fortune know, 
A ſofter look unbends. his op'ning brow ; 
With trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 
And in ſoft accents forms the kind reply; 

That the thall prove as fortunate as fair, | 
And Hymen's choiceRt gifts are all reſerv d for her. 
Now oft had Henry chang'd his fly diſguiſe, 

Unmark d by all but beauteous Emma's eyes 3 
Oft had found means alone to ſee the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his am'rous flame; 
And oft, the pangs of abſence to remove 
By letters, ſoft interpreters of love : 
Pill time and induſtty (the mighty two 
That brirg our wiſhes nearer to our view) 
Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 
Receiv'd his rows with no reluttant ear; 
That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign, 
And dealt to Emma's heart a ſhare of Henry's pain. 
While Cupid ſmil'd, by Kind occaſion bleſt, 
And, with the ſecret kept, the love increas d; 
The amorous youth frequents the hlent groves; 
And much he meditates, for much he loves. 
He loves: tis true; and is belov'd again: 
Great are his joys ; but will they long remain ? 
Emma with ſmiles receives his preſent flame; 
But, ſmiling, will ſhe ever be the ſame? 
Beautiful looks are rul'd by fickle minds; 
And fummer ſeas are turn'd by ſudden winds. 
Another love may gain her caty youth : 
Time changes thought; and Ratt'ry conquers truth. 
O impotent eſtate of human lite 
Where hope and fear maintain eternal ftrife ; 
Wheie ficeting joy does laſting doubt infpue ; 
And moſt we queſtion, what we moſt defire. 
Amongft thy various gifts, great heav'n, beſtow 
Our cup of lore unmix'd ; torbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in; nor pall the draught 
With nauſeous grief: for our ili-judging thought 
Hardly enjoys the pleaſurable taſte ; 


Or deems it not ſincere; or fears it cannot laſts 


With wiſhes rais'd, with jcalouſies oppreſt, 
(Alternate tyrants of the humen breaſt) 

By one great tial he reſolves to prove 

Ihe faith of woman, and the force of love. 
f, ſcanning Emma's virtues, he may find 

T bat beauteous frame incloſe a ſteady wind, 
He Il fix his hope, of future joy ſecure ; 
And live a flave ta Hymen's happy power. 
But if the fair onę, as he fears, is frail; 
If;-pois'd-aright in reaſon's equal ſcale, 
Light fly her merits, and her faults prevail; 
His mind he vow to free from am'rous care, 
The latent mifchief from his heart to tear, 
Keſumc his azuie arms, and ſhine again in war. 


| 
| 


South 
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South of the caſtle, in a verdant glade. 
A ſpreading bcech extends her friendly ſhade: 
Here oft the nymph hes breathing vows had heard; 
Here oft her ſilence had her heart declar'd. 

As active ſpring awak'd her infant buds, 
And genial life inform d the verdant woods; 
Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 
Had half exp.efs'd and half conccal'd his flame 
Upon the tree: 2nd, as the tender mark 
Grew. with the ycar, and widen'd with the bark, 
Venus had heard the virgin's foft addreſs, 
That, as the wound, the peſſion might increaſe. 
As potent nature ſhed her Kindly ſhow'rs, _ 
And deck'd the various mead with op'ning 
Bowers ; 
Upon this tree the nymph's obliging care 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair; 
Which as with gay delight the lover found, 
' Plezs'd with his conqueſt, with her preſent 
crown'd, | ; 
Glorious thro' all the plains he oft had gone, 
And to cach ſwain the myltic honour town; | 
The gift (Ul! prais'd,.the giver itiil unknown. 
His ſecret note the troubled Henry writes; 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites: 
Imperfe& words and dubious terms exprets, 
That unforeſeen wiſchance diſturb'd his peace; 
That he muſt fomething to her ear commend, 
On wich her conduct and his life depend. 
Soon as the fair one had the note recciv'd, 
The remnanrt of the day alone the griev'd: 
For diff rent this from every foi mer note, 
Which Venus dictated, and Henry wrote; 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear boſom of his Nut-brown Maid ; 
Which always bleſs'd her eyes, and own'd her 
And bid her oft adieu, yet added more. [ pow'r ; 
Now night advanc'd, The houſe in ſleep were 
laid; | 
The nurſe experienc'd, and the prying maid : 
At laſt that fprite, which does inceſſant haunt 
The lover's ſteps, the antient maiden aunt. 
To her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 
With quicken'd pace repairing fore'd delay 
For Love, fantaſtic power, that is afraid 
To fiir abroad till watchfulneſs be laid, 
Undaunted then, o'er cliffs and valleys trays, 
And leads his yot'rics ſafe thro' pathleſs ways. 
Not Argvs with his hundred eyes ſhall find 
Where Cupid goes; tho' he, poor guide, is blind. 
The maiden. firſt arriving, ſent her eye 
To afk, if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear, and with deſire, with joy and pain, 

She fees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 

But oh! his ſteps proclaim no lover's haſte ; 
On the low ground his fix'd regards are caſt ; 
His artful boſom heaves difſembled ſighs ; 
And tears ſuborn'd fall copious from his eyes. 

With eaſe, alas! we credit what we love: 
His painted grief does real ſorrow move 

In the afflifted fair; adown her cheek 

_ Trickliag the genuine tears their current break; 
At entive ſtood the mournful nymph : the man 

BrUke ſilence firſt ; thy tale alternate ran: 


| 


\ 


; 


| 


HENRY. 
Sincere, O tell me, haft thou felt a pain, 


i =inma, beyond what woman xnows to feign ? 


Has thy uncertain boſom cver ſtrove 
With the firlt tumults of a reallove ? 


| Hiſt thou now dreaded, and now bleſt his ſway, 
| 


| 


Zy turns averle, and joyful to obey ? 

Thy virgin foftneſs haſt thou eber bewail'd, 
As reaſon yielded, and as love prevail'd ? 

And wept the potent god's reſiſtleſa dart, 

His killing pleafure, his ecſtatic ſmatt, 

And heav'nly poiſon thrilling thro' thy heart? 
If fo, with pity view my wretched ſtate; 

Ar leaſt depiore, and then forget my fate: 
Ts ſome more happy knight reſerve thy charms, 


} 


By fortune favour'd, and ſucceſsful arms ; 


And only, as the ſun's revolving ray 
Brings back cach year this melancholy day, 
Permit one-figh, and ſet apart ove rear, 
Fo an abandon'd exile's endleſs care. 
For me, alas! out- caſt of human race, 
Love's anger only waits, and dire dilgrace; 
For lo! theſe hands in murder are inibru'd 3 
Thele trembling feet by juſtice are purſu'd: 
Fate cal!s aloud, and haftens me away ; 
A ſnameful death attends my longer ftay 
And | this night muſt fly from thee and love, | 
Condemn'd in lonely woods a baniſh'd man ta 

rove. 

EMMA. 


What is our bliſs, that changeth with the moon? 


And day of life, that darkens ere *ris noon ? 


M' hat is true paſſion, if uubleſt it dies? 
And where is Emma's joy, if Henry flies? 
No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
Ne er faithful woman felt, nor falſe one feign'd, 
The flames which long have in my boſom reign'd : 
With all his rage, and dread, and griet, and 
His complement of ſtores, and total war. 
O! ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpe& my love 3 
Alas ! no youth ſhall my endearmevts ſhare z © * 
Nor day nor night ſhall interrupt my care; 
No future ſtory ſhail with truth upbraid 
Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall Henry run; 
While careleſs Emma fleeps on beds of down: 
View me reſolv'd, where-c'er thou lead, to go, 
vor I atteſt fair Venus, and her ian, i 
Tuat J, bf all mankind will love but thee alone. 
HENRY. | 8 
And take good heed, what men will think and ſay; 
That beauteous Emma vagrant courſes took ; 
ler father's houſe and civil life fortuok ; 
ne to the wood-land with an exi:e ran. : 
Refleft, that leflen'd fame is ne'cr regain'd; - 
And virgin honour once, is always fiain's : 


1 


If love, alas! be pain; the pain L bear 
The god of love himſelf inhabits there, — 
And let my deed, at leaft, my faith approve. | 
The cold indifffrence of the Nut-br0wn Maid: 
Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe: 
Let prudence yet obſtruct thy vent'rous way; 
Char, full of youthful blood, and fond ot man, 
m 4 Timely _ 
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Timely adris'd, the coming evil ſhun : 

Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 

No penance can abſolve our guilty fame; 

Nor tears, that waſh out fin, can waſh out frame. 
Then fly the ſad effects of defp'rate love; | rove. 
And leave a baniſh d man throygh lonely woods to 
| EXMA. 


Let Emma's hapleſs cafe be falſely told 
By the raſh young, or the ill-natur'd cid: 
Let ev*ry tongue its various cenſures chcoſe 
Abfolve with coldneſs, or with fpight accuſe : 
Fair Truth at laſt her radiant beams will raiſe; 
And malice yanquiſh'd heightens virtue's praiſe. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my fight; 
O] let my preſence make thy travels light; 
And potent Venus ſhall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenſorious Fame; 
Nor from that buſy demon's reſtleſs pow'r 
Will ever Emma other grace implore, 
Than that this truth ſhould to the world be known, 
Thar I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thce alone. 


HENRY. 


But canſt thou wield the ſword, and bend the 
With ative force repel the ſturdy foc > {bow ? 
When the loud tumult ſpeaks the battle nigh, 
And winged deaths in whiſtling arrows flv; 
Wilt thou, tho' wounded, yet undaunted ſtay, 
Perform thy part, and ſhare the dangerous day ? 
Then, as thy ſtrength decays, thy heart will fail, 
Thy limbs ail trembling, aad thy checks al! pale; 
With fruitleſs ſorrow, thou, in glorious maid, 


Wil weep thy ſafety by thy love betray'd: 
Then to thy friend, by focs e ee deny 
Thy little uſcleſs aid, and coward fly: [ love 


Then wilt thou curſe the chance that made thee 
A baniſh'd man condemu'd in lonelywoodstorove. | 


EMMA. 


With fatal certainty Thaleſtris knew 
To fend the arrow from the twanging yew : 
And, great in arms, and foremoſt in the war, 
Bonduca brandiſh d high the Britiſh ſpear. 
Couid thirſt of vengeance and defire of fame 
Excite the female breaft with martial flame? 
And ſhall not love's diviner pow'r inſpire 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fire? 
Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant I Il abide, 
And fall, or vasquiſn, fighting by thy ſide. 
Though my inferior firength may not allow, 
That I ſhould bear or draw the warrior bow; 
With ready hand I will the ſnaft ſupply, 
And joy to ſee thy victor arrows fly. 
Touch'sd in the battle by the hoſtile reed, 
Should ſt thou (but Heay'n avert it!) fluould'ft 
thou bleed; | 
EL flop the wounds my fineſt lawn I 'd tear, 
a: __ with tcars, and wi 
air: 


{ 


| 


Bleft, when my dangers and my toils have ſhown, [ 


That I, of al! mankind, could love but thee alone. 
HENRY, | 


But canſt thou, tender maid, cant thou ſuſtain 
Aiflicure want, or hunger's preiling pain? 
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pe them with my 
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Thoſe limbs, in lawn and ſofteſt ſilk array'd, 
F:om ſuu-beams guarded, and of winds afraid; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? Can they reſiſt 


The parching dog-ftar, and the bleak north-eaſt ? 
When, chill'd by adverſe ſnows; and beatiug rain, 
We tread with weary ſleps the longſome plain; 
When with hard toil we ſeek our ev'ning food, 
Berries and acorns from the neighb'ring wood ; 
And find among the cliſſs no other houle, 
But the thin covert of ſome gather'd boughs ; 
Wilt thou not then reluctant ſend thine eye 
Around the dreary waſte ; and weeping try 
(Tho' then, alas! that trial be tco late) 

To find thy father's hoſpitable gate, 5 
And ſeats, where Eaſe and Plenty breoding fate : 


[ Tboſe ſeats, whence long excluded thou mult 


That gate, for ever barr'd to thy return: | mourn ; 
Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 
And kate a baniſh'd man condemn'd in woods 
ro rove? | | 
| EMMA. 

Thy rife of fortune did I only wed, 
From its decline determin'd to recede? 
Did 1 but purpoſe to embatk with thee 
On the ſmooth ſurface of a ſummer's ſea, 
While gentle Zephyrs play in proſp'rous pales, 
And Fortune's favcur fills the ſwelling fails ; 
But would forſake the ſhip, and makethe ſhore, 
When the winds whiſtle, and the tempeſts roar ? 
No, Henry, no: one ſacred oath has ty d 
Gur loves; one deſtiny our life ſhall guide; : 
Nor wild nor deep our common way divide. 

When from the cave thou riſeſt with the day, 
To beat the woods, and rouſe the bounding prey; 
The cave with moſs and branches I Il adorn, 
And cheerful fit, ro wait my lord's return : 

And, when thou frequent bring'ſt the ſmitten deer 
For feldom, archers ſay, thy arrows err), 

Il fetch quick fuel from the neighb'ring wood, 
And ſtrikę the ſparkling flint, and dreſs the food; 
With humble duty, and officious haſte, 

L' cull the furtheſt mead for thy repaſt : 

The choiceſt herbs I to thy board will bring; 
And draw thy water from the freſheſt {pring : 


And when, at night, with weary toil oppreſt, 


Soft ſlumbers thou enjoy'ſt, and wholeſome reſt ; 


| Watchful I'll guard thee, and with midnight 


pray r | 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their care; 
And joyous aſk, at morn's er ray, 
If thou haſt health, and I may bleſs the day. 
My thoughts ſhall fix, my lateſt wiſh depend 
In thee, guide, guardian, kinſman, father, friend: 
By all theſe ſacred names be Henry known 
Fo Emma's heart.: and grateful let him own, 0 
That ſhe, of all mankind, could love but him 
alone. 5 
HENRY. 
Vainly thou tell'ſt me, what the woman's care 
Shall in the wiidneſs of the wood prepare: 
I hou, ere thou goeſt, unhappieſt of thy kind, 


Muſt leave the habit and the ſex behind. 
No longer ſhall thy comely trefles break 


I 


ins flowing ringlets on thy ſnowy neck ; 
0 | 


Or 


we ee YT uw 


Arm their chaſte beauties with a _—y 


Oc leave a 
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Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 


In graceful braids with various ribbon bound: 
No longer ſhall the boddice, aptly lac'd 
From thy full boſom to thy ſtender waiſt, 
That air and harmony of ſhape expreſs, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully leſs : 
Nor ſhall thy lower garments artful plait, 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 

ride, 
And double ev'ry charm they ſeek to hide. 
Th' ambroſial plenty of thy ſhining hair, 
Cropt off and loſt, ſcarce lower than thy ear, 
Shall ſtand uncouth: a horſeman's coat ſhall hide 
Thy taper ſhape and comelineſs of ſide: 
The ſhort trunk-hoſe ſhall ſhew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-fight free: 
And, with a bolder ſtride, and looſer air, 
Mingled with men, a man thou muſt appear. 
Nor ſoljtude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miſtaken maid, ſhalt thou in foreſts find: 
Tis long ſince Cynthia and her train were there; 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 
Vagrants and outlaws ſhall offend thy view; 
For ſuch muſt be my friends; a hideous crew 
By adverſe fortune mix'd in ſocial ill, 
Train'd to aſſault, and diſciplin'd to kill: 
Their common loves, a lewd abandon d pack, 
The beadle's laſh ſtill flagrant on their back: 
By ſloth corrupted, by diſorder fed, 
Made bold by want, and proſtitute for bread : 
With ſuch muſt Emma hunt the tedious day, 
Afaſt their violence, and divide their prey: 
With ſuch ſhe muſt return at ſetting light, 
Tho” not partaker, witneſs of their night, 
Thy ear, inur'd to charitable ſounds, | 
And pitying love, muſt fęel the hateful wounds 


Of jeſt obſcene and vulgar ribaldry, ; 


The ill-bred queſtion, and the lewd reply; 
Brought by long habityde from bad to worſe, 
Muſt hear the frequent oath, the direful curſe, 
That lateſt weapon of the wretches war 
nd blaſphemy, ſad comrade of deſpair, 
Now, Emma, now the laſt reflection make, _ 
What thou would follow, what thou muſt forſake; 
By our ill-omen'd ftars, and adverſe heay'n, 
No middle object to thy choice is given. 
Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy love; Crove. 
baniſh'd man condeinn'd ia woods to 


EMMA. 


O erief of heart ! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to ſuffer what thy honour hates; 
Mix thee amongſt the bad; or make thee run 
Too near the paths which virtue bids thee ſhun. 
Vet with her Henry ſtill let Emma go; 

With him abhor the vice, but ſhare the woe: 
And ſure my little heart can never err 
Amidi the worſt; if Henry till be there. 

Our outward act is prompted from within; 
And from the finner's mind proceeds the fn : 
By her own choice free Virtue is approv'd ; 

Nor by the force of qutward objects mov'd, 
Who has aſſay d no danger gains vo praiſe. 
In a ſmall iſle, amidſt the wideſt ſeas, 


| 


4 


| Where civil ſpeech and ſoft perſua 


337 

Triumphant Conſtancy has fix'd her ſeat: 

In vain the ſyrens ſing, the tempeſts beat: i 

Their flattery ſhe rejects, nor fears their threat. - 
For thee alone theſe little charms I drefs'd ; 


| Condemn'd them, or abſoly'd them, by thy reſt. 


ln comely figure rang'd, my jewels ſhone, 
Or negligently plac'd, for thee alone : 


| For thee again they ſhall be laid aſide; 


The woman, Henry, ſhall put off her pride | 

For thee: my clothes, my ſex,exchang'd for thee, Y 1 

| *Il mingle with the people's wretched lee; 

O line extreme of human infamy ! 

Wanting the ſciffars, with theſe hands I Il tear 

(If that obſtructs my flight) this load of hair. 

lack ſoot or yellow walnut ſhall diſgrace 

This little red and white of Emma's face. 

I heſe nails with ſcratches ſhalldeform mybreaſt, 

Leſt by my look or colour be expreſs? 

The mark of aught high-born, or ever better 
dreſs'd. 

Vet in this commerce, under this diſguiſe, 

Let me be grateful ſtill in Henry's eyes; 

Loſt to the world, let me to him be wn 2: ; 

My fate I can abſolve; if he ſhall own, | 

That, leaving all mankind, I love but himalone. , 


HENRY, 


O wildeſt thought of an abandon'd mind! 
Name, habit, parents, woman, left behind, 
Ev'n honour dubious, thou preferr'ſ to go 
Wild to the woods with me: ſaid Emma ſo? 
Or did I dream what Emma never faid ? 
O guilty error! and O wretched maid ! 
W hoſe roving fancy would reſolve the ſame 
With him, ho next ſhouldtempt hereaſy fame; 
And blow with empty words the ſuſceptible 

n 

Now why ſhould doubtful terms thy mind perplex? 
Confeſs thy frailty, and avow thy ſex: r 
No longer looſe deſire for conſtant love 


¶Miſtake; but ſay, tis man with whom thou long l 


to rove. 
EMMA. 
Are there not poiſons, racks, and flames and 
ſwords; 8 


That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's words? 


Vet what could ſwords or poiſon, racks or flame, 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle fcame? 
More fatal Henry's words : they murder 
Emma's fame. I 
And fall theſe ſayings from that gentle tongue, 
| Ba hung ; 
Whoſe artful ſweetneſs and harmonious ſtrain, 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, - 
Call'd ſighs, and tears, and wiſhes, to its aid; 1 


And, whilſt it Henry's glowing flame convey'd, 


Still blam'd the coldneſs of he Nut-brown fd, : 

Let envious jealouſy and canker'd ſpite 
Produce my actions to ſevereſt light, 
And tax my open day, or ſecret night. 


Did e' er my tongue ſpeak my unguarded heart 
The leaſt inclin'd to play the wanton's part? 
Did e'er my eye one inward thought reveal, 


Which angels might not hear, and virgins a 
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And haſt thou, Henry, in my conduct known 
One fault, but that which I muſt never own, 
That I, of ail mankind, have lov'd but thce 
alone ? 
HENRY. 

Vainly thou talk ſt of loving me alone: 
Each man is man; and all our {cx is one. 
Falſe are our words, and fickle is our mind: 
Nor in Love's ritual can we ever find | 
Vows made to laſt, or promiſes to bind. 

By nature prompted, and for empire made, 
Alike by ſtrength or cunning we invade: 
When, arm'd with rage, we march againſt the foe, 
We lift the battle-2x, and draw the bow : 
When, fir'd with pathon, we attack the fair, 
Delufive ſighs and brittle vows we bear: 
Our fali/chood and our arms have equal uſe; 
As they our conqueſt or delight produce. 

The fooliſh heart thou gav'ft again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 

To be lefs wretched, be no longer true; 
What firives to fly thee u h ſhouldit thou 
purſve ? | 
Forget thy preſent flame, indulge a new. 
Single the lovelieſt of the am'rous youth; 
Aﬀe for his vow ; but hope not for his truth. 
The next man (and the next thou ſlialt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deccive ; 
Will kneel, implore,perſfiſt,o'ercome,and leave. 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right; 
Be wiſe and falſe, ſhvn trouble, ſeek delight; | 
Change thou the firſt, nor wait thy!over'sflight. 
Why ſhouidit thou weep? let Nature judge our 


caſe ; 
I aw — young and fair; purſu'd the chaſe 
Of youth and beauty: I another ſaw 
Fairer and younger: yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purſucd | 
More youth, more beauty: bleſt vicifſitude ! 
My active heart till keeps its prittive flame; 
The object alter'd, the defire the fame. 

This younger fairer pleads her rightful charms; 
With preſent power compels me to her arms. 
And much I fear, from my ſubjefted mind 
If beauty's force to conſtant. love can bind), 
That years may roll, ere ip her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd ; 

And weeping follow me, as thou doſt now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildneſꝭ of thy wiſhes err 
So wide, to hope that thou mayſt live with her. 
Love, well thou know'ft, no partnerſhip allows: 
Copid averſe rejects divided vows : 

Then from thy fooliſh heart. vain maid, remove 

An uſcleſs ſorrow, and an ill- ſtarr d love; 

Aud leave me with the fair at lacge in woods 
to rove, | „ 

Are we in life through one great error led ? 
Is cach man perjur d, and each nymph betray d? 
Of the ſuperior ſex art thou the worit ? 

Am 1 of mine the moſt completely curlit ? 
Vet let me go with thee ; and going prove, 
From what I will endare, how much I love. 


[Receive the triumph, and forget 
d 


{Muſic and ſong ſhall wake the marriage-d y: 
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This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 
This happy object of our diff 'rent care, 
Her let me follow ; her let me attend, 
A fervant (the may ſcorn the name of friend): 
What ſhe demands, inceſſant I Il prepare: 
IU weave her garlands ; and 1 I plait her hair: 
My buſy diligence hall deck her board | 
(For there at leaſt I may approach my lord); 
And, when her Henry's ſofter hours adviſe 
His ſervant's abſence, with dejected eyes | 
Far I 'll recede, and ſighs forbid to riſe. 4 
Vet, when increaſing grief brings flow diſeaſe; 
And ebbing life, on te:ms ſevere as theſe, 


Will have ns little lamp no longer fed; 


When Henry's miſtreſs ſhews him Emma dead; 
Reſcue my poor remains from vile neglect : 
With virgin honours let my hearſe be deck'd, 
And decent emblem; and at leaft perſuade 

This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where ſhe, 
With frequent eye my ſepulchre may ſee. | 
| The nymph amidf her joys may haply breathe” 
One pious ſigh, reflecting on my death, 


| And the fad fate which ſh: may one day prove, 


Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 
And thou forſworn, thou crucl, as thou art, 
If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart; 
Fo her, whom love abandon'd to defpair ; 
To her, who, dying, on the wounded ſtone. 
Bid it in laſting characters be Known, | 
HENRY. 

Hear, folemn Jove! and, conſcious Venus, hear! 
And thou, bright maid, believe me, whilſt I ſwear ; 
The well-plac'd baſis of my laſting love. 

O powerful virtue! O victorious fair! 
At leaſt excuſe a trial too ſevere: 
the war. 

No baniſh'd man condemn'd in woods to rove 
Entreats thy pardon, and implores thy love: 
Faireſt collection of thy ſex's charms, 

Lrown of my love, and honour of my youth! 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 
And found his glory in his Emma's joy. 

In me beho!d the potent Edgar's heir, 
[ituftrious carl: him terrible in war 
And trembling fled before the Britiſh lord. 

Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows ; 
For ſhe amidſt his ſpacious meadows flows; 
And ſees his num'rous herd imprint her ſands. 

And thou, my fair, my dove, ſhalt raiſe thy 

thought 1 8 
With ſolemn pomp to my paternal ſear; 
Where peace and plenty on thy word ſha'l wait, 
And, whilſt the prieſts accuſe the bride's delay, | 
FRO and roſes ſhall obſtruct her way. 


Thou ſure muſt give one thought and dropone tear 
bat, of mankind, ſhe lov'd but thee alone. 
No time, no change, no future flame, ſhall move 
No perjut'd knight deſires to quit thy arms, 
As thou may'ft wiſh, ſhall all his life employ, 
Let Loyre confeſs ; for the has felt his ſword, 
| Inelincs her urn upon his fatten'd lands; 
To greatneſs next to empire; ſhalt be brought 
Frien i ſl.ſp 
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Friendſhip ſhall till thy evening feaſts adorn ; 
And bloomiiig peace ſhall ever bleſs thy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy race ſhall run; 
And Age unhceded by delight come on; 
While yet ſuperior Love ſhall mock his pow'r ; 
And when old Time ſhall turn the fated hour, 
Which only can our well-tied knot unfold ; 
What reſts of both, one fepulchre ſhall hold. 

Hence then for ever from my Emma's breaſt 
(That heav'n of ſoftneſs, and that ſeat of reſt), 
Ye doubts and fears, and all that know to move 
Tormenting grief, and all that trouble love, 

Scattcr*dby winds recede,andwildinforeſtsrove. 
| EMMA. 

O day the faireſt ſure that ever roſe 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes ! 
Sire of her joy, and ſource of her delight; 

O! wing d with pleaſure take thy happy flight, | 
And giveeach futuremornatinEtureofthy white. 
Vet teil thy votary, potent queen of love, 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 
Will he be ever kind, and juſt, and good? 
And is there then no miſtreſs in the wood ? 
None, none there is; the thought was raſh and vain; 
A falſe idea, and a fancied pain. 
Doubt ſha!l for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd heart, 
And anxious jealouſy's corroding ſmart; 
No other inmate ſhall inhabit there, | 

But foft Belief, young Joy, and pleaſing Care. 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 

And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 

If at my feet the ſuppliant goddeſs ſtands, 

And ſheds her rreafure with unwearied hands; 
Her preſent favour cautious II embrace, 

And not unthank ful uſe the proffer'd grace: 

If ſhe reclaims the temporary boon, | 

And tries her pinions, flutt'ring to be gone 
Secure of mind [I 'Il obviate her intent, 

And unconcern'd return the geods ſhe lent. 

Nor happineſs can I, nor miſery feel. 

From any turn of her fantaſtic wheel : 
Friendſhip's great laws, and love's ſuperior pow'rs, 
Muſt mark the colour of my future hours. 
From the events which thy commands create 

I muſt my bleiſings or my forrows date; | 
And Henry's will muſt diftate Emma's fate. 

Yet while with cloſe delight and inward pride 
(Which from the world my careful foul ſhall hide) 
J ſee thee, lord and end of my deſire, 

Exalted high as virtue can require; 

With power inveſted, and with pleaſure cheer'd; 
Sought by the good, by the oppreſſor fear'd ; 
Loaded and bleſt with all the affluent ſtore 
Which human vows at ſmoking ſhrines implore; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 

My life, ſubſervient only to thy joy; 

And at my death to bleſs thy kindneſs ſhown 
To her, whoof mankind could love but thee alone. 


WHILE thus the conſtant pair alternate ſaid, 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 
Angels and ſportive Loves, a numerous crowd; 
Smilingtheyclapp'd theirwings,andlowtheybow'd: 


* Cynoſure, an affected phraſe ; Cynoſura is the conſtellation 
in Milton. 
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They tumbled all their little quivers o'er, 
To chooſe propitious ſhafts ; a precious ſtore, 
That, when their god ſhould take his future darts, 
To ſtrike (however rarely) conſtant hearts, | 
His happy {kill might proper arms employ, 
All tipp'd with pleafare, and all wing'd with joy; 
And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe lives ſhould imitate 
Theſe lovers' conſtancy, ſhould ſhare their fate. 
The queen of beauty ſtopp'd her bridled doves ; 
Approv'd the little labour of the Loves; 
Was proud and pleas'd the mutual vow to hear; 
And to the triumph call'd the god of war: } 
Soon as ſhe calls, the god is always near. 
Now, Mars, ſhe ſaid, let Fame exalt her voice; 
Nor let thy conqueſts only be her choice : 
But when ſhe ſings great Edward from the field 
Return'd, the hoſtile ſpear and capjive ſhield 
In Concord's temple hung, and Gallia taught 
to yield; 
And when, as prudent Saturn ſhall complete 
The ycars defign'd to pentect Britain's ſtate, 
The ſwift-wing'd pow'r ſhall take her trump 
again, 
To ſing her fav'rite Anna's wondrous reign ; 
To recolle& unwearied Marlbro's toils, 
Old Rufus' hall uncqual to his ſpoils ; 
The Britiſh ſoldier from his high command 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquiſh'd by his hand: 
Let her at leaſt perform what I deſire; 
With ſecond breath the vocal braſs inlpire, 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar ſtrain, 
What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
And, when thy tumults and thy fights are paſt ; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are caſt; _ 
Faithful may ſt thou, like Britiſh Henry, prove: 
And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 
Renown'd for truth, let all thy ſons appear; 
And conſtant beauty ſhall reward their care. 
Mars ſmil'd, and bow'd : the Cyprian deity 
Turn'd to the glorious ruler of the ſky; _ 
And thou, ſhe ſmiling faid, great god of days 
And verſe, behold my deed, and ſing my praiſe ; 
As on the Britiſh earth, my fav'rite iſle, | 


Thy gentle rays and kindeſt influence ſmile, 
Thro' all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
Proclaim with joy thoſe memorable loves: 
From every annual courſe let one great day 

To celebrated ſports and floral play | 

Be ſet aſide; and, in the ſofteſt lays 

Of thy poetic ſons, be ſolemn praiſe, 

And everlaſting marks of honour paid 

To the true Lover, and the Nut-brown Maid. 


$ 144. An Heroic Epiftle to Sir William Cham. 
bers, Knight, Comptroller General of bis Majeſty's 
Works, and Author of a late Diſſertation on 
Oriental Gardening. Enriched with Explana- 
tory Notes, chiefly cætracted from that elaborate 
Performance. ANoN.. 


Non omnes arbuſta juvant humileſque myricae. VIRGIL. 


KN HT of the Polar Star by Fortune plac'd, 
To ſhine the Cynoſure * of Britiſh taſte; 


of Urſa Minor, or the Leſſer Bear, the next 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe orb colleCts in one refvlgent view That Pope beheld them with auſpicious ſmile, 
The ſcatter'd glories of Chineſe Virtu ; | And own'd that Beauty bleſs'd their mutual toil, 
And ſpreads their luſtre in ſo broad a blaze, Miſtaken Bard! could ſuch a pair deſign | 


That Kings themſelves are dazzled, while they | Scenes fit to live in thy immortal line? 


: Hadſt thou been born in this enlighten'd day, 
O let the Muſe attend thy march ſublime, Felt, as we feel, Taſte's oriental ray, | 
And, with 4 profe, capariſon her rhyme; Thy latire ſure had given them both a tab, 
Teach her, like thee, to gild her ſplendid ſqyg Call'd Kent a Drivelier, and the Nymph a Drab. 


Wich ſcenes of Yyen-Miug®, and ſay ings of Li- For whizt is Nature? Ring her changes round, 
Tong; Her three flat notes are water, plants, and ground ; 

Like thee to ſcorꝝ Dame Nature's fimple fence; | Prolong the peal, yet ſpite of all your clatter, 

Leap each ha-hi of truth and common fente; | The tedious chime is Kill ground, plants, and 


And, proudly rifing in her bold career, | Vater 8. 

Demand attention from the gracious car So, when ſome John his dull invention racks, 
Of him, whom we and all the world admit To rival Boodle's dinners, or Almark's ; 
Patron ſupreme of ſcience, tafte, and wit. Three uncourh legs of mutton ſhock our eyes, 


Does Envy doubt? Witneſs, ye choſen train! i hree roaſted gecſe, three butter'd apple - pies. 
Who breathe the ſweets of his Saturnian reign; Come then, prolific art, and with thee bring 
Witneſs ye H*lls, ye ] nf ng, Sc*ts, S*bb*s, The charms that riſe from thy exhauſtleſs ſpring ; 


Hark to my call, for ſome of you have ears. To Richmond come, for ſee untutor'd Brown 
Let D**d He, from the remoteſt North, Deſtroys thoſe wonders which were once thy own. 
In ſee · ſaw ſceptic ſcruples hint his worth; Lo, from his melon- ground the peaſant flave 
D. d, who therę ſupinely geigns to lye | Has rudely rum'd, and levell'd Merlin's Cave; 


The fatteſt Hog of Epicurys' ſtye ; Knock d downthe waxen Wizard, {eiz'd his wand, 
Tho drunk with Gallic wine, and Gallic praiſe, Transform'd to lawn what late was Fairy land; 
Ded ſhall bleſs Old England's halcyon days; | And marr'd, with impious hand, each ſweet defign 
The mighty Home, bemu d in proſe ſo long, Of Stephen Duck and good Queen Caroline. 


Again ſhall ſtalk vpon the ftilrs of ſong : Haſte, bid you livelong Terrace re-aſcend, 
While bold Mac-Offtap, wont in Ghogs to deal, Replace each viſta, ſtraighten every bend; 
Bids candid Smoliet from his coffin ſteal ; Shut out the Thames; ſhall! that ignoble thing 
Bids Mallock quit his ſweet Elyfian reft, Approach the preſence of great Ocean's King? 
Sunk in his St. John's philoſophie breaſt, No] let Barbaric glories!| feaſt his eyes, 


And, like old Orpheus, make ſome ſtrong effort Auguſt Pagodas round his palace riſe, 
To come from Hell, and warble ruth at Courtt. And finith'd Richmond open to his view, 
There was a time, © in Eiher's peaceful grove.|* A work to wonder at, perhaps a Kew.” 
« When Kent and Nature vy'd for Pelham's| Nor reſt we here, but, at our magic call, 
& love,” | {| Monkies ſhall clunb our trees, and lizards crawl; 


One of the Imperial gardens at Pekin. : 

+ © Many trees, thrubs, and flowers, ſayeth Li-Tſong, a Chineſe author of great antiquity, ** thrive beſt in 
low, moiſt fituations; many on hills and mountains ; ſome require a rich foil ; but others will grow on clay, in 
ſand, or even upon rocks, and in the water: to ſome a ſunny expoſition is neceſſary ; but for others the ſhade 
is preferable. There are plants which thrive beſt in expoſed ſituations, but in general ſhelter is requifite. The 
Kilful gardener, to whom ftudy and experience have taught theſe qualities, carefully attends to them in his 
operations ; knowing that thercon depend the health and growth of his plants, and conſequently the beauty of 
his plantanons.” Vide Diff. p. 77. The reader, I preſume, will readily allow, that he never met with ta 
much recondite truth, as this ancient Chineſe here exhibits. 

+ Vide (it ic be extant) a poem under this title, for which (or for the publication of Lord Balingbroke's phi+ 
loſoph ical writings) the perion here mentioned :eceived a confiderable penſion in the time of Lord B—te's ad- 
miniſtration. | 


This is the great and fundamental axiom, on which oriental taſte is founded. It is therefore expreſſed 


here with the greateit preciſion, and in the identical phraſe of the great original. The figurative terms, and even 
the explanatory ſimile, are entirely borrowed from Sir William's Diflectation. ““ Nature (ſays the Chineſe, or 
Sir William for him) affords vs but few materials to work with. Plants, ground, and water, are her only 
productions ; and, though both the forms and art ange ments of theſe may be varied to an incredible degree, yet 
hey have but few ſtriking varieties, the reſt being of the nature of changes rung «por bells, which, though in 
reality different, ſtill produce the ſame uniform kind of Jing; the variation being too minute to be eaſily 

ceived,” Art muſt therefore ſupply the ſcantineſs of Nature.” &c. &c. page 14. And again, Our 
— works are only a repetition of the tmall ones, //ke the boneft Bachelor's feaft, which conſitted in nothing but 
a multiplication of bis own dinner; tree {gs of mutton and turneps, three reaſted geeſe, and three buttered 


apple-pics.” Preface, page 7. | 
So Milton: 


lion 
v „% Where the gorgeous eaſt with richeſt hand 
Showers on her kings Barbaric pearl and gold.“ 

1 «In their lofty woods /erperts and /izards of many beautiful ſorts crawl upon the ground, Innumerable 
mr-nkier, cats, and parrots clamber upon the trees Page 40. „la their lakes are many andi, ſome ſmall, 
ſome large, amonzſt which are ſeen ſtalking along, the elephant, the rhinoceros, the dromedary, oſtrich, and 
the giant babooa.”” Page 66. © They keep, in their enchanted ſcenes, a ſurpriſing variety of monſtrous 
birds, reptiles and animals, which are tamed by it, and guarded by cnormous degs of Tibet, aud African 

? giant a, 
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Huge dogs of Tihet bark in yonder grove, 
Here parrots prate, there cats make cruel love; 
In ſome fair iſland will we turn to graſs 

(With the Queen's leave) her elephant and aſs. 
Giants from Africa thall guard the glades, [ maids; 
Where hiſs our ſnakes, where ſport our Tartar 
Or, wanting theſe, from Charlotte Hayes we bring 


5 
For Him, that bleſſing of a better time, | 
The Muſe ſhall deal awhile in brick and lime; 
Surpaſs the bold AA EAI in deſign, 
And o'er the Thames fling one ſtupendous line 
Of marble arches N, in a bridge, that cuts 
From Richmond Ferry flant to Brentford Butts. 
Brentford with London's charms will we adotti'g 


Damſels alike adroit to ſport and ſting. 

Now, to our lawns of dalliance and delight 
Join we the groves of horror and affright : 
This to achieve no foreign aids we try; 
Thy gibbets, Bagſhot -I ſhall our wants ſupply ; 
Hounſlow, whoſe heath ſublimer terror fills, 
Shall with her gibbets lend her powder-mills. 
Here too, O King of Vengeance +, in thy fane, 
Tremendous Wilkes ſhall rattle his gold chain:; 
And round that fane, on many a Tyburn tree, 
Hang fragments dire of Newpate-hiftory ; 
On this ſhall HH d's dying ſpeech be read, 
Here B—te's confeſſion, and his wooden head; 
While all the minor plunderers of the age, 
(Too numerous far for this contracted page) 
The R*g*vs, s, Mungos, B ds chere, 
In ſtraw- ſtuft effigy, ſhall kick the air. 
But ſay, ye powers, who come when fancy calls, 
Where ſhall our mimic London rear her walls“? 
The Eaſtern feature, Art muſt next produce: 
Tho' not for preſent yet for future uſe, 
Our ſons ſome ſlave of greatneſs may behold, 
Caſt in the genuine Aſiatic mould: 
Who of three realms ſhalt condeſcend to know 


No more than he can ſpy from Windfor's brow ;| And all the Maids of Honour ery Te-he ff 


' g/ants, in the habits of magicians.” Page 42. Sometimes, in this romantic excurſion, the paſſenger finds. 
himſelf in extenſive receſſes, ſurrounded with arbours of jeſſamine, vine, and roſes; where beauteous Tar- 
tarean damfels, in looſe tranſparent robes that flutter in the air, preſent him with rich wines, Ke. and in- 
vite him to taſte the ſweets of retirement on Perſian carpets, and beds of Camuſakin down.“ Page 40. 
* Their ſcenes of terror are compoſed of gloomy woods, &c. Gibbers, crofles, wheels, and the whole 
apparatus of torture are ſeen from the roads. Here too they conceal in cavities, on the ſummits of the 
higheſt mountains, founderies, lime-kilns, and glaſs- works, which ſend forth large volumes of flame, and 
continued columns of thick fmoke, that give to theſe mountains the appearance of volcanos. Page 37:. 
« Here the paſſenger from time to time is ſurpriſed with repeated ſhocks of electrical impulſe ; the earth 
trembles under him by the power of confined air,“ Kc. Page 39. Now to produce both theſe effects, viz. 
the appearance of volcanos and earthquakes, we have here ſubmitted the occaſional exploſion of a powder-mil7,. 
which (if there be not too much ſimplicity in the contrivance) it is apprehended will at once anſwer all the 
ee of lime-hilns and electrical machines, and imitate thunder and the exploſion of cannon into the bargain, 
ide page 49. | 
+ © In the moſt diſmal receſſes of the woods, are temples dedicated to the Ving of Vengeance, near which 


are placed pillars of ſtone, with pathetic deſcriptions of tragical events; and many acts of cruelty perpetrated 
there by out/aws and robbers,” Page 37. 


t This was written when Mr. Wilkes was 
his chain a year longer as Lord Mayor. 

Martins. The aſteriſms will be eaſily ſupplied, 

| © { here is likewiſe in the ſame garden, viz. Yven-Ming Yven,. near Pekin, a fortified town, with its 
ports, ſtreets, public ſquares, temples, markets, ſhops, and triburals of juſtice ; in ſhort, with every thing that 
is at Pekin, only on a ſmaller ſcale, In this town the Emperors of China, who are too much 3 thern 
greatneſs to appear in public, and their women, who are ſecluded from it by cuſtom, are frequently diverted. 
with the hurry and buſtle of the capital which is here repreſented, ſeveral times in the year, by the eunuchs. 
of the palace.“ Page 22 | | | | ; 

1 Sir William's enormous areount of Chineſe bridges, too long to be here inſerted. Vide page 53 

* Some of theſe eunuchs perſonate porters. Page 32. 

++ „Fruits and all ſorts of refreſhments are cried about the ſtreets in this mock city. Page 33» 

i « Drew from tears down Pluto's cheek.” Milton. ; $ 

&5 „Neither are thieves, pickpockets, and ſharpers forgot in theſe feſtivals; that noble profeſſion is uſually 
allotted to a good number of the moſt dextrous eunuchs ?”* Vide ibid. | g * 

The watch ſeizes on the culprit. ** Vide ibid. | 

171 « He is conveyed before the Judge, and ſometi mes ſeverely baſtinadoed.“ Ibid. 

5 « Quarrels happen—battles enſue.” Ibid. : 

+++ © Every liberty is permitted, there is no diſtinction of perſons. Ibid. 

I{Þ © This is done to divert his Imperial Majeſty, and the ladies of his train,” Vide ibid. 


Brentford, the biſh-prick of Parſon Horne. 
There, at one gude, the royal eye ſhall meet 
Each varied beauty of St. James's Street; 

Stout T'*1b*t there ſhall ply with hackney chair v, 
and Patriot Betty fix her fruit-fhop there ++. 
Like diſtant thunder, now the coach of ſtate 
Rolls o'er the bridge, that groans beneath its 

weight; 5 

The Court hatir croſs'd the ſtream; the ſports 
Now N preaches of rebellion's fin: begin, 
And as the powers af his ſtrong pathos riſe, 

Lo, brazen tears fall from Sir F1**r's eyes 2. 
While, ſkulking round the pews, that babe of 

race, | 

Who Ps before at ſermen ſhew'd his face, 

See Jemmy Twitcher ſhambles ; top! ſtopthiefFF? 
He 's ftol'n the E* of D*nb*h's handkerchief. - 
Let B*rr*t*n arreſt him in mock fury 

And Mid hang the knave &q without a jury. 
But hark ! the voice of battle ſhouts from far, 
The Jews and Macaronis are at war ; ¶ ſtocks, 
The Jews prevail, and, thund'ring from the 
They ſeize, they bind, they circumciſef++C*s B*, 
Fair Schw***n_ ſmiles the fport to ſee, 


Sheriff of London, and when it was to be feared he would rattle 
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Be theſe the rural paſtimes that attend 

Great B*nſw*K's leiſure : theſe ſhall beſt unbend 
His royal mind, whene'er, from ſtate withdrawn, 
He treads the velvet of his Richmond lawn ; 
Theſe ſhall prolong his Aſiatic dream, 

Tho' Europe's balance trembles on its beam. 
And thou, Sir William ! while thy plaſtic hand 
Creares each wonder, which thy Bard has plann'd; 
While, as thy art commands, obſequious riſe 

W hate er can pleaſe, or frighten, or ſurpriſe, 
O! let that Bard his Knight's protection claim, 
And ſhare, like faithful Sancho, Quixote's fame. 


© 145. Pleaſures of Memory; a Poem. 
By SAMUEL ROGERs, EV. 


D2WN by yon hazel copſe, at evening, blaz'd 
The Gipſy's faggot—there we ſtood and gaz'd; 
Gaz'd on her ſun-burnt face with ſilent awe, 
Her tarter'd mantle, and her hood of ſtraw ; 
Her moving lips, her caldron brimming o'er; 
The drowſy brood that ou her back ſhe bore, 
Imps, in the barn with mouſing owlet bred, 
From rifled rooſt at nightly revel fed; 
Whoſe dark eyes flaſh'd thro' locks of blackeſt 
ſhade, | 
When in the breeze the diſtant watch · dog bay d: 
And heroes fled the Sybil's mutter d call, 
Whoſe elfin proweſs Cad the orchard-wall. 
As oer my palm the filver piece ſhe drew, 
And trac'd the line of life with ſcarching view, 
How throbb'd my fluttering pulſe with hopes and 
| fears, 
To jearn the colour of my future years ! 
Ah, then, what honeſt triumph fluſh'd my 
breaſt! - 
This truth once known—To bleſs is to be bleſt 
We led the bending beggar on his way; 
(Bare were his feet, his treſſes filver-gray) 
- Scoth'd the keen pangs his aged ſpirit felt, 
And on his tale with mute attention dwelt. 
As in his ſcrip we dropp d our little ſto c, 
And wept te think that little was no more, 
He breath'd his prayer, . Long may ſuch goodneſs 
_y © live!” 
Twas all he gave, 'twas all he had to give. 
But hark H rhro' thoſe old firs, with ſollen 
ſwell { well! 
The church - clock ſtrikes! ye tender ſcenes, fare- 
It calls me hence, beneath their ſhade to rrace 
The few fond lines that Time may ſcon cflace. 
On yon gray ſtone, that fronts the chancel-door, 
Worn ſmooth by buſy feet now ſecn no more, 
Each eve we ſhot tne marble thro' the ring, 
When the heart danc' d, and life was in its ſpring ; 
'Akst unconſcious of the kindred earth, 
That faintly echoed to the voice of mirth. 


& 146. From the Same. 
FT has the aged tenant of the vale 
| Lean d on his ſtaff to lengthen out the tale; 
Oft have his lips the grateful tribute breath'd, 


From fire to ſon with pious zeal bequeath d. 
M hen o'er the blaſted heath rhe day declin'd, 


That his charm'd hand the care 
And doubts and terrors vaniſh'd from his mind- 


When not a diſtant taper's twinkling ray 
Gleam'd o'er the furze to light him on his wa 


And the big rain-drops told the tempeſt near 
Then did his horſe the homeward track deſcry 


And win each wavering purpoſe to relent, 
With warmth ſo mild, fo gently violent, 


Recall the traveller, whoſe alter'd form 
Has borne the buffet of the mountain- ſtorm; 
And who will firſt his fond impatience meet ? 
His faithful dog 's already at his feet ! 

Yes, tho' the porter ſpurn him from his door, 
Tho? all, that En 

His faithful dog ſhall tell his joy to each, 


And fee, the maſter but returns to die ! 
Yet who ſhall bid the watchful ſervant fly? 


Will firm Fidelity exult to brave. 


Felipſe her native ſhades, her native ſxies;— 
And lights at laſt where all her cares repoſe. 
And unborn ages conſecrate thy neſt. 
When with the ſilent energy of grief, 

clung, 
'T was thine to animate her cloſing eye; 
Alas! 'twas thine perchance the firſt to die, 


Cruſh'd by her meagre hand, when welcom'd 
from the ſky. 


$ 147, From the Same. 


From his green vale and ſhelter d cabin hies, 
And ſcales the Alps to vifit foreign ſkies ; 
Tho! far below the forked lightnings play, 
And at his feet the thunder dies away, 

Oft, in the ſaddle rudely rock'd to ſleep, 
While his mule browſes on the dizzy ficep, 
With Memory's aid, he fits at home, and ſees 
His — Lo beneath their native trees, 
And bends, to hear their cherub- voices call, 
O'er the loud fury of the torrent's fall. 

But can her ſmile with gloomy Madneſs dwe 
Say, can · ſne chaſe the horrors of his cell? 
Zach fiery flight on Frenzy's wing reſtrain, 
And mouid the coinage of the fever'd brain ? 


And ca the fcath'd oak wart d the winter wind; 


There in the duſt the wreck. of Genius lies 


When not a ſheep-bell ſooth'd his liftening ear, 


He, 
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The track that ſhunn'd his ſad, inquiring eye; 


eſs rein refign'd, 


new him, know his face no more, 
With that mute eloquence which paſſes ſpeech. © 
The blaſts of heaven, the drenching dews of earth, 
The wanton inſults of unfeeling mirth ; 
| Theſe, when to guard Misfortunc's ſacred grave, 
Led by what chart, tranſpo.ts the timid dove 
The wreaths of conqueſt, or the vows of love ? 
Say,thro' theclouds what compaſs points her flight? 
Monarchs have gaz d, and nations bleſs'd the fight. 
Pile rocks on rocks, bid woods and mountains riſe, 
Tis vain! thro' Ether's pathleſs wilds the goes, 
Sweet bird! thy truth ſhall Harlem's walls atteſt, 
With looks that aſk d, yet dar'd not hope relief, 
Want, with her babes, round generous Valour 


To wring the flow ſurrender from his rongue, 


A 


WIEN the blithe ſon of Savoy, roving round 
M. ith humble wares and pipe of merry ſound, 
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| Paſs but that grate, which ſcarce a gleam ſupplies, 


Forms ever fair, creations ever new | 

But, as he fondly ſnatch'd the wreath of Fame, 
The ſpe&re Poverty unnerv'd his frame. 

Cold was her graſp, a withering ſcowl ſhe wore 
And Hope's ſoft energies were felt no more, 
Yet ſtill how ſweet the ſoothings of his art! 


From the rude ſtone what bright ideas ſtart ! 


Ev'n now he claims the amaranthine wreath, 


Boox IT, DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE; &c. $44 
He, whoſe arreſting hand ſublimely wrought - 


Each bold conception in the ſphere of thought; b 
Who from the quarried maſs, like Phidias, drew | Still oer my life preſerve thy mild controul, 


If thy bleſt nature now unites above 
An angel's pity with a brother's love, 


Correct my views, and elevate my foul ; 

Grant me thy peace and purity of mind, 

Devout yet cheerful, active yet reſign'd; 

Grant me, like thee, whoſe heart knew no diſguiſe; 
W hoſe blameleſs wiſhes never aim'd to riſe, 

To meet the changes Time and Chance preſent, 

With modeſt dignity and calm content. 

When thy laſt breath, ere Nature ſunk to reſt, 


With ſcenes that glow, with images that breathe! Thy meek ſubmiſſion to thy God expreſs'd ; 


And whence theſe ſcenes, theſe images, declare. 


hence but from Her whotriumphs o'er deſpair 
Awake, ariſe ! with grateful fervour fraught, 
Go, ſpring the mine of elevated thought. 
He who, thro' Nature's various walk, ſurveys 


The good and fair her faultleſs line pourtrays; 


When thy laſt look, ere thought and feeling fled, 

A mingled gleam of hope and triumph ſhed; 
What to thy ſoul its glad aſſurance gave, 

[ts hope in death, its triumph o'er the grave? 

The free Remembrance of unblemiſh'd vouth, 

The inſpiring voice of Innocence and Truth ! 


Whoſe mind, prophan'd by no unhallow'd gueſt,, Hail, Memory, hail! in thy exhauſtleſs mine 


Culls from the crowd the pureſt and the beſt; 
May range, at will, bright Fancy's goldenclime, 
Or, muſing, mount where Science fits ſublime, 
Or wake thi ſpirit of departed Time. 


Who acts thus wiſely, mark the moral muſe, 


A blooming Eden in his life reviews! 
So richly cultur'd every native grace, 
Its ſcanty limits he forgets to trace: 
But the fond fool, when evening ſhades the ſky, 
Turns but to ſtart, and gazes but to ſigh! 
The weary waſte, that lengthen'd as he ran, 
Fades to a blank, and dwindles to a ſpan ! 

Ah! who can tell the triumphs of the mind, 
By truth illumin'd, and by taſte refin'd ? 


Still nerv'd for action in her native ſphere, 
Oft will ſhe riſe with ſearching glance purſue 
Some long-lov'd image vaniſh'd from her view ; 
Dart thro' the deep receſſes of the paſt, | 
O'er duſky forms in chains of ſlumber caſt ; 
With giant-graſp fling back the folds of night, 
And ſnatch the faithleſs fugitive to light. 

So thro! the groveth' impatient mother flies, 


Each ſunleſs glade, each ſecret pathway tries; 


Till the light leaves the truant - boy diſcloſe, 


Long on the wood- moſs ſtretch'd in ſweet repoſe, 


$ 148. From the Same. 


OFT may the ſpirits of the dead deſcend, 
To watch the ſilent ſlumbers of a friend; 


To hover round his evening-walk unſeen, 


And hold ſweet converſe on the duſky green; 


To hail the ſpot where firſt their friendſhip grew, When firſt. 


And heav'n and nature open'd to their view ! 
Oft, when he trims his cheerful hearth, and ſees 
A ſmiling circle emulous to pleaſe ; 

There may theſe gentle gueſts delight to dwell, 
And bleſs the ſcene they lov'd in life fo well! 


From age to age unnumber'd treaſures ſaine ! 
Thought and her ſhadowy brood thy call obey, 
And Place and Time are ſubject to thy ſway ! 
Thy pleaſures moſt we feel, when moſt alone; 
The only pleaſures we can call our own. 
Lighter than air, Hope's ſummer-viſions die, 

If but a fleeting cloud obſcure the ſky; 

Lf but a beam of ſober Reaſon play, 

Lo, Fancy's fairy froſt-work melts away! 

But can the wiles of Art, the graſp of Power, 
Snatch the rich relics of a well-ſpent hour? 
Theſe, when the trembling ſpirit wings her flight, 
Pour round her path a ſtream of living light; 

And gild thoſe pure and perfect realms of reſt, 


hs 


W hen Age has quench'd the eye and clos'd the ear, Where Virtue triumphs, and her ſons are bleſt! 


$ 149. Verſes on a Tear. From the Same. 


O that the Chemiſt's magic art 
Could cryſtallize this ſacred treaſure ! 

Long ſhould it glitter near my heart, - 

A ſecret ſource of penſive pleaſure. 


The little brilliant, ere it fell, 

Its luſtre caught from Chloe's eye; 
Then, trembling, left its coral cell 
The ſpring of Senſibility 

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light ! 
In thee the rays of Virtue fhine ; 
More calmly elear, more mildly bright, 
Than any gem that gilds the mine. 
Benign reſtorer of the ſoul! 

Who ever fly'ſt to bring relief, 

e feels the rude controul 
Of Love or Pity, Joy or Grief, 

The ſage's and the poet's theme, 

in every clime, in every age; | 
Thou charm'f in Fancy's idle dream, 


Oh thou ! with whom my heart was wont to In Reaſon's philoſophic page. 


ſhare . 


From Reaſon's dawn each pleaſure and each care 
With whom, alas! I fondly hop d to know 
Th humble walks of happineſs below; 


The law 


That very law * which moulds a tear, 
And bids it trickle from its ſource, 

That law preſerves the earth a ſphere, 
And guides the planets in their coutle, 


of Gravitation. 
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$ 159. A Steich of the Alps at Day-breat. 
From the Same. 
fan-beams ſtreak the azure ſkies, 
And line with light the mountain's brow : 
With hounds and horns the hunters riſe; 
And chaſe the rocbuck thro' the ſnow. 


From rock to rock, with giant-bound; 
High on their iren poles they paſs ; 
Mute, left the air, convuls'd by found, 


" Rend from above a frozen . 


The goats wind flow their wonted way, 
Up craggy ficeps and ridges rude ; 
Mark'd by the wild wolf for his prey, 
From deſert cave or hanging wood. 
And while the torrent thunders loud, 
And as the echoing cliffs reply, 

The huts peep o'er the morning-cloud, 


Perch'd, like an eagle's neſt. on high. 


$ 151. A #1/h. From the Same. 

MINE be a cot beſide the hill; 
A bee-hive's hum ſhall ſooth my ear; 

A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 
With many a fall, ſhall linger near. 
The ſwallow, oft, beneath my thatch, 
Shall twitter from her clay-built neſt; 
Oft ſhall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And ſhare my meal, a welcome gueſt 


Around my ivied porch ſhall ſpring 


Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew; 


And Lucy, at her wheel, ſhall ſing, 

In ruſſet gown and apron blue. 

The village-church, among the trees, 
Where firſt our marriage-vows were giv'n, 
With merry peals ſhall ſwell the breeze, 


And point with taper ſpire to heav'n. 


& 152. An Ode on Claſſic Education +. Axox. 


; OWN the ſteep abrupt of hills 


Furious foams the headlong tide. 
Throꝰ the meads the ſtreamlet trills, 
Swelling ſlow in gentle pride. 
Ruin vaſt and dread diſmay 
Mark the clam'rous cataract's way. 
Glad increaſe and ſweets benign 
Round the riv'let's margin ſhine. 

Youth ! with ſtedfaſt eye peruſe 
Scenes to leſſon thee diſplay d; 
Yes—in theſe the moral Mufe 
Bids thee ſee thyſelf pourtray'd. 
Thou with headſtrong waſteful force 
Mayſt reflect the torrents courſe; 
Or reſemble ſtreams, that flow r 
Bleft and bleſſing as they go. 

Infant ſenſe to all our kind 
Pure the young ideas brings, 
From within the fountain mind 
1fluing at a thoufand ſprings. 


3 Ait currus habcnas 


„ VISO. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 
1Who ſhall make the current ſtray 
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Smooth along the channell'd way ? 
Who ſhall, as it runs, refine ? 
Who? but Lasse DIi5C1PLINE 

She, whatever fond deſire, 
Stubborn deed br guileful ſpeech, 
[ncxperience might inſpire, 

Or abſurd indulgence teach, 
Timely cautious ſhall reſtrain, 
Bidding childhood hear ? the rein 
She with ſport ſhall labour mix, 
She — fancy fix. 

Prime ſupport of learned lore, 
PERSEVERANCE joins her train, 
Pages oft turn'd o'er and o'er 
Turning o'er and o'er again; 
Giving, in due form of ſchool, 
Speech its meaſure, pow'r, and rule: 
Meanwhile mem'ry's treaſures grow 
Great, tho' gradual; ſure, tho' ſlow. 

Patient CARE by juſt degrees 
Word and image learns to claſs 
Thoſe compounds, and ſep'rates theſe, 
As in ſtrict review they paſs; 
Joins, as various features ftrike, 

Fit to fit and like to like, 

Till in meek array advance 

Concord, Method, Elegance. | 
Tims meanwhile, from day to day, 


Fixes deeper Virtue's root; 


Whence, in long ſucceſſion gay, 
Bloſſoms many a lively ſhoat : 
Meek OBEDIENCE, following flill, 


| Frank and glad, a Maſter's will ; 


Modeſt CAN Dou x, hearing prone 

Any judgement fave its own : 
EMULATION, whoſe keen eye 

Forward ſtill and forward ſtrains, 

Nothing ever deeming high 

While a higher hope remains: 

SHAME ingenuous, native, free, 


Source of conſcious dignity : 


TZEAL impartial to purſue 


Right, and juſt, and good and true. 
heſe and ev'ry kindred grace 
More and more perfection gain; 


- | While ATTENTION toils to trace 


Grave record or lofty ſtrain ; 
Learning how, in Virtue's pride, 
Sages liv'd or heroes died; 
Markipg how in Virtue's cauſe 
Genius gave and won applauſe 

Thus with EARLY CULTURE bleſt, 
Thus to early rule inur d, 
Inſancy's expanding breaſt 
Gidws with ſenſe and pow'rs matur'd. 
W hence, if future merit raiſe 
Private love, or public praiſe, 
Thine is all the work—be thine 


The glory=—cLass1Cc DISCIPLINE, 


* There are paſſes in the Alps, where the guides tell you to move on with ſpeed, and ſay nothin 
the agitation of the air ſhould looſen the ſnows above. Ow y nothing, Jeſt 


Gray, ſect. v. let. 4. 


+ Spoken in the year 1794 at the annual Viſitation of Dr. Knox's School at Tunbridge, f 


END OF THE SECOND BOOK, 
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